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MARION FAY.

CHAPTEE I.

THE MARQUIS OF KINGSBUIIT.

"WHEN Mr. Lionel Trafford went into Parliament for the Borough
of Wednesbury as an advanced Eadical, it nearly broke the heart
of his uncle, the old Marquis of Kingsbury. Among Tories of his

day the Marquis had been hyper-Tory, as were his friends, the
Duke of Newcastle, who thought that a roan should be allowed
to do what he liked with his own, and the .Marquis of Londonderry,
who, when some such falling-oif in the family politics came near

him, spoke with indignation of the family treasure which had been

expended in defending the family seat. Wednesbury had never
been the Marquis's own ;

but his nephew was so in a peculiar sense.

His nephew was necessarily his heir, the future Marquis, and the

old Marquis never again, politically, held up his head. He was
an old man when this occurred, and luckily for him he did not live

to see the worse things which came afterwards.
The Member for Wednesbury became Marquis and owner of the

large family property, but still he kept his politics. He was a
Eadical Marquis, wedded to all popular measures, not ashamed of

his Charter days, and still clamorous for further Parliamentary
reform, although it was regularly noted in Dod that the Marquis
of Kingsbury was supposed to have strong influence in the Borough
of Edgeware. It was so strong that both he and his uncle had put
in whom they pleased. His uncle had declined to put him in
because of his renegade theories, but he revenged himself by giving
the seat to a glib-mouthed tailor, who, to tell the truth, had not
done much credit to his choice.

But it came to pass that the shade of his uncle was avenged,
if it can be supposed that such feelings will affect the eternal rest

of a dead Marquis. There grew up a young Lord Hampstead, the
eon and heir of the Eadical Marquis, promising in intelligence and
satisfactory in externals, but very difficult to deal with as to the
(use of his thoughts. They could not keep him at Harrow or at

Oxford, because he not only rejected, but would talk openly against,
Christian doctrines

;
a religious boy, but determined not to believe

in revealed mysteries. And at twenty-one he declared himself a

Eepublican, explaining thereby that he disapproved altogether
B
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of hereditary honours.
'

He was quite as bad to this Marquis as had

been this Marquis to the other. The tailor kept his seat because

Lvrd Hampstead would not even condescend to sit for the family

borough. He explained to his father that he had doubts about

a Parliament of which one section was hereditary, but was sure

that at present he was too young for it. There must surely have
been gratification in this to the shade of the departed Marquis.

But there was worse than this, infinitely worse. Lord Hamp-
stead formed a close friendship with a young man, five years older

than himself, who was but a clerk in the Post Office. In George
Eoden, as a man and a companion, there was no special fault to be
found. There may be those who think that a Marquis's heir should
look for his most intimate friend in a somewhat higher scale of

social rank, and that he would more probably serve the purposes
of his future life by associating with his equals ;

that like to like

in friendship is advantageous. The Marquis, his father, certainly

thought so in spite of his Eadicalism. But he might have been

pardoned on the score of Eoden's general good gifts, might have
been pardoned even though it were true, as supposed, that to

Eoden's strong convictions Lord Hampstead owed much of the
ultra virus of his political convictions, might have been pardoned
had not there been worse again. At Hendon Hall, the Marquis's
lovely suburban seat, the Post Office clerk was made acquainted
with Lady Frances Trafford, and they became lovers.

The radicalism of a Marquis is apt to be tainted by special con-
siderations in regard to his own family. This Marquis, though he
had his exoteric politics, had his esoteric feelings. With him,
Liberal as he was, his own blood possessed a peculiar ichor. Though
it might be well that men in the mass should be as nearly equal
as possible, yet, looking at the state of possibilities and realities
as existent, it was clear to him that a Marquis of Kingsbury had
been placed on a pedestal. It might be that the state of things
was matter for regret. In his grander moments he was certain
that it was so. Why should there be a ploughboy unable to open
his mouth because of his infirmity, and a Marquis with his own
voice very resonant in the House of Lords, and a deputy voice
dependent on him in the House of Commons? He had said
so very frequently before his son, not knowing then what might
be the effect of his own teaching. There had been a certain pride
in his heart as he taught these lessons, wrong though it might be
that .there should be a Marquis and a ploughboy so far reversed
by the injustice of Fate. There had been a comfort to him in feeling
that Fate had made him the Marquis, and had made some one else
the ploughboy. He knew what it was to be a Marquis down to the
last inch of aristocratic admeasurement. He would fain that his
children should have understood this also. But his lesson had gone

1

deeper than he had intended, and great grief had come of it.

The Marquis had been first married to a lady altogether uncon-
nected with noble blood, but whose father had held a position of
remarkable ascendancy in the House of Commons. He had never
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been a Cabinet Minister, because he had persisted in thinking that

he could better serve his country by independence. He had been

possessed of wealth, and had filled a great place in the social world.

In marrying the only daughter of this gentleman the Marquis of

Kingsbury had indulged his peculiar taste in regard to Liberalism,
and was at the same time held not to have derogated from his rank.

She had been a woman of great beauty and of many intellectual

gifts, thoroughly imbued with her father's views, but altogether
free from feminine pedantry and that ambition which begrudges
to men the rewards of male labour. Had she lived, Lady Frances

might probably not have fallen in with the Post Office clerk
; never-

theless, had she lived, she would have known the Post Office clerk

to be a worthy gentleman.
But she had died when her son was about sixteen and her

daughter no more than fifteen. Two years afterwards our Marquis
had gone among the dukes, and had found for himself another wife.

Perhaps the freshness and edge of his political convictions had been
blunted by that gradual sinking down among the great peers in

general which was natural to his advanced years. A man who has

spouted at twenty-five becomes tired of spouting at fifty, if nothing
special has come from his spouting. He had been glad when he
married Lady Clara Mountressor to think that circumstances as they
had occurred at the last election would not make it necessary for

him to deliver up the borough to the tailor on any further occasion.

The tailor had been drunk at the hustings, and he ventured to hopo
that before six months were over Lord Hampstead would have so

far rectified his frontiers as to be able to take a seat in the House
of Commons.

Then very quickly there were born three little flaxen-haired

boys, who became at least flaxen-haired as they emerged from
their cradles, Lord Frederic, Lord Augustus, and Lord Gregory.
That they must be brought up with ideas becoming the scions of

a noble House there could be no doubt. Their mother was every
inch a duke's daughter. But, alas, not one of them was likely to

become Marquis of Kingsbury. Though born so absolutely in the

purple they were but younger sons. This was a silent sorrow
;

but when their half-sister Lady Frances told their mother openly
that she had plighted her troth to the Post Office clerk, that was a
sorrow which did not admit of silence.

When Lord Hampstead had asked permission to bring his friend
to the house there seemed to be no valid reason for refusing him.
Low as he had descended amidst the depths of disreputable opinion,
it was not supposed that even he would countenance anything so
horrible as this. And was there not ground for security in the
reticence and dignity of Lady Frances herself? The idea never

presented itself to the Marchioness. When she heard that the Post
Office clerk was coming she was naturally disgusted. All Lord
Hampstead's ideas, doings, and ways were disgusting to her. She
was a woman full of high-bred courtesy, and had always been
gracious to her son-in-law's friends, but it had been with a cold
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grace Her heart rejected them thoroughly, as she did him, and,

to tell the truth, Lady Frances also. Lady Frances had all her

mother's dignity, all her mother's tranquil manner, but something

more than her mother's advanced opinions. She, too, had her ideas

that the world should gradually be taught to dispense with the

distances which separate the dukes and the ploughboys, gradually,

but still with a progressive motion, always tending in that direction.

This to her stepmother was disgusting.

The Post Office clerk had never before been received at Hendon

Hall, though he had been introduced in London by Lord Hampstead
to his sister. The Post Office clerk had indeed abstained from

coming, having urged his own feelings with his friend as to certain

unfitnesses.
" A Marquis is as absurd to me as to you," he had

said to Lord Hampstead, "but while there are Marquises' they
should be indulged, particularly Marchionesses. An over-delicate

skin is a nuisance ;
but if skins have been so trained as not to bear

the free air, veils must be allowed for their protection. The object

should be to train the- skin, not to punish it abruptly. An un-

fortunate Sybarite Marchioness ought to have her rose leaves. Now
I am not a rose leaf." And so he had stayed away.

But the argument had been carried on between the friends, and
the noble heir had at last prevailed. George Eoden was not a rose

leaf, but he was found at Hendon to have flowers of beautiful hues
and with a sweet scent. Had he not been known to be a Post

Office clerk, could the Marchioness have been allowed to judge of

him simply from his personal appearance, he might have been
taken to be as fine a rose leaf as any. He was a tall, fair, strongly-
built young man, with short light hair, pleasant grey eyes, an

aquiline nose, and small mouth. In his gait and form and face

nothing was discernibly more appropriate to Post Office clerks than
to the nobility at large. But he was a clerk, and he himself, as he
himself declared, knew nothing of his own family, remembered no
relation but his mother.

It had come to pass that the house at Hendon had become
specially the residence of Lord Hampstead, who would neither have
lodgings of his own in London or make part of the family when it

occupied Kingsbury House in Park Lane. He would sometimes
go abroad, would sometimes appear for a week or two at Trafford

Park, the grand seat in Yorkshire. But he preferred the place,
half town half country, in the neighbourhood pf London, and here

George Eoden came frequently backwards and forwards after the
ice had been broken by a first visit. Sometimes the Marquis would
be there, and with him his daughter, rarely the Marchioness.
Then came the time when Lady Frances declared boldly to her step-
mother that she had pledged her troth to the Post Office clerk. That
happened in June, when Parliament was sitting, and when the
flowers at Hendon were at their best. The Marchioness came there
for a day or two, and the Post Office clerk on that morning had left

the house for his office work, not purposing to come back. Some
words had been said which had caused annoyance, and he did not
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intend to return. When he had been gone about an hour Lady
Frances revealed the truth.

Her brother at that time was two-and-twenty. She was a year
younger. The clerk might perhaps be six years older than the

young lady. Had he only been the eldest son of a Marquis, or Earl,
or Viscount

;
had he been but an embryo Baron, he might have

done very well. He was a well-spoken youth, yet with a certain

modesty, such a one as might easily take the eye of a wished-for

though ever so noble a mother-in-law. The little lords had learned
to play with him, and it had come about that he was at his ease
in the house. The very servants had seemed to forget that he was
no more than a clerk, and that he went off by railway into town
every morning that he might earn ten shillings by sitting for six

hours at his desk. Even the Marchioness had almost trained her-

self to like him, as one of those excrescences which are sometimes
to be found in noble families, some governess, some chaplain or

private secretary, whom chance or merit has elevated in the house,
and who thus becomes a trusted friend. Then by chance she heard
the name " Frances "

without the prefix
"
Lady," and said a word

in haughty anger. The Post Office clerk packed up his portmanteau,
and Lady Frances told her story.

Lord Hampstead's name was John. He was the Honourable
John Traffbrd, called by courtesy Earl of Hampstead. To the
world at large he was Lord Hampstead, to his friends in general
he was Hampstead ;

to his stepmother he was especially Hampstead,
as would have been her own eldest son the moment he was born

had he been born to such good luck. To his father he had become

Hampstead lately. In early days there had been some secret family
agreement that in spite of conventionalities he should be John
among them. The Marquis had latterly suggested that increasing
years made this foolish

;
but the son himself attributed the change

to step-maternal influences. But still he was John to his sister, and
John to some half-dozen sympathising friends, and among others
to the Post Office clerk.

" He has not said a word to me," the sister replied when she
was taxed by her brother with seeming partiality for their young
visitor.

'But he will?"
' No girl will ever admit as much as that, John."
'But if he should?"
' No girl will have an answer ready for such a suggestion."
' I know he will."
'
If so, and if you have wishes to express, you should speak to

him."
All this made the matter quite clear to her brother. A girl

such as was his sister would not so receive a brother's notice as to
a proposed overture of love from a Post Office clerk, unless she had
brought herself to look at the possibility without abhorrence.

" Would it go against the grain with you, John ?
"

This was
what the clerk said when he was interrogated by his friend.
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" There would be difficulties."
"
Very great difficulties, difficulties even with you."

" I did not say so."

"They would come naturally. The last thing that a man
can abandon of his social idolatries is the sanctity of the women

belonging to him."
" God forbid that I should give up anything of the sanctity of

my sister."
" No ;

but the idolatry attached to it! It is as well that even a

nobleman's daughter should be married if she can find a nobleman

or such like to her taste. There is no breach of sanctity in the

love, but so great a wound to the idolatry in the man ! Things
have not changed so quickly that even you should be free from

the feeling. Three hundred years ago, if the man could not be

despatched out of the country or to the other world, the girl at

least would be locked up. Three hundred years hence the girl and
the man will stand together on their own merits. Just in this

period of transition it is very hard for such a one as you to free

himself altogether from the old trammels."

"I make the endeavour."
" Most bravely. But, my dear fellow, let this individual thing

stand separately, away from politics and abstract ideas. I mean to

ask your sister whether I can have her heart, and, as far as her
will goes, her hand. If you are displeased I suppose we shall have
to part, for a time. Let theories run ever so high, Love will be

stronger than them all." Lord Hampstead at this moment gave no
assurance of his good will

;
but when it came to pass that his sister

had given her assurance, then he ranged himself on the side of his

friend the clerk.

So it came to pass that there was great trouble in the household
of the Marquis of Kingsbury. The family went abroad before the
end of July, on account of the health of the children. So said the

Morning Post. Anxious friends inquired in vain what could have
befallen those flaxen-haired young Herculeses. Why was it neces-

sary that they should be taken to the Saxon Alps when the beauties
and comforts of Trafford Park were so much nearer and so superior ?

Lady Frances was taken with them, and there were one or two
noble intimates among the world of fashion who heard some
passing whispers of the truth. When passing whispers creep into
the world of fashion they are heard far and wide.



CHAPTEK II.

LORD HAMPSTEAD.

LORD HAMPSTEAD, though he would not go into Parliament or

belong to any London Club, or walk about the streets with a

chiinney-pot hat, or perform any of his public functions as a young
nobleman should do, had, nevertheless, his own amusements and
his own extravagances. In the matter of money he was placed
outside his father's liberality, who was himself inclined to be
liberal enough, by the fact that he had inherited a considerable

portion of his maternal grandfather's fortune. It might almost be
said truly of him that money was no object to him. It was not
that he did not often talk about money and think about money.
He was very prone to do so, saying that money was the most

important factor in the world's justices and injustices. But he was
so fortunately circumstanced as to be able to leave money out of

his own personal consideration, never being driven by the want of
it to deny himself anything, or tempted by a superabundance to

expenditure which did not otherwise approve itself to him. To
give 10s. or 20s. a bottle for wine because somebody pretended that
it was very fine, or 300 for a horse when one at a 100 would do
his work for him, was altogether below his philosophy. By his

father's lodge gate there ran an omnibus up to town which he
would often use, saying that an omnibus with company was better

than a private carriage with none. He was wont to be angry with
himself in that he employed a fashionable tailor, declaring that he
incurred unnecessary expense merely to save himself the trouble of

going elsewhere. In this, however, it may be thought that there

was something of pretence, as he was no doubt conscious of good
looks, and aware probably that a skilful tailor might add a grace.

In his amusements he affected two which are especially ex-

pensive. He kept a yacht, in which he was accustomed to absent
himself in the summer and autumn, and he had a small hunting
establishment in Northamptonshire. Of the former little need be
said here, as he spent his time on board much alone, or with friends

with whom we need not follow him
;
but it may be said that

everything about the Free Trader was done well, for such was the

name of the vessel. Though he did not pay 10s. a bottle for his

wine, he paid the best price for sails and cordage, and hired a com-

petent skipper to look after himself and his boat. His hunting was
done very much in the same way, unless it be that in his yachting
he was given to be tranquil, and in his hunting he was very fond of

hard riding. At Gorse Hall, as his cottage was called, he had all

comforts, we may perhaps say much of luxury, around him. It

was indeed hardly more than a cottage, having been an old

farm-house, and lately converted to its present purpose. There
were no noble surroundings, no stately hall, no marble staircases,
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no costly salon. You entered by a passage which deserved no

auguster name, on the right of which was the dining-room ;
on the

left a larger chamber, always called the drawing-room because of the

fashion of the name. Beyond that was a smaller retreat in which

the owner kept his books. Leading up from the end of the passage

there was a steep staircase, a remnant of the old farm-house, and

above them five bed-rooms, so that his lordship was limited to the

number of four guests. Behind this was the kitchen and the

servants' rooms sufficient, but not more than sufficient, for such a

house. Here our young democrat kept half-a-dozen horses, all of

them as men around were used to declare fit to go, although

they were said to have been bought at not more than 100 each.

It was supposed to be a crotchet on the part of Lord Hampstead to

assert that cheap things were as good as dear, and there were some

who believed that he did in truth care as much for his horses as

other people. It was certainly a fact that he never would have but

one out in a day, and he was wont to declare that Smith took out

his second horse chiefly that Jones might know that he did so.

Down here, at Gorse Hall, the Post Office clerk had often been

received as a visitor, but not at Gorse Hall had he ever seen

Lady Frances.
This lord had peculiar ideas about hunting, in reference to

sport in general. It was supposed of him, and supposed truly,
that no young man in England was more devotedly attached to

fox-hunting than he, and that in want of a fox he would ride

after a stag, and in want of a stag after a drag. If everything else

failed he would go home across the country, any friend accompany-
ing him, or else alone. Nevertheless, he entertained a vehement

hostility against all other sports.
Of racing he declared that it had become simply a way of

making money, and of all ways the least profitable to the world
and the most disreputable. He was never seen on a racecourse.
But his enemies declared of him, that though he loved riding he
was no judge of an animal's pace, and that he was afraid to bet lest

he should lose his money.
Against shooting he was still louder. If there was in his

country any tradition, any custom, any law hateful to him, it was
such as had reference to the preservation of game. The preserva-
tion of a fox, he said, stood on a perfectly different basis. The
fox was not preserved by law, and when preserved was used for the

advantage of all who chose to be present at the amusement. One
man in one day would shoot fifty pheasants which had eaten up
the food of half-a-dozen human beings. One fox afforded in one
day amusement to two hundred sportsmen, and was or more

fenerally
was not killed during the performance. And the fox

uring his beneficial life had eaten no corn, nor for the most part
geese, but chiefly rats and such like. What infinitesimal sum
had the fox cost the country for every man who rushed after him ?

Then, what had been the cost of all those pheasants which one
shooting cormorant crammed into his hugs bag during one day'a

greedy sport ?
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But it was the public nature of the one amusement and the

thoroughly private nature of the other which chiefly affected him.

fn the hunting-field the farmer's son, if he had a pony, or the

butcher-boy out of the town, could come and take his part ;
and

if the butcher-boy could go ahead and keep his place while the man
with a red coat and pink boots and with two horses fell behind,
the butcher-boy would have the best of it, and incur the displeasure
of no one. And the laws, too, by which hunting is governed, if

there be laws, are thoroughly democratic in their nature. They
are not, he said, made by any Parliament, but are simply assented
to on behalf of the common need. It was simply in compliance
with opinion that the lands of all men are open to be ridden over

by the men of the hunt. In compliance with opinion foxes are

preserved. In compliance with opinion coverts are drawn by this

or the other pack of hounds. The Legislature had not stepped in

to defile the statute book by bye-laws made in favour of the amuse-
ments of the rich. If injury were done, the ordinary laws of the

country were open to the injured party. Anything in hunting that
had grown to be beyond the reach of the law had become so by tho
force of popular opinion.

All of this was reversed in shooting, from any participation in

which the poor were debarred by enactments made solely on behalf
of the rich. Four or five men in a couple of days would offer up
hecatombs of slaughtered animals, in doing which they could only
justify themselves by the fact that they were acting as poultry-
butchers for the supply of the markets of the country. There was
no excitement in it, simply the firing off of many guns with a

rapidity which altogether prevents that competition which is

essential to the enjoyment of sport. Then our noble Eepublican
would quote Teufelsdrockh and the memorable epitaph of the

partridge-skjci. But it was on the popular and unpopular
element* of the two sports that he would most strongly dilate, and
on the iniquity of the game-laws as applying to the more aristo-

cratic of the two. Tt was, however, asserted by the sporting world
at large that H? uipstead could not hit a haystack.

As to fishi" ' he was almost equally violent, grounding his

objection on th atedium and cruelty incident to the pursuit. The
f -

3t was only a matter of taste, he would allow. If a man could
content himself and be happy with an average of one fish to every
three days' fishing, that was the man's affair. He could only think
that in such case the man himself must be as cold-blooded as the
fish which he so seldom succeeded in catching. As to the cruelty,
he thought there could be no doubt. When he heard that bishops
and ladies delighted themselves in hauling an unfortunate animal
about by the gills for more than an hour at a stretch, he was
inclined to regret the past piety of the Church and the past
tenderness of the sex. When he spoke in this way the cruelty of

fox-hunting was of course thrown in his teeth. Did not the poor
hunted quadrupeds, when followed hither and thither by a pack of

fox-hounds, endure torments as sharp and as prolonged as those

ctftof
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inflicted on the fish? In answer to this Lord Hampstead was

eloquent and argumentative. As far as we could judge from

Nature the condition of the two animals during the process was

very different. The salmon with the hook in its throat was in a

position certainly not intended by Nature. The fox, using all its

gifts to avoid an enemy, was employed exactly as Nature had

enjoined. It would be as just to compare a human being impaled
alive on a stake with another overburdened with his world's task.

The overburdened man might stumble and fall, and so perish.

Things would have been hard to him. But not, therefore, could

you compare his sufferings with the excruciating agonies of the

poor wretch who had been left to linger and starve with an iron

rod through his vitals. This argument was thought to be crafty
rather than cunning by those who were fond of fishing. But he
had another on which, when he had blown off the steam of his

eloquence by his sensational description of a salmon impaled by
a bishop, he could depend with greater confidence. He would
grant, for the moment, though he was by no means sure of the

fact, but for the moment he would grant that the- fox did not

enjoy the hunt. Let it be acknowledged for the sake of the argu-
ment that he was tortured by the hounds rather than elated by
the triumphant success of his own manoeuvres. Lord Hampstead
" ventured to say," this he would put forward in the rationalistic

tone with which he was wont to prove the absurdity of hereditary
honours, "that in the infliction of all pain the question as to

cruelty or no cruelty was one of relative value." Was it
"
tanti ?

"

Who can doubt that for a certain maximum of good a certain
minimum of suffering may be inflicted without shu" to humanity ?

In hunting, one fox was made to finish his triumphant career,
perhaps prematurely, for the advantage of two hundred sportsmen."
Ah, but only for their amusement !

" would ifitcJnose some
humanitarian averse equally to fishing and to bunting. Then
his lordship would arise indignantly and would ask his opponent-,
whether what he called amusement was set as beneficial, as essential,
as necessary to the world as even such material gucf things as bread
and meat. Was poetry less valuable than the mulieolication table?
Man could exist no doubt without fox-hunting. SI he could with-
out butter, without wine, or other so-called necessaries ;

without
ermine tippets, for instance, the original God-invested wearer of
which had been doomed to lingering starvation and death when
trapped amidst the snow, in order that one lady tonight be made
fine by the agonies of a dozen little furry sufferers. It was all a
case of "

tanti," he said, and he said that the fox who had saved
himself half-a-dozen times and then died nobly on behalf of those
who had been instrumental in preserving an existence for him
ought not to complain of the lot which Fate had provided for him
among the animals of the earth. It was said, however, in reference
to this comparison between fishing and fox-hunting, that Lord
Hampstead was altogether deficient in that skill and patience
which is necessary for the landing of a salmon.



LORD EAMPSTEAD. 11

But men, though they laughed at him, still they liked him. He
was good-humoured and kindly-hearted. He was liberal in more
than his politics. He had, too, a knack of laughing at himself, and
his own peculiarities, which went far to redeem them. That a

young Earl, an embryo Marquis, the heir of such a house as that

of Trafford, should preach a political doctrine which those who
heard ignorantly called Communistic, was very dreadful

;
but the

horror of it was mitigated when he declared that no doubt as he

got old he should turn Tory like any other Eadical. In this there
seemed to be a covert allusion to his father. And then they could

perceive that his
" Communistic "

principles did not prevent him
from having a good eye to the value of land. He knew what he
was about, as an owner of property should do, and certainly rode
to hounds as well as any one of the boys of the period.

When the idea first presented itself to him that his sister was
on the way to fall in love with George Eoden, it has to be

acknowledged that he was displeased. It had not occurred to him
that this peculiar breach would be made on the protected sanctity
of his own family. "When Eoden had spoken to him of this

sanctity as one of the "social idolatries," he had not quite been
able to contradict him. He had wished to do eo both in defence of
his own consistency, and also, if it were possible, so as to maintain
the sanctity. The "

divinity
" which " does hedge a king," had

been to him no more than a social idolatry. The special respect in

which dukes and such like were held was the same. The judge's
ermine and the bishop's apron were idolatries. Any outward
honour, not earned by the deeds or words of him so honoured, but

coming from birth, wealth, or from the doings of another, was an

idolatry. Carrying on his arguments, he could not admit the same
thing in reference to his sister ; or rather, he would have to admit
it if he could not make another plea in defence of the sanctity.
His sister was very holy to him

;
but that should be because of

her nearness to him, because o'f her sweetness, because of her
own gifts, because as her brother he was bound to be her especial

knight till she should have chosen some other special knight for

herself. But it should not be because she was the daughter,
granddaughter, and great-granddaughter of dukes and marquises.
It should not be because she was Lady Frances Trafford. Had he
himself been Post Office clerk, then would not this chosen friend

have been fit to love her ? There were unfitnesses, no doubt, very
common in this world, which should make the very idea of love

impossible to a woman, unfitness of character, of habits, of

feelings, of education, unfitnesses as to inward personal nobility.
He could not say that there were any such which ought to separate
his sister and his friend. If it was to be that this sweet sister

should some day give her heart to a lover, why not to George
Eoden as well as to another? There were no such unfitnesses as
those of which he would have thought in dealing with the lives of

some other girl and some other young man.
And yet he was, if not displeased, at any rate dissatisfied.
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There was something which grated against either his taste, or his

judgment, or perhaps his prejudices. He endeavoured to inquire

into himself fairly on this matter, and feared that he was yet the

victim of the prejudices of his order. He was wounded in his

pride to think that his sister should make herself equal to a clerk

in the Post Office. Though he had often endeavoured, only too

successfully, to make her understand how little she had in truth

received from her high birth, yet he felt that she had received

something which should have made the proposal of such a marriage
distasteful to her. A man cannot rid himself of a prejudice
because he knows or believes it to be a prejudice. That the two,
if they continued to wish it, must become man and wife he

acknowledged to himself; but he could not bring himself not

to be sorry that it should be so.

There were some words on the subject between himself and
Ms father before the Marquis went abroad with his family, which,

though they did not reconcile him to the match, lessened the dis-

satisfaction. His father was angry with him, throwing the blamo
of this untoward affair on his head, and he was always prone to

resent censure thrown by any of his family on his own peculiar
tenets. Thus it came to pass that in defending himself he was
driven to defend his sister also. The Marquis had not been at

Hendon when the revelation was first made, but had heard it in
the course of the day from his wife. His Eadical tendencies had
done very little towards reconciling him to such a proposal. He
had never brought his theories home into his own personalities.
To be a Kadical peer in the House of Lords, and to have sent a
Radical tailor to the House of Commons, had been enough, if not
too much, to satisfy his own political ideas. To himself and to his

valet, to all those immediately touching himself, he had always
been the Marquis of Kingsbury. And so also, in his inner heart,
the Marchioness was the Marchioness, and Lady Frances Lady
Frances. He had never gone through any process of realizing his
convictions as his son had done. "Hampstead," he said, "can
this possibly be true what your mother has told me ?

" This took
place at the hcuse in Park Lane, to which the Marquis had
-summoned his son.

"Do you mean about Frances and George Eoden ?
"

" Of course I mean that."
" I supposed you did, sir. I imagined that when you sent for

me it was in regard to them. No doubt it is true."
"What is true? You speak as though you absolutely ap-

proved it."
" Then my voice has belied me, for I disapprove of it."
" You feel, I hope, how utterly impossible it is."

"Not that."
" Not that?"
" I cannot say that I think it to be impossible, or even im-

probable. Knowing the two, as I do, I feel the probability to be
^on their side."
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" That they should be married ?
"

" That is what they intend. I never knew cither of them to

mean anything which did not sooner or later get itself accom-

plished."
" You'll have to learn it on this occasion. How on earth can

it have been brought about?" Lord Hampstead shrugged his

shoulders.
"
Somebody has been very much to blame."

" You mean me, sir ?
"

"
Somebody has been very much to blame."

" Of course, you mean me. I cannot take any blame in the
matter. In introducing George Eoden to yon, and to my mother,
and to Frances, I brought you to the knowledge of a highly-
educated and extremely well-mannered young man."

" Good God !

"

"I did to my friend what every young man, I suppose, does
to his. I should be ashamed of myself to associate with any one
who was not a proper guest for my father's table. One does not
calculate before that a young man and a young woman shall fall in
love with each other."

" You see what has happened."
" It was extremely natural, no doubt, though I had not antici-

pated it. As I told you, I am very sorry. It will cause many
heartburns, and some unhappiness."

"
Unhappiness ! I should think so. I must go away, in the

middle of the Session."
"
It will be worse for her, poor girl."

" It will be very bad for her," said the Marquis, speaking as

though his mind were quite made up on the matter.
" But nobody, as far as I can see, has done anything wrong,"

continued Lord Hampstead.
" When two young people get

together whose tastes are similar, and opinions, whose educations
and habits of thought have been the same "

" Habits the same !

"

" Habits of thought, I said, sir."
" You would talk the hind legs off a dog," said the Marquis,

bouncing out of the room. It was not unusual with him, in the

absolute priv? 7 of his own circle, to revert to language which he-

would have felt to be unbecoming to him as Marquis of Kingsbury
among ordinary people.

CHAPTEE III.

THE MAECHIONESS.

THOUGH the departure of the Marquis was much hurried, there
were other meetings between Hampstead and the family before the

flitting was actually made.
"No doubt I vill. I am quite with you there," the son said to
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the father, who had desired him to explain to the young man the

impossibility of such a marriage.
" I think it would be a mis-

fortune to them both, which should be avoided, if they can gel

over their present feelings."
"
Feelings !

"

" I suppose there are such feelings, sir ?

" Of course he is looking for position and money."
" Not in the least. That might probably be the idea with some

young nobleman who would wish to marry into his own class, and

to improve his fortune at the same time. With such a one that

would be fair enough. He would give and take. With George

that would not be honest; nor would such accusation be true.

The position, as you call it, he would feel to be burdensome. As

to money, he does not know whether Frances has a shilling or not."
' Not a shilling, unless I give it to her."
' He would not think of such a matter."
' Then he must be a very imprudent young man, and unfit to

have a wife at all."
' I cannot admit that, but suppose he is ?

"

'

And yet you think ?
"

' I think, sir, that it is unfortunate. I have said so ever since

I first heard it. I shall tell him exactly what I think. You will have

Frances with you, and will of course express your own opinion."
The Marquis was far from satisfied with his son, but did not

dare to go on further with the argument. In all such discussions

he was wont to feel that his son was "
talking the hind legs off a

dog." His own ideas on concrete points were clear enough to him,
as this present idea that his daughter, Lady Frances Trafford,

would outrage all propriety, all fitness, all decency, if she were to

give herself in marriage to George Roden, the Post Office clerk.

But words were not plenty with him, or, when plenty, not

efficacious, and he was prone to feel, when beaten in argument,
that his opponent was taking an unfair advantage. Thus it was
that he often thought, and sometimes said, that those who oppressed
him with words would "

talk the hind legs off a dog."
The Marchioness also expressed her opinion- to Hampstead.

She was a lady stronger than her husband
; stronger in this, that

she never allowed herself to be worsted in any encounter. If words
would not serve her occasion at the moment, her countenance would
do so, and if not that, her absence. She could be very eloquent
with silence, and strike an adversary dumb by the way in which
she would leave a room. She was a tall, handsome woman, with a
sublime gait.

" Vera incessu patuit Dea." She had heard, if not
the words, then some translation of the words, and had taken them
to heart, and borne them with her as her secret motto. To be
every inch an aristocrat, in look as in thought, was the object ol
her life. That such was her highest duty was quite fixed in her
mind. It had pleased God to make her a Marchioness, and
should she derogate from God's wish ? It had been her one mis-
fortune that God should not also have made her the mother of a
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future Marquis. Her face, though handsome, was quite impassive,

showing nothing of her sorrows or her joys ;
and her voice was

equally under control. No one had ever imagined, not even her

husband, that she felt acutely that one blow of fortune. Though
Hampstead's politics had been to her abominable, treasonable,

blasphemous, she treated him with an extreme courtesy. If there

were anything that he wished about the house she would have it

done for him. She would endeavour to interest herself about his

hunting. And she would pay him a great respect, to him most

onerous, as being second in all things to the Marquis. Though
a Republican blasphemous rebel, so she thought of him, he was
second to the Marquis. She would fain have taught her little

boys to respect him, as the future head of the family, had he
not been so accustomed to romp with them, to pull them out of

their little beds, and toss them about in their night-shirts, that

they loved him much too well for respect. It was in vain that their

mother strove to teach them to call him Hampstead.
Lady Frances had never been specially in her way, but to Lady

Frances the stepmother had been perhaps harder than to the step-
son, of whose presence as an absolute block to her ambition she
was well aware. Lady Frances had no claim to a respect higher
than that which was due to her own children. Primogeniture had
done nothing for her. She was a Marquis's daughter, but her
mother had been only the offspring of a commoner. There was
perhaps something of conscience in her feelings towards the two.
As Lord Hampstead was undoubtedly in her way, it occurred to

her to think that she should not on that account be inimical to

him. Lady Frances was not in her way, and therefore was open
to depreciation and dislike without wounds to her conscience

; and
then, though Hampstead was abominable because of his Repub-
licanism, his implied treason, and blasphemy, yet he was entitled
to some excuse as being a man. These things were abominable no
doubt in him, but more pardonably abominable than they would be
in a woman. Lady Frances had never declared herself to be a

Republican or a disbeliever, much less a rebel, as, indeed, had
neither Lord Hampstead. In the presence of her stepmother she
was generally silent on matters of political or religious interest.

But she was supposed to sympathise with her brother, and was
known to be far from properly alive to aristocratic interests.

There was never quarrelling between the two, but there was a lack
of that friendship which may subsist between a stepmother of

thirty-eight and a stepdaughter of twenty-one. Lady Frances was
tall and slender, with quiet speaking features, dark in colour, with
blue eyes and hair nearly black. In appearance she was the very
opposite of her stepmother, moving quickly and achieving grace as
she did so, without a thought, by the natural beauty of her
motions. The dignity was there, but without a thought given to it.

Not even did the little lords, her brothers, chuck their books and
toys about with t^ss idea of demeanour. But the Marchioness never

arranged a scarf or buttoned a glove without feeling that it was her
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duty to button her glove and arrange her scarf as became the

Marchioness of Kingsbury.
The stepmother wished no evil to Lady Frances, only that she

should be married properly and taken out of the way. Any stupid
Earl or mercurial Viscount would have done, so long as the blood

and the money had been there. Lady Frances had been felt to be

dangerous, and the hope was that the danger might be got rid of

by a proper marriage. But not by such a marriage as this !

When that accidental calling of the name was first heard and
the following avowal made, the Marchioness declared her imme-
diate feelings by a look. It was so that Arthur may have looked

when he first heard that his Queen was sinful, so that Caesar

must have felt when even Brutus struck him. For though Lady
Frances had been known to be blind to her own greatness, still

this, this at any rate was not suspected.
" You cannot mean it !

"

the Marchioness had at last said.
" I certainly mean it, mamma." Then the Marchioness, with

one hand guarding her raiment, and with the other raised high
above her shoulder, in an agony of supplication to those deities

who arrange the fates of ducal houses, passed slowly out of the
room. It was necessary that she should bethink herself before
another word was spoken.

For some time after that very few words passed between her
and the sinner. A dead silence best befitted the occasion

; as,
when a child soils her best frock, we put her in the corner with a

scolding ; but when she tells a fib we quell her little soul within
her by a terrible quiescence. To be eloquently indignant without
a word is within the compass of the thoughtfully stolid. It was
thus that Lady Frances was at first treated by her stepmother.
She was, however, at once taken up to London, subjected to the
louder anger of her father, and made to prepare for the Saxon
Alps. At first, indeed, her immediate destiny was not communi-
cated to her. She was to be taken abroad

; and, in so taking her,,
it was felt to be well to treat her as the policeman does his prisoner,
whom he thinks to be the last person who need be informed as to
the whereabouts of the prison. It did leak out quickly, because
the Marquis had a castle or chateau of his own in Saxony ;

but
that was only an accident.

The Marchioness still said little on the matter, unless in what
she might say to her husband in the secret recesses of marital dis-
cussion

;
but before she departed she found it expedient to express

herself on one occasion to Lord Hampstead.
"
Hampstead," she

said,
" this is a terrible blow that has fallen upon us."

"
I was surprised myself. I do not know that I should call it

exactly a blow."
" Not a blow ! But of course you mean, that it will come to )

nothing."
" What I meant was, that though I regard the proposition as

inexpedient
"

"
Inexpedient !

"
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Yes ;
I think it inexpedient certainly ;

but there is nothing
in it that shocks me."

"
Nothing that shocks you !

"

"
Marriage in itself is a good thing."

"
Hampstead, do not talk to me in that way."

" But I think it is. If it be good for a young man to marry it

must be good for a young woman also. The one makes the other

necessary."
"But not for such as your sister, and him together. You

are speaking in that way simply to torment me."
" I can only speak as I think. I do agree that it would be

inexpedient. She would to a certain extent lose the countenance

of her friends
"

"
Altogether !

"

" Not altogether, but to some extent. A certain class of people,
not the best worth knowing, might be inclined to drop her.

However foolish her own friends may be we owe something even
to their folly."

" Her friends are not foolish, her proper friends."
" I quite agree with that

;
but then so many of them are im-

proper.""
Hampstead !

"

" I am afraid that I don't make myself quite clear. But never

mind. It would be inexpedient. It would go against the grain
with my father, who ought to be consulted."

" I should think so."
" I quite agree with you. A father ought to be consulted, even

though a daughter be of age, so as to be enabled by law to do as

she likes with herself. And then there would be money discom-

forts."
" She would not have a shilling."
" Not but what I should think it my duty to put that right if

there were any real distress." Here spoke the heir, who was

already in possession of much, and upon whom the whole property
of the family was entailed.

" Nevertheless if I can prevent it,

without quarrelF g either with one or the other, without saying
a hard word, I shall do so."

" It will be your bounden duty."
" It is always a man's bounden duty to do what is right. The

difficulty is in seeing the way." After this the Marchioness was
silent. What she had gained by speaking was very little, little or

toothing. The nature of the opposition he proposed was almost as

ibad as a sanction, and the reasons he gave for agreeing with her
were as hurtful to her feelings as though they had been advanced
on the other side. Even the Marquis was not sufficiently struck
vith horror at the idea that a daughter of his should have con-
descended to listen to love from a Post Office clerk !

On the day befo.-e they started Hampstead was enabled to be
lone with his sister for a few minutes. " What an absurdity it

V '

she said, laughing,
"
this running away !

"
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" It is what you must have expected."
" But not the less absurd. Of course I shall go. Just at the

moment I have no alternative; as I should have none if they

threatened to lock me up, till I got somebody to take my case in

hand. But I am as free to do what I please with myself as is

papa."" He has got money."
" But he is not, therefore, to be a tyrant."
" Yes he is

;
over an unmarried daughter who has got none.

We cannot but obey those on whom we are dependent."
" "What I mean is, that carrying me away can do no good. You

don't suppose, John, that I shall give him up after having once

brought myself to say the word! It was very difficult to say;

but ten times harder to be unsaid. I am quite determined, and

quite satisfied."
" But they are not."
" As regards my father, I am very sorry. As to mamma, she

and I are so different in all our thinking that I know beforehand

that whatever I might do would displease her. It cannot be

helped. Whether it be good or bad I cannot be made such as she

is. Sh'e came too late. You will not turn against me, John? "

" I rather think I shall."
" John !

"

" I may rather say that I have. I do not think your engage-

ment to be wise."
" But it has been made," said she.
" And may be unmade."
" No ;

unless by him."
" I shall tell him that it ought to be unmade, for the happiness

of both of you."
" He will not believe you."
Then Lord Hampstead shrugged his shoulders, and thus the

conversation was finished.

It was now about the end of June, and the Marquis felt it to b(

a grievance that he should be carried away from the charm o

political life in London. In the horror of the first revelation h<

had yielded, but had since began to feel that too much was being
done in withdrawing him from Parliament. The Conservative?
were now in

;
but during the last Liberal Government he had con^

sented so far to trammel himself with the bonds of office as tc

become Privy Seal for the concluding six months of its existence!

and therefore felt' his own importance in a party point of view
But having acceded to his wife he could not now go back, and wa:

sulky. On the evening before their departure he was going to din
out with some of the party. His vrifc's heart was too deep in tb /

great family question for any gaiety, and she intended to remain
ej

home, and to look after the final packings-up for the little
lords] j" I really do not see why you should not have gone witho]/

me," the Marquis said, poking his head out of his dressing-room,
j"

Impossible," said the Marchioness.
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"I don't see it at all."
"
If he should appear on the scene ready to carry her off, what

should 1 have done ?
"

Then the Marquis drew his head in again, and went on with
his dressing. What, indeed, could he do himself if the man were
to appear on the scene, and if his daughter should declare herself

willing to go off with him ?

When the Marquis went to his dinner-party the Marchioness
dined with Lady Frances. There was no one else present but the
two servants who waited on them, and hardly a word was spoken.
The Marchioness felt that an awful silence was becoming in the
situation. Lady Frances merely determined more strongly than
ever that the situation should not last very long. She would go
abroad now, but would let her father understand that the kind of
life planned out for her was one that she could not endure. If she
was supposed to have disgraced her position, let her be sent away.

As soon as the melancholy meal was over the two ladies separated,
the Marchioness going upstairs among her own children. A more
careful, more affectionate, perhaps, I may say, a more idolatrous

mother never lived. Every little want belonging to them, for

even little lords have wants, was a care to her. To see them
washed and put in and out of their duds was perhaps the greatest

pleasure of her life. To her eyes they were pearls of aristocratic

loveliness
; and, indeed, they were fine healthy bairns, clean-limbed,

bright-eyed, with grand appetites, and never cross as long as they
were allowed either to romp and make a noise, or else to sleep.
Lord Frederic, the eldest, was already in words of two syllables,
and sometimes had a bad time with them. Lord Augustus was
the owner of great ivory letters of which he contrived to make
playthings. Lord Gregory had not as yet been introduced to any
of the torments of education. There was an old English clergyman
attached to the family who was supposed to be their tutor, but
whose chief duty consisted in finding conversation for the Marquis
when there was no one else to talk to him. There was also a French
governess and a Swiss maid. But as they both learned English

^quicker
than the children learned French, they were not serviceable

^for the purpose at first intended The Marchioness had resolved
-that her children should talk three or four languages as fluently as
their own, and that they should learn them without any of the

agonies generally incident to tuition. In that she had not as yet
succeeded.

She seated herself for a few minutes among the boSes and port-
manteaus in the midst of which the children were disporting them-
selves prior to their final withdrawal to bed. No mother was ever
so blessed, if only, if only !

" Mamma," said Lord Frederic,"
where's Jack ?

" " Jack "
absolutely was intended to signify Lord

.TIampstead.

"Fred, did not I say that you should not call him Jack?"
"He say he is Jack," declared ^ord Augustus, rolling up in

between his mother's knees with an\ impetus which would have
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upset her had she not been a strong woman and accustomed to

Tfchese attacks. ,

" That is only because he is good-natured, and likes to play

with you. You should call him Hampstead."
" Mamma, wasn't he christianed ?

" asked the eldest.

"
Yes, of course he was christened, my dear," said the mother,

sadly} thinking how very much of the ceremony had been thrown

away'upon the unbelieving, godless young man. Then she super-

intended the putting to bed, thinking what a terrible bar to her

happiness had been created by that first unfortunate marriage of

her husband's. Oh, that she should be stepmother to a daughter

who desired to fling herself into the arms of a clerk in the Post

Office! And then that an "
unchristianed," that an infidel, re-

publican, un-English, heir should stand in the way of her darling

boy ! She had told herself a thousand times that the devil was

speaking to her when she had dared to wish that, that Lord

Hampstead was not there ! She had put down the wish in her

heart very often, telling herself that it came from the devil. She

had made a faint struggle to love the young man, which had

resulted in constrained civility. It would have been unnatural to

her to love any but her own. Now she thought how glorious her

Frederic would have been as Lord Hampstead, and how infinitely

better it would have been, how infinitely better it would be, for all

the Traffords, for all the nobles of England, and for the country at

4arge ! But in thinking this she knew that she was a sinner, and

she endeavoured to crush the sin. Was it not tantamount to

wishing that her husband's son was dead ?

CHAPTER IV.

LADY FRANCES.

THERE is something so sad in the condition of a girl who is know
.to be in love, and has to undergo the process of being made ashame<

of it by her friends, that one wonders that any young woman can bea/'

it. Most young women cannot bear it, and either give up thei*

.love or say that they do. A young man who has got into debt, op
been plucked, or even when he has declared himself to be engagr*

J

to a penniless young lady, which is worse, is supposed merely
.have gone after his kind, and done what was to be expected of him
The mother never looks at him with that enduring anger by whic"

she intends to wear out the daughter's constancy. The father fret:

and fumes, pays the debts, prepares the way for a new campaign
-and merely shrugs his shoulders about the proposed marriage
which he regards simply as an impossibility. But the girl is hole

to have disgraced herself. Though it is expected of her, or at anj
.rate hoped, that she will get married in due time, yet the falling IE

love with a man, which is, we must suppose, a preliminary stej
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to marriage, is a wickedness. Even among the ordinary Joneses
and Browns of the world we see that it is so. When we are intimate

enough with the Browns to be aware of Jane Brown's passion, we
understand the father's manner and the mother's look. The very
servants about the house are aware that she has given way to her

feelings, and treat her accordingly. Her brothers are ashamed of
her. Whereas she, if her brother be in love with Jemima Jones,
applauds him, sympathizes with him, and encourages him.

There are heroines who live through it all, and are true to the
end. There are many pseudo-heroines who intend to do so, but
break down. The pseudo-heroine generally breaks down when
young Smith, not so very young, has been taken in as a partner
by Messrs. Smith and Walker, and comes in her way, in want of a
wife. The persecution is, at any rate, so often efficacious as to
make fathers and mothers feel it to bo their duty to use it. It need
not be said here how high above the ways of the Browns soared the
ideas of the Marchioness of Kingsbury. But she felt that it would
be her duty to resort to the measures which they would have

adopted, and she was determined that the Marquis should do the
same. A terrible evil, an incurable evil, had already been inflicted.

Many people, alas, would know that Lady Trances had disgraced
herself. She, tire Marchioness, had been unable to keep the secret

from her own sister, Lady Persiflage, and Lady Persiflage would
undoubtedly tell it to others. Her own lady's maid knew it. The
Marquis himself was the most indiscreet of men. Hampstead
would see no cause for secrecy. Eoden would, of course, boast
of it all through the Post Office. The letter-carriers who attended

upon Park Lane would have talked the matter over with the
footmen at the area gate. There could be no hope of secrecy. All
the young marquises and unmarried earls would know that Lady
Frances Trafford was in love with the "

postman." But time, and
^are, and strict precaution might prevent the final misery of a.

mrriage. Then, if the Marquis would be generous, some young
]arl, or at least a Baron, might be induced to forget the "postman,"
nd to take the noble lily, soiled, inded, but made gracious by

gilding. Her darlings must suffer, ^.uy excess of money given
would be at their cost. But anything would be better than a Post

"}ffice clerk for a brother-in-law.

Such were the views as to their future life with which the
larchioness intended to accompany her stepdaughter to their

!axon residence. The Marquis, with less of a fixed purpose, was
nclined in the same way.

" I quite, agree that they should be

cparated ; quite," he said.
"
It mustn't be heard of; certainly

tOt ; certainly not. Not a shilling, unless she behaves herself

rpperly. Of course she will have her fortune, but not to bestow
fc in such a manner as that."

His own idea was to see them all settled in the chateau, and then,
f possible,

to hurry back to London bei >ve the season was quite
L t m end. His wife laid strong injunctions on him as to absolute

BC^Yi having forgotten, probably, that she herself had told the
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whole story to Lady Persiflage. The Marquis quite agreed

Secrecy was indispensable. As for him, was it likely that he should

speak of a matter so painful and so near to his heart ! Nevertheless

he told it all to Mr. Greenwood, the gentleman who acted as tutor,

private secretary, and chaplain in the house.

Lady Frances had her own ideas, as to this going away and.

living abroad, very strongly developed in her mind. They intended

to persecute her till she should change her purpose. She intended

to persecute them till they should change theirs. She knew herself

too well, she thought, to have any fear as to her own persistency.

That the Marchioness should persuade, or even persecute, her out

of an engagement to which she had assented, she felt to be quite

out of the question. In her heart she despised the Marchioness,

bearing with her till the time should come in which she would be

delivered from the nuisance of surveillance under such a woman.

In her father she trusted much, knowing him to be affectionate,

believing him to be still opposed to those aristocratic dogmas which

were a religion to the Marchioness, feeling probably that in his

very weakness she would find her best strength. If her stepmother
should in truth become cruel, then her father would take her part

against his wife. There must be a period of discomfort, say, six

months ;
and then would come the time in which she would be

able to say,
" I have tried myself, and know my own mind, and I /

intend to go home and get myself married." She would take care/

that her declaration to this effect should not come as a sudden blowf

The six months should be employed in preparing for it. The
Marchioness might be persistent in preaching her views during the!

six months, but so would Lady Frances be persistent in preaching
hers.

She had not accepted the man's love when he had offered it, /

without thinking much about it. The lesson which she had heard

in her earlier years from her mother had sunk deep into her verw

soul, much more deeply than the teacher of those lessons had sup-i

posed. That teacher had never intended to inculcate as a doctrine'

that rank is a mistake. No one had thought more than she of the;

incentives provided by rank to high duty.
" Noblesse oblige.' ,

The lesson had been engraved on her heart, and might have been:

read in all the doings of her life. But she had endeavoured tc?

make it understood by her children that they should not be over- ;

quick to claim the privileges of rank. Too many such would be

showered on them, too many for their own welfare. Let then
never be greedy to take with, outstretched hands those good thing?,
of which Chance had provided for them so much more than their

;

fair share. Let them remember that after all there was no virtii I

'

in having been born a child to a Marquis. Let them remember hoei
much more it was to be a useful man, or a kind woman. So tic )

lessons had been given, and had gone for more than had bj
intended. Then all the renown of their father's old politics assist in

the re-election of the drunken tailor, the jeerings of friends \ver

were high enough and near enough to dare to jeer, the convi'
j
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of childhood that it was a fine thing, because peculiar for a Marquis
and his belongings, to be Eadical

; and, added to this, there was

contempt for the specially noble graces of their stepmother. Thus
it was that Lord Hampstead was brought to his present condition
of thinking, and Lady Frances.

Her convictions were quite as strong as his, though they did not
assume the same form. With a girl, at an early age, all her out-

lookings into the world have something to do with love and its

consequences. When a young man takes his leaning either towards
Liberalism or Conservatism he is not at all actuated by any feeling
as to how some possible future young woman may think on the

subject. But the girl, if she entertains such ideas at all, dreams of

them as befitting the man whom she may some day hope to love.

Should she, a Protestant, become a Koman Catholic and then a nun,
she feels that in giving up her hope for a man's love she is making
the greatest sacrifice in her power for the Saviour she is taking
to her heart. If she devotes herself to music, or the pencil, or to

languages, the effect which her accomplishments may have on some
beau-ideal of manhood is present to her mind. From the very first

she is dressing herself unconsciously in the mirror of a man's eyes.

Quite unconsciously, all this had been present to Lady Frances as

month after month and year after year she had formed her strong
opinions. She had thought ofno man's love, had thought but little

,
of loving any man, but in her meditations as to the weaknesses and

j vanity of rank there had always been present that idea, how would
, it be with her if such a one should ask for her hand, such a one

(
as she might find among those ofwhom she dreamed as being more
noble than Dukes, even though they were numbered among the

- world's proletaries ? Then she had told herself that if any such a
one should come, if at any time any should be allowed by herself

-

to come, he should be estimated by his merits, whether Duke or

\ proletary. With her mind in such a state she had of course been

prone to receive kindly the overtures of her brother's friend.

What was there missing in him that a girl should require ? It

. was so that she had asked herself the question. As far as manners

g
were concerned, this man was a gentleman She was quite sure of

v that. Whether proletary or not, there was nothing about him to

<;
offend the taste of the best-born of ladies. That he was better

educated than any of the highly-bred young men she saw around
her, she was quite sure. He had more to talk about than others.

Of his birth and family she knew nothing,\but rather prided herself

t
in knowing nothing, because of that doctrine of hers that a man is

,'c
to be estimated only by what he is himself, and not at all by what

c
he may derive from others. Of his personal appearance, which

'

r
went far with her, she was very proud. He was certainly a hand-

I;

some young man, and endowed with all outward gifts of manliness :

-:/
>asy in his gait, but not mindful of it, with motions of his body

j.
iaturally graceful but never studied>with his head erect, with a

. ^ugh in his eye, well-made as to his Wnds and feet. Neither his

jatellect
nor his political convictions would have recommended a
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man to her heart, unless there had been something in the outside

to please her eye, and from the first moment in which she had met

him he had never been afraid of her, had ventured when he dis-

agreed from her to laugh at her, and even to scold her. There is

no barrier in a girl's heart so strong against love as the feeling that

the man in question stands in awe of her.

She had taken some time before she had given him her answer,

and had thought much of the perils before her. She had known that

she could not divest herself of her rank. She had acknowledged
to herself that, whether it was for good or bad, a Marquis's daughter
could not be like another girl. She owed much to her father, much
to her brothers, something even to her stepmother. But was the

thing she proposed to do of such a nature as to be regarded as an

evil to her family ? She could see that there had been changes in

the ways of the world during the last century, changes continued

from year to year. Eank was not so high as it used to be, and in

consequence those without rank not so low. The Queen's daughter
had married a subject. Lords John and Lords Thomas were every

day going into this and the other business. There were instances

enough of ladies of title doing the very thing which she proposed
to herself. "Why should a Post Office clerk be lower than another ?

Then came the great question, whether it behoved her to ask

her father. Girls in general ask their mother, and send the lover

to the father. She had no mother. She was quite sure that she

would not leave her happiness in the hands of the present Mar-
chioness. Were she to ask her father she knew that the matter

would be at once settled against her. Her father was too much
under the dominion of his wife to be allowed to have an opinion of

his own on such a matter. So she declared to herself, and then de-

termined that she would act on her own responsibility. She would

accept the man, and then take the first opportunity of telling her

stepmother what she had done. And so it was. It was only early
on that morning that she had given her answer to George Eoden,
and early on that morning she had summoned up her courage, and
told her whole story.

The station to which she was taken was a large German schloss,

very comfortably arranged, with the mountain as a background
and the Eiver Elbe running close beneath its terraces, on which the

Marquis had spent some money, and made it a residence to be envied

by the eyes of all passers-by. It had been bought for its beauty in
a freak, but had never been occupied for more than a week at a time
till this occasion. Under other circumstances Lady Frances would
have been as happy here as the day was long, and had often expressed
a desire to be allowed to stay for a while at Konigsgraaf. But now,
though she made an attempt to regard their sojourn in the place as
one of the natural events of their life, she could not shake off the
idea of a prison. The Marchioness was determined that the idea
of a prison should not be shaken off. In the first few days she said
not a word about the objectionable lover, nor did the Marquis.
That had been settled between them. But neither was anything
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said on any other subject. There was a sternness in every motion,
and a grim silence seemed to preside in the chateau, except when
the boys were present, and an attempt was made to separate her
from her brothers as much as possible, which she was more inclined

to resent than any other ill usage which was adopted towards her.

After about a fortnight it was announced that the Marquis was to

return to London. He had received letters from " the party
" which

made it quite necessary that he should be there. When this was
told to Lady Frances not a word was said as to the probable
duration of their own stay at the chateau.

"
Papa," she said,

"
you are going back to London ?

"

"
Yes, my dear. My presence in town is imperatively necessary."

" How long are we to stay here ?
"

"How long?"
"
Yes, papa. I like Konigsgraaf very much. I always thought

it the prettiest place I know. But I do not like looking forward to

staying here without knowing when I am to go away."
" You had better ask your mamma, my dear."
" Mamma never says anything to me. It would be no good my

asking her. Papa, you ought to tell me something before you go
away."

"Tell you what?"
" Or let me tell you something."
" What do you want to tell me, Frances ?

" In saying this he
assumed his most angry tone and sternest countenance, which,
however, were not very angry or very stern, and had no effect in

frightening his daughter. He did not, in truth, wish to say a word
about the Post Office clerk before he made his escape, and would
have been very glad to frighten her enough to make her silent had
that been possible.

"
Papa, I want you to know that it will do no good shutting me

up there."
"
Nobody shuts you up."

" I mean here in Saxony. Of course I shall stay for some time,
but you cannot expect that I shall remain here -

'ways."
" Who has talked about always ?

"

"I understand that I am brought here to be out of Mr;
Eoden's way."

" I would rather not speak of that young man."
"
But, papa, if he is to be my husband "

" He is not to be your husband."
" It will be so, papa, though I should be kept here ever so long.

That is what I want you to understand. Having given my word,
and so much more than my word, I certainly shall not go back

from it. I can understand that you should carry me off here so as
to try and wean me from it

"

" It is quite out of the question ; impossible !

"

"No, papa. If he choose, and I cKr>ose, no one can prevent
ns." As she said this she looked him fuu* in the face.

."^jjovou mean to say that you owe no obedience to your
parents ?
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" To you, papa, of course I owe obedience, to a certain extent.

There does come a time, I suppose, in which a daughter may use

her own judgment as to her own happiness."
" And disgrace all her family ?

"

" I do not think that I shall disgrace mine. What I want you
to understand, papa, is this, that you will not ensure my obe-

dience by keeping me here. I think I should be more likely to be

submissive at home. There is an idea in enforced control which is

hardly compatible with obedience. I don't suppose you will look

me up."
" You have no right to talk to me in that way."
" I want to explain that our being here can do no good. When

you are gone mamma and I will only be very unhappy together.
She won't talk to me, and will look at me as though I were a poor
lost creature. I don't think that I am a lost creature at all, but
I shall be just as much lost here as though I were at home in

England."
" When you come to talking you are as bad as your brother,"

said the Marquis as he left her. Only that the expression was con-
sidered to be unfit for female ears, he would have accused her of
"
talking the hind legs off a dog."
When he was gone the life at Konigsgraaf became very sombre

indeed. Mr. George Eoden's name was never mentioned by either
of the ladies. There was the Post Office, no doubt, and the Post
Office was at first left open to her; but there soon came a time
in which she was deprived of this consolation. With such a

guardian as the Marchioness, it was not likely that free corre-

spondence should be left open to her.

CHAPTEE V.

MES. RODEN.

GEORGE EODEN, the Post Office clerk, lived with his mother at
Holloway, about three miles from his office. There they occupied
a small house which had been taken when their means were smaller
even than at present ; for this had been done before the youngman had made his way into the official elysium of St. Martin's-le-
Grand. This had been effected about five years since, during which
time he had risen to an income of 170. As his mother had means
of her own amounting to about double as much, and as her personal
expenses were small, they were enabled to live in comfort. She
was a lady of whom none around knew anything, but there had
gone abroad a rumour among her neighbours that there was some-
thing of a mystery attached to her, and there existed a prevailing
teeling that she was at any rate a well-born lady. Few people at
Holloway knew either her or her son. But there were sorne who
condescended to watch them, and to talk about them.Jything-
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ascertained that Mrs. Koden usually went to church on Sunday
morning, but that her son never did so. It was known, too, that a
female friend called upon her regularly once a week

;
and it was

noted in the annals of Holloway that this female friend came always
at three o'clock on a Monday. Intelligent observers had become
aware that the return visit was made in the course of the week,
but not always made on one certain day ;

from which circumstances

various, surmises arose as to the means, whereabouts, and character
of the visitor. Mrs. Roden always went in a cab. The lady, whose
name was soon known to be Mrs. Vincent, came in a brougham,
which for a time was supposed to be her own peculiar property.
The man who drove it was so well arrayed as to hat, cravat, and
coat, as to leave an impression that he must be a private servant

;

but one feminine observer, keener than others, saw the man on an
unfortunate day descend from his box at a public-house, and knew
at once that the trousers were the trousers of a hired driver from a

livery-stable. Nevertheless it was manifest that Mrs. Vincent was
better to do in the world than Mrs. Koden, because she could afford

to hire a would-be private carriage ;
and it was imagined also that

she was a lady accustomed to remain at home of an afternoon, pro-
bably with the object of receiving visitors, because Mrs. Koden
made her visits indifferently on Thursday, Friday, or Saturday.
It was suggested also that Mrs. Vincent was no friend to the young
clerk, because it was well known that he was never there when the

lady came, and it was supposed that he never accompanied his

mother on the return visits. He had, indeed, on one occasion been
seen to get out of the cab with his mother at their own door, but it

was strongly surmised that she had then picked him up at the
Post Office. His official engagements might, indeed, have accounted
for all this naturally ;

but the ladies of Holloway were well aware
that the humanity of the Postmaster-General allowed a Saturday
half-holiday to his otherwise overworked officials, and they were
sure that so good a son as George Koden would occasionally have

accompanied his mother, had there been no especial reason against
it. From this further surmises arose. Sonu glance had fallen

from the eye of the visitor lady, or perhaps some chance word had
been heard from her lips, which created an opinion that she was

religious. She probably objected to George Koden because he was
anti religious, or at any rate anti-church, meeting, or chapel-going.
It h d become quite decided at Holloway that Mrs. Vincent would
not put up with the young clerk's infidelity. And it was believed

that there had been "words" between the two ladies themselves
on the subject of religion, as to which probably there was no valid

foundation, it being an ascertained fact that the two maids who
were employed by Mrs. Koden were never known to tell anything
of their mistress.

It was decided at Holloway that Mrs. Koden and Mrs. Vincent
were Cousins. They were like enough :'n face and near enough in
" jJo ,ave been sisters

;
but old Mrs. Demijohn, of No. 10, Paradise

parents?
"'

declared that had George been a nephew his aunt would
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not have wearied in her endeavour to convert him. In snch a case

there would have been intimacy in spite of disapproval. But a

first cousin once removed might be allowed to go to the Mischief

in his own way. Mrs. Vincent was supposed to be the elder cousin,

perhaps three or four years the elder, and to have therefore

something of an authority, but not much. She was stouter, too,

less careful to hide what grey hairs years might have produced,
and showing manifestly by the nature of her bonnets and. shawls

that she despised the vanities of the world. Not but that she was

always handsomely dressed, as Mrs. Demijohn was very well aware.

Less than a hundred a year could not have clothed Mrs. Vincent,

whereas Mrs. Eoden, as all the world perceived, did not spend half

the money. But who does not know that a lady'may repudiate

vanity in rich silks and cultivate the world in woollen stuffs, or

even in calico ? Nothing was more certain to Mrs. Demijohn than

that Mrs. Vincent was severe, and that Mrs. Eoden was .soft and

gentle. It was assumed also that the two ladies were widows, as

no husband or sign of a husband had appeared on the scene. Mrs.

Vincent showed manifestly from her deportment, as well as from
her title, that she had been a married woman. As to Mrs. Eoden,
of course, there was no doubt.

In regard to all this the reader may take the settled opinions of

Mrs. Demijohn and of Holloway as being nearly true. Eiddles may
be read very accurately by those who will give sufficient attention

and ample time to the reading of them. They who will devote
twelve hours a day to the unravelling of acrostics, may discover

nearly all the enigmas of a weekly newspaper with a separate
editor for such difficulties. Mrs. Demijohn had almost arrived at

the facts. The two ladies were second cousins. Mrs. Vincent was
a widow, was religious, was austere, was fairly well off, and had
quarrelled altogether with her distant relative George of the Post
Office. Mrs. Eoden, though she went to church, was not so well

given to religious observances as her cousin would have her. Hence
words had come which Mrs. Eoden had borne with equanimity,
but had received without effect. Nevertheless the two women
loved each other dearly, and it was a great part of the life of each
of them that these weekly visits should be made. There was one
great fact, as to which Mrs. Demijohn and Holloway were in the
wrong. Mrs. Eoden was not a widow.

It was not till the Kingsburys had left London that George told
his mother of his engagement. She was well acquainted with his
intimacy with Lord Hampstead, and knew that he had been staying
at Hendon Hall with the Kingsbury family. There had been no
reticence between the mother and son as to these people, in regard
to whom she had frequently cautioned him that there was danger
in such associations with people moving altogether in a different
sphere. In answer to this the son had always declared that he
did not see the danger. He had not run after Lord Hampstead.
Circumstances had thrown them together. They had originally met
each other in a small political debating society, and graduallv
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friendship had grown. The lord had sought him, and not he the
/ord. That, according to his own idea, had been right. Difference

in rank, difference in wealth, difference in social regard, required
as much as that. He, when he had discovered who was the young
man whom he had met, stood off somewhat, and allowed the friend-

ship to spring from the other side. He had been slow to accept
favour, even at first to accept hospitality. But whenever the ice

had, as he said, been thoroughly broken, then he thought that there

was no reason why they should not pull each other out of the cold
water together. As for danger, what was there to fear? The
Marchioness would not like it ? Very probably. The Marchioness
was not very much to Hampstead, and was nothing at all to him.
The Marquis would not really like it ? Perhaps not. But in choos-

ing a friend a young man is not supposed to follow altogether his

father's likings, much less need the chosen friend follow them.
But the Marquis, as George pointed out to his mother, was hardly
more like other marquises than the son was like other marquis's
sons. There was a Eadical strain in the family, as was made clear

by that tailor who was still sitting for the borough of Edgeware.
Mrs. Eoden, however, though she lived so much alone, seeing hardly
anything of the world except as Mrs. Vincent might be supposed
to represent the world, had learned that the feelings and political
convictions of the Marquis were hardly what they had been before

he had married his present wife.
" You may be sure, George," she

had said,
" that like to like is as safe a motto for friendship as it is

for love."
" Not a doubt, mother," he replied ;

" but before you act upon
it you must define

'
like.' What makes two men like or a man

and a woman ?
"

" Outside circumstances of the world more than anything else,"
she answered, boldly.

" I would fancy that the inside circumstances of the mind would
have more to do with it." She shook her head a' him, pleasantly,
softly, and lovingly, but still with a settled purpose of con-
tradiction.

" I have admitted all along," he continued,
" that low

birth
"

" I have said nothing of low birth !

" Here was a point on which
there -id. not exist full confidence between the mother and son,
but ii regard to which the mother was always attempting to

reassure the son, while he would assume something against himself
which she would not allow to pass without an attempt of faint denial.

"That birth low by comparison," he continued, going on with
his sentence,

" should not take upon itself as much as may be
allowed to nobility by descent is certain. Though the young prince
may be superior in his gifts to the young shoeblack, and would
best show his princeliness by cultivating the shoeblack, still the
shoeblack should wait to be cultivated. The world has created a
state of things in which the shoeblack cannot do otherwise without

showing an arrogance and impudence by which he could achievo

nothing,"
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"
"Which, too, would make him black his shoes very badly."

" No doubt. That \vill have to come to pass any way, because

the nobler employments to which he will be raised by the appre-

ciating prince will cause him to drop his shoes."
" Is Lord Hampstead to cause you to drop the Post Office ?

" Not at all. He is not a prince nor am I a shoeblack. Though
we are far apart, we are not so far apart as to make such a change

essential to our acquaintance. But I was saying I don't know

what I was saying."
" You were denning what ' like

' means. But people always get

muddled when they attempt definitions," said the mother.
" Though it depends somewhat on externals, it has more to do

with internals. That is what I mean. A man and woman might
live together with most enduring love, though one had been noble

and wealthy and the other poor and a nobody. But a thorough
brute and a human being of fine conditions can hardly live together

and love each other."
" That is true," she said.

" That I fear is true."
" I hope it is true."

"It has often to be tried, generally to the great detriment of the

better nature."

All this, however, had been said before George Eoden had

spoken a word to Lady Frances, and had referred only to the

friendship as it was growing between her son and the young lord.

The young lord had come on various occasions to the house at

Holloway, and had there made himself thoroughly pleasant to his

friend's mother. Lord Hampstead had a way of making himself

pleasant in which he never failed when he chose to exercise it.

And he did exercise it almost always, always, indeed, unless he
was driven to be courteously disagreeable by opposition to his own
peculiar opinion. In shooting, fishing, and other occupations not

approved of, he would fall into a line of argument, seemingly and
indeed truly good-humoured, which was apt, however, to be aggra-
vating to his opponent. In this way he would make himself

thoroughly odious to his stepmother, with whom he had not one
sentiment in common. In other respects his manners were invariably
sweet, with an assumption of intimacy which was not unbecoming ;

and thus he had greatly recommended himself to Mrs. Eoden.
Who does not know the fashion in which the normal young man
conducts himself when he is making a morning call ? He has come
there because he means to be civil. He would not be there unless
he wished to make himself popular. He is carrying out some
recognized purpose of society. He would [fain be agreeable if it

were possible. He would enjoy the moment if he could. But it is

clearly his conviction that he is bound to get through a certain
amount of altogether uninteresting conversation, and then to get
himself out of the room with as little awkwardness as may be.
Unless there be a pretty girl, and chance favour him with her
special companionship, he does not for a moment suppose that any
social pleasure is to be enjoyed. That rational amusement can be
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got out of talking to Mrs. Jones does not enter into his mind. And
yet Mrs. Jones is probably a fair specimen of that general society in
\vhich every one wishes to mingle. Society is to him generally
made tip of several parts, each of which is a pain, though the total

is deemed to be desirable. The pretty girl episode is no doubt an

exception, though that also has its pains when matter for conver-
sation does not come readily, or when conversation, coming too

readily, is rebuked. The morning call may be regarded as a period
of unmitigated agony. Now it has to be asserted on Lord Hamp-
stead's behalf that he could talk with almost any Mrs. Jones freely
and pleasantly while he remained, and take his departure without
that dislocating struggle which is too common. He would make
himself at ease, and discourse as though he had known the lady all

his life. There is nothing which a woman likes so much as this,
and by doing this Lord Hampstead had done much, if not to over-

come, at any rate to quiet the sense of danger of which Mrs. Koden
had spoken.

But this refers to a time in which nothing was known at Hol-

loway as to Lady Frances. Very little had been said of the family
between the mother and son. Of the Marquis George Eoden had
wished to think well, but had hardly succeeded. Of the stepmother
he had never even wished to do so. She had from the first been
known to him as a woman thoroughly wedded to aristocratic pre-

judices, who regarded herself as endowed with certain privileges
which made her altogether superior to other human beings. Hamp-
stead himself could not even pretend to respect her. Of her Eoden
had said very little to his mother, simply speaking of her as the

Marchioness, who was in no way related to Hampstead. Of Lady
Frances he had simply said that there was a girl there endowed
with such a spirit, that of all girls of her class she must surely be
the best and noblest. Then his mother' had shuddered inwardly,
thinking that here too there might be possible danger; but she had
shrunk from speaking of the special danger even

'

her son.
" How has the visit gone ?

" Mrs. Eoden asked, when her son
had already been some hours in the house. This was after that
last visit to Hendon Hall, in which Lady Frances had promised to

becom< .his wife.
" P 3-tty well, taking it altogether."
"I know that something has disappointed you.""
No, indeed, nothing. I have been somewhat abashed."

" What have they said to you?
"

she asked.
"
Very little but what was kind, just one word at the last."

"
Something, I know, has hurt you," said the mother.

"Lady Kingsbury has made me p-vare that she dislikes me
thoroughly. It is very odd how one person can do that to another
almost without a word spoken."

" I told you, George, that there would be danger in going there."
"There would be no danger in that if there were nothing

more."
" What more is there, then ?

"
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" There would be no danger in that if Lady Kingsbury was

simply Hampstead's stepmother."
"What more is she?"
' She is stepmother also to Lady Frances. Oh, mother !

'

George, what has happened ?
" she asked.

'I have asked Lady Frances to be my wife."

' Your wife ?
"

' And she has promised."

'Oh, George!" .

'

Yes, indeed, mother. Now you can perceive that she indeed

may be a danger. When I think of the power of tormenting her

stepdaughter which may rest in her hands I can hardly forgive

myself for doing as I have done."
" And the Marquis ?

" asked the mother.
" I know nothing as yet as to what his feelings may be. I have

had no opportunity of speaking to him since the little occurrence

took place. A word escaped me, an unthought-of word, which her

ladyship overheard, and for which she rebuked me. Then I left

the house."
" What word ?

"

" Just a common word of greeting, a word that would be common
among dear friends, but which, coming from me to her, told all the

story. I forgot the prefix which was due from such a one as I am
to such as she is. I can understand with what horror I must hence-

forward be regarded by Lady Kingsbury."
" What will the Marquis say ?

"

" I shall be a horror to him also, an unutterable horror. The
idea of contact so vile will care him at once of all his little Eadical

longings."

"AndHampstead?"
"Nothing, I think, can cure Hampstead of his convictions;

but even he is not well pleased."" Has he quarrelled with you ?
"

"
No, not that. He is too noble to quarrel on such offence. He

is too noble even to take offence on such a cause. But he refuses to

believe that good will come of it. And you, mother ?
"

"
Oh, George, I doubt, I doubt,"

" You will not congratulate me ?
"

" What am I to say ? I fear more than I can hope."" When I tell you that she is noble at all points, noble in heart,
noble in beauty, noble in that dignity which a woman should always
carry with her, that she is as sweet a creature as God ever created
to bless a man with, will you not then congratulate me ?

"
" I would her birth were other than it is," said the mother.
"I would have her altered in nothing," said the son. "Her

birth is the smallest thing about her, but such as she is I would
have her altered in nothing."
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CHAPTER VI.

PARADISE BOW.

ABOUT a fortnight after George Eoden's return to Holloway, a

fortnight passed by the mother in meditation as to her son's glorious
but dangerous love, Lord Hampstead called at No. 11, Paradise
Row. Mrs. Eoden lived at No. 11, and Mrs. Demijohn lived at No.

10, the house opposite. There had already been some discussion

in Holloway about Lord Hampstead, but nothing had as yet been
discovered. He might have been at the house on various previous
occasions, but had come in so unpretending a manner as hardly to

have done more than to cause himself to be regarded as a stranger
in Holloway. He was known to be George's friend, because he had
been first seen coming with George on a Saturday afternoon. He
had also called on a Sunday and walked away, down the Eow, with

George. Mrs. Demijohn concluded that ho was a brother clerk in

the Post Office, and had expressed an opinion that "
it did not

signify," meaning thereby to imply that Holloway need not interest

itself about the stranger. A young Government clerk would
naturally have another young Government clerk for his friend.

Twice Lord Hampstead had come down in an omnibus from Isling-

ton; on which occasion it was remarked. that as he did not come
on Saturday there must be something wrong. A clerk, with Satur-

day half-holidays, ought not to be away from his work on Mondays
and Tuesdays. Mrs. Duffer, who was regarded in Paradise Eow
as being very inferior to Mrs. Demijohn, suggested that the young
man might, perhaps, not be a Post Ofijee clerk. This, however,
was ridiculed. "Where should a Post Office clerk find his friends

except among Post Office clerks ?
"
Perhaps he is < ning after the

widow," suggested Mrs. Duffer. But this also was received with
dissent. Mrs. Demijohn declared that Post Office clerks knew
better than to marry widows with no more than two or three
hundred a year, and old enough to be their mothers. " But why
does he < ')me on a Tuesday V

" asked Mrs. Duffer ;

" and why does
he come alone?" "Oh you dear old Mrs. Duffer!" said Clara

Demijohn, the old lady's niece, naturally thinking that it might not
be unnatural that handsome young men should come to Paradise
Eow.

All this, however, had been as nothing to what occurred in the
Eow on the occasion which is now about *D be described.

" Aunt Jemima," exclaimed Clara I>emijohn, looking out of tho

window,
"
there's that young man come again to Number Eleven,

riding on horseback, with a groom behind to hold him !

"

" Groom to hold him !

" exclaimed Mrs. Demijohn, jumping, with
sill her rheumatism, quickly fr^-n her seat, and trotting to tho
window.

" You look if there am'* ,*ith boots and breeches."
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" It must be another," said Mrs. Demijohn, after a pause, during-

which she had been looking intently at the empty saddle of the

horse which the groom was leading slowly up and down the Row.
"

It's the same that came with young Eoden that Saturday,

said Clara; "only he hadn't been walking, and he looked nicer

than ever."
" You can hire them all, horses and groom," said Mrs. Demi-

john ;

" but he'd never make his money last till the end of the-

month if he went on in that way."
"
They ain't hired. They're his own/ said Clara.

" How do you know, Miss ?
"

" By the colour of his boots, and the way he touched his hatr

and because his gloves arc clean. He ain't a Post Office clerk at

all, Aunt Jemima."
" I wonder whether he can be coming after the widow," said

Mrs. Demijohn. After this Clara escaped out of the room, leaving

her 'aunt fixed at the window. Such a sight as that groom and

those two horses moving up and down together had never been

seen in the Eow before. Clara put on her hat and ran across

hurriedly to Mrs. Duffer, who lived at No. 15, next door but one to

Mrs. Eoden. But she was altogether too late to communicate the

news as news.
" I knew he wasn't a Post Office clerk," said Mrs. Duffer, who

had seen Lord Hampstead ride up the street
;

" but who he is, pi-

why, or wherefore, it is beyond me to conjecture. But I never will

p;ive up my opinion again, talking to your aunt. I suppose she

holds out still that he's a Post Office clerk."
" She thinks he might have hired them."
" Oh my ! Hired them !

"

" But did you ever see anything so noble as the way he got off

his horse? As for hire, that's nonsense. He's been getting off

that horse every day of his life." Thus it was that Paradise Eow
was awe-stricken by this last coming of George Eoden's friend.

"

It was an odd thing to do, this riding down to Holloway. % No
one else would have done it, either lord or Post Office clerk

;
with

a hired horse or with private property. There was a hot July sun-

shine, and the roads across from Hendon Hall consisted chiefly of

paved streets. But Lord Hampstead always did things as others
would not do them. It was too far to walk in the midday sun,
and therefore he rode. There would be no servant at Mrs. Eoden's
house to hold his horse, and therefore he brought one of his own.
He did not see why a man on horseback should attract more atten-
tion at Holloway than at Hyde Park Corner. Had he guessed the
effect which he and his horse would have had in Paradise Eow he
would have come by some other means.

Mrs. Eoden at first received him with considerable embarrass-
ment, which he probably observed, but in speaking to her seemed
not to observe. "

Very hot, indeed," he said
;

" too hot for riding,
as I found soon after I started. I suppose George has given up
walking for the present."
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" He still walks homo, I think."
"
If he had declared his purpose of doing so, he'd go on though

he had sunstroke every afternoon."
" I hope he is not so obstinate as that, my lord."
" The most obstinate fellow I ever knew in my life ! Though

the world were to come to an end, he'd let it come rather than

change his purpose. It's all very well for a man to keep his

purpose, but he may overdo it."
" Has he been very determined lately in anything ?

"

"No; nothing particular. I haven't seen him for the last

week. I want him to come over and dine with me at Hendon one
of these days. I'm all alone there." From this Mrs. Eoden learnt

that Lord Hampstead at any rate did not intend to quarrel with
her son, and she learnt also that Lady Frances was no longer

staying at the Hall.
" I can send him home," continued the lord,

"
if he can manage to come down by the railway or the omnibus."
" I will give him your message, my lord."
"
Tell him I start on the 21st. My yacht is at Cowes, and

I shall go down there on that morning. I shall be away Heaven
knows how long; probably for a month. "Vivian will be with me,
and we mean to bask away our time in the Norway and Iceland

seas, till he goes, like an idiot tbat he is, to his grouse-shooting.
I should like to see George before I start. I said that I was all

alone
;
but Vivian will be with me. George has met him before,

and as they didn't cut each other's throats then I suppose they
won't now."

"
I will tell him all that," said Mrs. Eoden.

Then there was a pause for a moment, after which Lord Hamp-
stead went on in an altered voice.

" Has he said anything to you
since he was at Hendon

;
as to my family, I mean ?

"

" He has told me something."
" I was sure he had. I should not have asked unless I had

been quite sure. I know that he would tell you anything of that
kind. Well?"

"What am I to say, Lord Hampstead ?
"

" What has he told you, Mrs. Eoden ?
"

" He has spoken to me of your sister."

"But what has he said?"
" That he loves her."

"And that she loves him? "

" That he hopes so."

"He has said more than that, I take it. They have engaged
themselves to each other."

" So I understand."
" What do you think of it, Mrs. Eoden? "

" What can I think of it, Lord Hampstead? I hardly dare to
think of it at all."

"Was it wise?"
"

I suppose where love is concerned wisdom is not much con-
sidered."
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" But people have to consider it. I hardly know how to think

of it. To my idea it was not wise. And yet there is no one living
whom I esteem so much as your son."

" You are very good, my lord."
" There is no goodness in it, any more than in his liking for

me. But I can indulge my fancy without doing harm to others.

Lady Kingshury thinks that I am an idiot because I do not live

exclusively with counts and countesses ; but in declining to take

her advice I do not injure her much. She can talk about me and

my infatuations among her friends with a smile. She will not be
tortured by any feeling of disgrace. So with my father. He has
an idea that I am out-Heroding Herod, he having been Herod

;

but there is nothing bitter in it to him. Those fine young gentle-

men, my brothers, who are the dearest little chicks in the world,
.five and six and seven years old, will be able to laugh pleasantly at

their elder brother when they grow up, as they will do, among the

other idle young swells of the nation. That their brother and

George Eoden should be always together will not even vex them.

They may probably receive some benefit themselves, may achieve

some diminution of the folly natural to their position, by their

advantage in knowing him. In looking at it all around, as far

as that goes, there is not only satisfaction to me, but a certain

pride. I am doing no more than I have a right to do. Whatever
counter-influence I may introduce among my own people, will be

good and wholesome. Do you understand me, Mrs. Eoden ?
"

" I think so
; very clearly. I should be dull, if I did not."

"But it becomes different when one's sister is concerned. I
am thinking of the happiness of other people."

"
She, I suppose, will think of her own."

" Not exclusively, I hope."
" No

;
not that, I am sure. But a girl, when she loves

"

"Yes; that is all true. But a girl situated like Frances is

bound not to, not to sacrifice those with whom Fame and
Fortune have connected her. I can speak plainly to you, Mrs.

Eoden, because you know .what are my own opinions about many
things."

"
George has no sister, no girl belonging to him

;
but if he had,

and you loved her, would you abstain from marrying her lest you
should sacrifice your connections?"

" The word has offended you ?
"

"Not in the least. It is a word true to the purpose in hand.
I understand the sacrifice you mean. Lady Kingsbury's feelings
would be sacrificed were her daughter, even her stepdaughter,
to become my boy's husband. She supposes that her girl's birth is

superior to my boy's."" There are so many meanings to that word '
birth.'

"
"
I will take it all as you mean, Lord Hampstead, and will not

be offended. My boy, as he is, is no match for your sister. Both
Lord and Lady Kingsbury would think that there'had been a sacri-
fice. It might be that those little lords would not in future years be
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wont to talk at their club of their brother-in-law, the Post Office

clerk, as they would of some earl or some duke with whom they

might have become connected. Let us pass it by, and acknowledge
that there would be a sacrifice. So there will be should you
marry below your degree. The sacrifice would be greater because
it would be carried on to some future Marquis of Kingsbury. Would
you practise such self-denial as that you demand from your sister ?

"

Lord Hampstead considered the matter a while, and then
answered the question.

" I do not think that the two cases would
be quite analogous."

" Where is the difference ?
"

"There is something more delicate, more nice, requiring

greater caution in the conduct of a girl than of a man."
"
Quite so, Lord Hampstead. Where conduct is in question,

the girl is bound to submit to stricter laws. I may explain that

by saying that the girl is lost for ever who gives herself up to

unlawful love, whereas, for the man, the way back to the world's

respect is only too easy, even should he, on that score, have lost

aught of the world's respect. The same law runs through every
act of a girl's life, as contrasted with the acts of men. But in this

act, the act now supposed of marrying a gentleman whom she

loves, your sister would do nothing which should exclude her

from the respect of good men or the society of well-ordered ladies.

I do not say that the marriage would be well-assorted. I do not

recommend it. Though my boy's heart is dearer to me than any-

thing else can be in the world, I can see that it may be fit that his

heart should be made to suffer. But when you talk of the sacrifice

which he and your sister are called on to make, so that others

should be delivered from lesser sacrifices, I think you should ask

what duty would require from yourself. I do not think she would
sacrifice the noble blood of the Traffords more effectually than you
would by a similar marriage." As she thus spoke she leant for-

ward from her chair on the table, and looked him full in the face.

And he felt, as she did so, that she was singularly handsome,

greatly gifted, a woman noble to the eye and to the ear. She was

pleading for her son, and he knew that. But she had conde-

scended to use no mean argument.
" If you will say that such a law is dominant among your class,

and that it is one to which you would submit yourself, I will not

repudiate it. But you shall not induce me to consent to it, by
even a false idea as to the softer delicacy of the sex. That softer

delicacy, with its privileges and duties, shall be made to stand for

what it is worth, and to occupy its real, ground. If you use it for

other mock purposes, then I will quarrel with you." It was thus

that she had spoken, and he understood it all.
"
I am not brought in question," he said slowly.

"Cannot you put it to yourself as though you were brought
in question ? You will at any rate admit that rny argument is

just,"
"I hardly know. I must think of it. Such a marriage on
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my part would not outrage my stopmother, as would that of my

Outrage! You speak, Lord Hampstead, as though your

mother would think that your sister would have disgraced herself

fl^l 1 \VOIH3iU

"I am speaking of her feelings, not of mine. It would be

different were I to marry in the same degree."

"Would it? Then I think that perhaps I had better counsel

George not to go to Hendon Hall."
" My sister is not there. They are all in Germany.
" He had better not go where your sister will be thought of."

" I would not quarrel with your son for all the world."
" It will be better that you should. Do not suppose that I am

pleading for him." That, however, was what he did suppose, and

that was what she was doing.
" I have told him already that I

think that the prejudices will be too hard for him, and that he had

better give it up before he adds to his own misery, and perhaps to

hers. What I have said has not been in the way of pleading, but

only as showing the ground on which I think that such a marriage

would be inexpedient. It is not that we, or our sister, are too bad

or too low for such contact ;
but that you, on your side, are not as

yet good enough or high enough."
" I will not dispute that with you, Mrs. Eoden. But you will

give him my message ?
"

" Yes ;
I will give him your message."

Then Lord Hampstead, having spent a full hour in the house,

took his departure and rode away.
" Just an hour," said Clara Demijohn, who was still looking out

of Mrs. Duffer's window. "What can they have been talking
about?"

" I think he must be making up" to the widow," said Mrs. Duffer,

who was so lost in surprise as to be unable to suggest any new idea.

"He'd never have come with saddle horses to do that. She
wouldn't be taken by a young man spending his money in that

fashion. She'd like saving ways better. But they're his own
horses, and his own man, and he's no mare after the widow than
he's after me," said Clara, laughing.

" I wish he were, my dear."
" There may be as good as him come yet, Mrs. Duffer. I don't

think so much of their having horses and grooms. When they
have these things they can't afford to have wives too, and some-
times they can't afford to pay for either." Then, having seen the
last of Lord Hampstead as he rode out of the Eow, she went back
to her mother's house.

But Mrs. Demijohn had been making use of her time while
Clara and Mrs. Duffer had been wasting theirs in mere gazing and
making vain surmises. As soon as she found herself alone the old
woman got her bonnet and shawl, and going out slily into the Eow,
made her way down to the end of the street in the direction oppo-
site to that in which the groom was at that moment walking the"
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horses. There she escaped the eyes of her niece and of the neigh-
bours, and was enabled to wait unseen till the man, in his walking,
came down to the spot at which she was standing.

" My young
man," she said in her most winning voice, when the groom came
near her.

" What is it, Mum ?
"

" You'd like a glass of beer, wouldn't you ;
after walking up

and down so long ?
"

"No, I wouldn't, not just at present." He knew whom ho

served, and from whom it would become him to take beer.
"
I'd be happy to pay for a pint," said Mrs. Demijohn, fingering

a fourpenny bit so that he might see it.
"
Thankye, Mum ; no, I takes it reg'lar when I takes it. I'm oil

dooty just at present."" Your master's horses, I suppose ?
"

" "Whose else, Mum ? His lordship don't ride generally no-

body's 'orses but his own."
Here was a success ! And the fourpenny bit saved ! His lord-

ship !

" Of course not," said Mrs. Demijohn.
" Why should he ?

"

"Why, indeed, Mum?"
" Lord

;
Lord

;
Lord who, is he ?

"

The groom poked up his hat, and scratched his head, and be-

thought himself. A servant generally wishes to do what honour
he can to his master. This man had no desire to gratify an in-

quisitive old woman, but he thought it derogatory to his master
and to himself to seem to deny their joint name. "

'Ampstead !

"

he said, looking down very serenely on the lady, and then moved
on, not wasting another word.

"
I knew all along they were 'something out of the common

way," said Mrs. Demijohn as soon as her niece came in.
" You haven't found out who it is, aunt ?

"

" You've been with Mrs. Duffer, I suppose. You two'd put
your heads together for a week, and then would know nothing."
ft was not till quite the last thing at night that she told her secret.
" He was a peer ! He was Lord 'Ampstead !

"

"A peer!"" He was Lord 'Ampstead, I tell you," said Mrs. Demijohn."
I don't believe there is such a lord," said Clara, as she took

herself up to bed.

CHAPTER VII.

THE POST OFFICE.

WHEN George Eoden came home that evening the matter was
discussed between him and his mother at great length. She was

eager with him, if not to abandon his love, at any rate- to understand
how impossible it was that he should marry Lady Prances. She
was very tender with him, full of feeling, full of compassion and
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sympathy; but she was "persistent in declaring that no good could

come from such an engagement. But he would not be deterred in

the least from his resolution, nor would he accept it as possible that

he should be turned from his object by the wishes of any person as

long as Lady Frances was true to him. ' ' You speak as if daughters-
were slaves," he said.

" So they are. So women must be
;

slaves to the conventions of

the world. A young woman can hardly run counter to her family
on a question of marriage. She may be persistent enough to over--

come objections, but that will be because the objections themselves-

are not strong enough to stand against her. But here the objec-
tions will be very strong."

"We will see, mother," he said. She who knew him well

perceived that it would be vain to talk to him further.

"Oh yes," he said, "I will go out to Hendon, perhaps on

Sunday. That Mr. Vivian is a pleasant fellow, and as Hampstead
does not wish to quarrel with me I certainly will not quarrel with
him."

Roden was generally popular at his office, and had contrived to-

make his occupation there pleasant to himself and interesting ;
but

he had his little troubles, as will happen to most men in all walks
of life. His came to, him chiefly from the ill manners of a fellow-

clerk who sat in the same room with him, and at the same desk.

There were five who occupied the apartment, an elderly gentleman
and four youngsters. The elderly gentleman was a quiet, civil,

dull old man, who never made himself disagreeable, and was
content to put up with the frivolities of youth, if they did not
become too uproarious or antagonistic to discipline. When they
did, he had but one word of rebuke. " Mr. Crocker, I will not have
it." Beyond that he had never been known to go in the way either,

of reporting the misconduct of his subordinates to other superior
powers, or in quarrelling with the young men himself. Even with
Mr. Crocker, who no doubt was troublesome, he contrived to main-
tain terms of outward friendship. His name was Jeruingham, and
next to Mr. Jerningham in age came Mr. Crocker, by whose ill-

timed witticisms our George Eoden was not unfrequently made to
suffer. This had sometimes gone so far that Eoden had contem-

plated the necessity of desiring Mr. Crocker to assume that a bond
of enmity had been established between them; or in other words,,
that they were not "

to speak
"

except on official subjects. But
there had been an air of importance about such a proceeding of
which Crocker hardly seemed to be worthy; and Rodeu had
abstained, putting off the evil hour from day to day, but still

conscious that he must do something to stop vulgarities which
were distasteful to him.

The two other young men, Mr. Bobbin and Mr. Geraghty, who-
sat at a table by themselves and were the two junior clerks in that
branch of the office, were pleasant and good-humoured enough.
They were both young, and as yet not very useful to the Queen.
They were apt to come late to their office, and impatient to leave it
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when the hour of four drew nigh. There would sometimes come a-

storm through the Department, moved by an unseen but powerfut
and unsatisfied .ZEolus, in which Bobbin and Geraghty would be
threatened to be blown into infinite space. Minutes would be
written and rumours spread about

; punishments would be inflicted,

and it would be given to be understood that now one and then the

other would certainly have to return to his disconsolate family at

the very next offence. There was a question at this very moment
whether Geraghty, who had come from the sister island about
twelve months since, should not be returned to King's County. No
doubt he had passed the Civil Service examiners with distinguished,

applause ;
but 2Eolus hated the young Crichtons who came to him

with full marks, and had declared that Geraghty, though no doubt
a linguist, a philosopher, and a mathematician, was not worth his

salt as a Post Office clerk. But he, and Bobbin also, were protected
by Mr. Jerningham, and were well liked by George Eoden.

That Eoden was intimate with Lord Hampstead had become
known to his fellow-clerks. The knowledge of this association acted
somewhat to his advantage and somewhat to his injury. His daily

companions could not but feel a reflected honour in their own
intimacy with the friend of the eldest son of a Marquis, and were
anxious to stand well with one who lived in such high society.
Such was natural

;
but it was natural also that envy should show

itself in ridicule, and that the lord should be thrown in the clerk's

teeth when the clerk should be deemed to have given offence.

Crocker, when it first became certain that Koden passed much of

his time in company with a young lord, had been anxious enough
to foregather with the fortunate youth who sat opposite to him;
but Eoden had not cared much for Crocker's society, and hence it

had come to pass that Crocker had devoted himself to jeers and.
witticisms. Mr. Jerningham, who in his very soul respected a

Marquis, and felt something of genuine awe for anything that
touched the peerage, held his fortunate junior in unfeigned esteem
from the moment in which he became aware of the intimacy. He
did in truth think better of the clerk because the clerk had known
how to make himself a companion to a lord. He did not want
anything for himself. He was too old and settled in life to be
desirous of new friendships. He was naturally conscientious, gentle>
and unassuming. But Eoden rose in his estimation, and Crocker
fell, when he became assured that Eoden and Lord Hampstead
were intimate friends, and that Crocker had dared to jeer at the

friendship. A lord is like a new hat. The one on the arm the
other on the head are no evidences of mental superiority. But yet
they are taken, and not incorrectly taken, as signs of merit. The
increased esteem shown by Mr. Jerningham for Eoden should, I

think", be taken as showing Mr. Jerningham's good sense and
general appreciation.

The two lads were both on Eoden's side. Eoden was not a rose,
but ho lived with a rose, and the lads of course liked the scent of
roses. They did not particularly like Crocker, though Crocker
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had a dash about him which would sometimes win their flattery.

Crocker was brave and impudent and self-assuming. They were

not as yet sufficiently advanced in life to be able to despise Crocker.

Crocker imposed upon them. But should there come anything of

real warfare between Crocker and Eoden, there could be no doubt

but that they would side with Lord Hampstead's friend. Such was

the state of the room at the Post Office when Crocker entered it, on

the morning of Lord Hampstead's visit to Paradise Eow.

Crocker was a little late. He was often a little late, a fact of

which Mr. Jerningham ought to have taken more stringent notice

than he did. Perhaps Mr. Jerniugham rather feared Crocker.

Crocker had so read Mr. Jerningham's character as to have become
aware that his senior was soft, and perhaps timid. He had so far

advanced in this reading as to have learned to think that he could

get the better of Mr. Jerningham by being loud and impudent.
He had no doubt hitherto been successful, but there were those

in the office who believed that the day might come when Mr.

Jerningham would rouse himself in his wrath.
" Mr. Crocker, you are late," said Mr. Jerningham.
" Mr. Jerningham, I am late. I scorn false excuses. Geraghty

would say that his watch was wrong. Bobbin would have eaten

something that had disagreed with him. Eoden would have been
detained by his friend, Lord Hampstead." To this Eoden made no

reply, even by a look.
" For me, I have to acknowledge that I

did not turn out when I was called. Of twenty minutes I have

deprived my country ;
but as my country values so much of my

time at only sevenpence-halfpenny, it is hardly worth saying much
about it."

" You are frequently late."
" When the amount has come up to ten pound I will send the

Postmaster-General stamps to that amount." He was now stand-

ing at his desk, opposite to Eoden, to whom ho made a low bow.
" Mr. George Eoden," he said, "I hope that his lordship is quite
well."

" The only lord with whom I am acquainted is quite well
;
but

.I do not know why you should trouble yourself about him."
" I think it becoming in one who takes the Queen's pay to show

a becoming anxiety as to the Queen's aristocracy. I have the

greatest respect for the Marquis of Kingsbury. Have not you, Mr.

Jerningham ?
"

"
Certainly I have. But if you would go to your work instead

of talking so much it would be better for everybody."" I am at my work already. Do you think that I cannot work
and talk at the same time ? Bobbin, my boy, if you would open that

window, do you think it would hurt your complexion ?
" Bobbin

opened the window. "
Paddy, where were you last night ?

"
Paddy

was Mr. Geraghty." I was dining, then, with my sister's mother-in-law."

"What, the O'Kelly, the great legislator and Home Euler,
\vhoin his country so loves and Parliament so hates ! I don't think



THE POST OFFICE. 43

^iny Home Ruler's relative ought to be allowed into the service. Do

you, Mr. Jerningham ?
"

" I think Mr. Geraghty, if he will only be a little more careful,

will do great credit to the service," said Mr. Jerningham.
"I hope that Moliis may think the same." ./Eolus was the

name by which a certain pundit was known at the office
;

a violent

and imperious Secretary, but not in the main ill-natured.
"
.ZEolus,

when last I heard of his opinion, seemed to have his doubts about

poor Paddy." This was a disagreeable subject, and it was felt by
them all that it might better be left in silence. From that time

the work of the day was continued with no more than moderate

interruptions till the hour of luncheon, when the usual attendant

entered with the usual mutton-chops.
" I wonder if Lord Hamp-

stead has mutton-chops for luncheon ?
" asked Crocker.

" Why should he not ?
" asked Mr. Jerningham, foolishly.

"There must be some kind of gilded cutlet, upon which the

higher members of the aristocracy regale themselves. I suppose,

Eoden, you must have seen his lordship at lunch."

"I dare say I have," said Boden, angrily. He knew that he
was annoyed, and was angry with himself at his own annoyance.

" Are they golden or only gilded ?
" asked Crocker.

"
I believe you mean to make yourself disagreeable," said the

other.

"Quite the reverse. I mean to make myself agreeable; only

you have soared so high of late that ordinary conversation has no
charms for you. Is there any reason why Lord Hampstead's lunch
should not be mentioned ?

"

"
Certainly there is," said Eoden.

"
Then, upon my life, I cannot see it. If you talked of my mid-

day chop I should not take it amis?."
" I don't think a fellow should ever talk about another fellow's

eating unless he knows the fellow." This came from Bobbin, who
intended it well, meaning to fight the battle for Eoden as well as

he knew how.
" Most sapient Bobb," said Crocker,

"
you seem to be unaware

that one young fellow, who is Eoden, happens to be the peculiarly
intimate friend of the other fellow, who is the Earl of Ilampstead.
Therefore the law, as so clearly laid down by yourself, has not been

infringed. To return to our muttons, as the Frenchman says,
what sort of lunch does his lordship eat? "

"You are determined to make yourself disagreeable/' said

Eoden.
"I appeal to Mr. Jerninghain whether I have said anything

unbecoming."
" If you appeal to me, I think you have," said Mr. Jerningham.
" You have, at any rate, been so successful in doing it," continued

Eoden,
" that I must ask you to hold your tongue about Lord

Ilampstead. It has not been by anything I have said that you
have heard of my acquaintance with him. The joke is a bad one,
and will become vulgar if repeated."
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"
Vulgar !

"
cried Crocker, pushing away his plate, and rising

from his chair.
" I mean ungentlemanlike. I don't want to use hard words,

but I will not allow myself to be annoyed."
"
Hoity, toity," said Crocker,

" here's a row because I made a

chance allusion to a noble lord! I am to be called vulgar because

I mentioned his name." Then he began to whistle.

"Mr. Crocker, I will not have it," said Mr. Jerningham,
assuming his most angry tone. "You make more noise in the

room than all the others put together."
"
Nevertheless, I do wonder what Lord Hampstead has had for

his lunch." This was the last shot, and after that the five gentle-
men did in truth settle down to their afternoon's work.

When four o'clock came Mr. Jerningham with praiseworthy

punctuality took his hat and departed. His wife and three un-
married daughters were waiting for him at Islington, and as he was

always in his seat punctually at ten, he was justified in leaving it

punctually at four. Crocker swaggered about the room for a minute
or two with his hat on, desirous of showing that he was by no means
affected by the rebukes which he had received. But he, too, soon

went, not having summoned courage to recur to the name of

Eoden's noble friend. The two lads remained for the sake of saying
a word of comfort to Boden, who still sat writing at his desk. "I
thought it was very low form," said Bobbin

;

" Crocker going on
like that."

"
Crocker's a baist," said Geraghty." What was it to him what anybody eats for his lunch ?

"
con-

tinued Bobbin.
"
Only he likes to have a nobleman's name in his mouth," said

Geraghty.
" I think it's the heighth of bad manners talking about

anybody's friends unless you happen to know them yourself."
" I think it is," said Eoden, looking up from bis desk. " But

I'll tell you what shows worse manners
;

that is, a desire to annoy
anybody. Crocker likes to be funny, and he thinks there is no fun
so good as what he calls taking a rise. I don't know that I'm very
fond of Crocker, but it may be as well that we should all think no
more about it." Upon this the young men promised that they, at

least, would think no more about it, and then took their departure.
George Eoden soon followed them, for it was not the practice of"

anybody in that department to remain at work long after four
o'clock.

Eoden as he walked home did think more of the little affair
than it deserved, more at least than he would acknowledge that it

deserved. He was angry with himself for bearing it in mind, and
yet he did bear it in mind. Could it be that a creature so insignifi-
cant as Crocker could annoy him by a mere word or two ? But he
was annoyed, and did not know how such annoyance could be made
to cease. If the man would continue to talk about Lord Hamp-
stead there was nothing by which he could be made to hold 1m
tongue. He could not be kicked, or beaten, or turned out of the
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room. For any purpose of real assistance Mr. Jcrningham was
useless. As to complaining to the .ZEolus of the office that a certain

clerk would talk about Lord Hampstead, that of course was out of

the question. He had already used strong language, calling the

man vulgar and ungentlemanlike, but if a man does not regard
strong language what further can an angry victim do to him?

Then his thoughts passed on to his connexion with the Marquis
of Kingsbury's family generally. Had he not done wrong, at any
rate, done foolishly, in thus moving himself out of his own sphere ?

At the present moment Lady Frances was nearer to him even than
Lord Hampstead, was more important to him and more in his

thoughts. Was it not certain that he would give rise to misery
rather than to happiness by what had occurred between him and

Lady Frances ? Was it not probable that he had embittered for

her all the life of the lady whom he loved ? He had assumed au
assured face and a confident smile while declaring to his mother
that no power on earth should stand between him and his promised
wife, that she would be able to walk out from her father's hall

and marry him as certainly as might the housemaid or the plough-
man's daughter go to her lover. But what would be achieved by
that if she were to walk out only to encounter misery ? The
country was so constituted that he and these Traffords were in
truth of a different race

;
as much so as the negro is different from

the white man. The Post Office clerk may, indeed, possibly
become a Duke

;
whereas the negro's skin cannot be washed white.

But while he and Lady Frances were as they were, the distance
between them was so great that no approach could be made
between them without disruption. The world might be wrong in
this. To his thinking the world was wrong. But while the facts

existed they were too strong to be set aside. He could do his duty
to the world by struggling to propagate his own opinions, so that
the distance might be a little lessened in his own time. He was
sure that the distance was being lessened, and with this he thought
that he ought to have been contented. The jeering of such a one
as Crocker was unimportant though disagreeable, but it sufficed to
show the feeling. Such a friendship as his with Lord Hampstead
had appeared to Crocker to be ridiculous. Crocker would not have
seen the absurdity unless others had seen it also. Even his own
mother saw it. Here in England it was accounted so foolish a thing
that he, a Post Office clerk, should be hand and glove with such a one
as Lord Hampstead, that even a Crocker could raise a laugh against
him! What would the world say when it should have become
known that he intended to lead Lady Frances to the "

hymeneal
altar

"
? As he repeated the words to himself there was something

ridiculous even to himself in the idea that the hymeneal altar
should ever be mentioned in reference to the adventures of such a
person as George lioden, the Post Office clerk. Thinking of all

this, he was not in a happy frame of mind when he reached his
home in Paradise Row.
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CHAPTER VIII.

ME. GEEENttODD.

EODEN spent a pleasant evening with his friend and his friend's

friend at Hendon Hall before their departure for the yacht, during
which not a word was said or an allusion made to Lady Frances.

The day was Sunday, July 20th. The weather was very hot, and
the two young men were delighted at the idea of getting away to

the cool breezes of the Northern Seas. Vivian also was a clerk

in the public service, but he was a clerk very far removed in his

position from that filled by George Eoden. He was attached to the

Foreign Office, and was Junior Private Secretary to Lord Persiflage,
who was Secretary of State at that moment. Lord Persiflage and
our Marquis had married sisters. Vivian was distantly related to

the two ladies, and hence the young men had become friends. As
Lord Hampstead and Eodeu had been drawn together by similarity
of opinion, so had Lord Hampstead and Vivian by the reverse.

Hampstead could always produce Vivian in proof that he was not,
in truth, opposed to his own order. Vivian was one who pro-
claimed his great liking for things as he found them. It was a
thousand pities that any one should be hungry ; but, for himself,
ho liked truffles, ortolans, and all good things. If there was any
injustice in the world he was not responsible. And if there was any
injustice he had not been the gainer, seeing that he was a younger
brother. To him all Hampstead's theories were sheer rhodomontade.
There was the world, and men had got to live in it as best they might.
He intended to do so, arid as he liked yachting and liked grouse-
shooting, he was very glad to have arranged with Lord Persiflage
and his brother Private Secretary, so as to be able to get out of
town for the next two months. He was member of half-a-dozen

clubs, could always go to his brother's country house if nothing
more inviting offered, dined out in London four or five days a week,
and considered himself a thoroughly useful member of society in
that he condescended to write letters for Lord Persiflage. He was
pleasant in his manners to all men, and had accommodated himself
to Eoden as well as though Eoden's office had also been in Downing
Street instead of the City.

"
Yes, grouse,"Lhe said, after dinner. " If anything better can

be invented I'll go and do it. American bears are a myth. You
may get one in three years, and, as far as I can hear, very poor fun
it is when you get it. Lions are a grind. Elephants are as big as
a haystack. Pig-sticking may be very well, but you've got to go to

India, and if you're a poor Foreign Office clerk you haven't got
either the time or the money."" You speak as though killing something were a necessity," said
Eoden.

" So it is, unless somebody can invent something better. I hate
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races, where a fellow lias nothing to do with himself when he can't

afford to bet. I don't mean to take to cards for the next ten years.
I have never been up in a balloon. Spooning is good fun, but it

comes to an end so soon one way or another. . Girls are so wide-

awake that they won't spoon for nothing. Upon the whole I don't

see what a fellow is to do unless he kills something."
" You won't have much to kill on board the yacht," said Eoden.

"Fishing without end in Iceland and Norway ! I knew a man
who killed a ton of trout put of an Iceland lake. He had to pack
himselfup very closely in tight-fitting nets, or the midges would have
eaten him. And the skin came off his nose and ears from the sun.

But he liked that rather than not, and he killed his ton of trout."
" Who weighed them ?

" asked Hampstead.
" How well you may know a Utilitarian by the nature of his

questions ! If a man doesn't kill his ton all out, he can say he did,
which is the next best thing to it."

" Are you taking close-packing nets with you ?
" Eoden asked.

"
Well, no. Hampstead would be too impatient. And the Free

Trader isn't big enough to bring away the fish. But I don't mind
betting a sovereign that I kill something every day I'm out,

barring Sundays."
Not a word was said about Lady Frances, although there were

a few moments in which Koden and Lord Hampstead were alone

together. Boden had made up his mind that he would ask no

questions unless the subject were mentioned, and did not even
allude to any of the family; but he learnt in the course of the

evening that the Marquis had come back from Germany with the
intention of attending to his Parliamentary duties during the re-

mainder of the Session.
" He's going to turn us all out," said Vivian,

" on the County
Franchise, I suppose."

" I'm afraid my father is not so keen about County Franchise as

he used to be, though I hppo he will be one of the few to support
it in the House of Lords if the House of Commons ever dares to

pass it."

In this way Koden learnt that the Marquis, who had carried his

daughter off to Saxony as soon as he had heard of the engagement,
had left his charge there and had returned to London. As he went
home that evening he thought that it would be his duty to go
to Lord Kingsbury, and tell him, as from himself, that which the
father had as yet only learnt from his daughter or from his wife.

He was aware that it behoves a man when he has won a girl's heart
to go to the father and ask permission to carry on his suit. This

duty he thought he was bound to perform, even though the father

were a person so high and mighty as the Marquis of Kingsbury.
Hitherto any such going was out of his power. The Marquis had
heard the. tidings, and had immediately caught his daughter up
and carried her off to Germany. It would have been possible to

write to him, but Boden had thought that not in such a way should
such a .duty be performed. Now the Marquis had come back to
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London; and though the operation would be painful the duty

seemed to be paramount. On the next day he informed Mr. Jer-

ningham that private business of importance would take him to the

West End, and asked leave to absent himself. The morning had

been passed in the room at the Post Office with more than ordinary

silence. Crocker had been collecting himself for an attack, but his

courage had hitherto failed him. As Eoden put on his hat and

-opened the door he fired a parting shot.
" Remember me kindly

to Lord Hampstead," he said ;

" and tell him I hope he enjoyed his

cutlets."

Eoden stood for a moment with the door in his hand, thinking
that he would turn upon the man and rebuke his insolence, but at

last determined that it would be best to hold his peace.
He went direct to Park Lane, thinking that he would probably

find the Marquis before he left the house after his luncheon. He
had never been before at the town mansion which was known as

Kingsbury House, and which possessed all the appanages of gran-
deur which can be given to a London residence. As he knocked
at the door he acknowledged that he was struck with a certain awe
of which he was ashamed. Having said, so much to the daughter
surely he should not be afraid to speak to the father ! But he felt

that he could have managed the matter much better had he con-

trived to have the interview at Hendon Hall, which was much less

grand than Kingsbury House. Almost as soon as he knocked the

door was opened, and he found himself with a powdered footman
as well as the porter. The powdered footman did not know whether
or no "my lord" was at home. He would inquire. Would the

gentleman sit down for a minute or two ? The gentleman did sit

down, and waited for what seemed to him to be more than half-an-

hour. The house must be very large indeed if it took the man all

this time to look for the Marquis. He was beginning to think in
what way he might best make his escape, as a man is apt to think
when delays of this kind prove too long for the patience, but the
man returned, and with a cold unfriendly air bade Eoden to follow
him. Eoden was quite sure that some evil was to happen, so cold
and unfriendly was the manner of the man ;

but still he followed,
having now no means of escape. The man had not said that the

Marquis would see him, had not even given any intimation that
the Marquis was in the house. It was as though he were being led

away to execution for having had the impertinence to knock at the
door. But still he followed. He was taken along a passage on the
ground floor, past numerous doors, to what must have been the
back of the house, and there was shown into a somewhat dingy
room that was altogether surrounded by books. There he saw an
old gentleman ;

but the old gentleman was not the Marquis 01

Kingsbury.
"
Ah, eh, oh," said the old gentleman.

"
You, I believe, are Mr.

-George Roderu"
" That is my name. I had hoped to see Lord Kingsbury."" Lord Kingsbury h'as thought it best for all parties that, that,
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that, 1 should see you. That is, if anybody should see you.

My name is Greenwood
;

the Rev. Mr. Greenwood. I am his lord-

ship's chaplain, and, if I may presume to say so, his most attached
and sincere friend. 1 have had the honour of a very long connexion
with his lordship, and have therefore been entrusted by him with

this, this, this delicate duty, I had perhaps better call it." Mr.
Greenwood was a stout, short man, about sixty years of age, with

pendant cheeks, and pendant chin, with a few grey hairs brushed

carefully over his head, with a good forehead and well-fashioned

nose, who must have been good-looking when he was young, but
that he was too short for manly beauty. Now, in advanced years,
he had become lethargic and averse to exercise

;
and having grown

to be corpulent he had lost whatever he had possessed in height by
becoming broad, and looked to be a fat dwarf. Still there would
have been something pleasant in his face but for an air of doubt
and hesitation which seemed almost to betray cowardice. At the

present moment he stood in the middle of the room rubbing his

hands together, and almost trembling as he explained to George
Boden who he was.

" I had certainly wished to see his lordship himself," said Eoden.
" The Marquis has thought it better not, and I must say that I

agree with the Marquis." At the moment Eoden hardly knew how
to go on with the business in hand. " I believe I am justified in

assuring you that anything you would have said to the Marquis
you may say to me."
"Am I to understand that Lord Kingsbury refuses to see me?"
" Well ; yes. At the present crisis he does refuse. What can

be gajned ?
"

Eoden did not as yet know how far he might go in mentioning
the name of Lady Frances to the clergyman, but was unwilling to

leave the house without some reference to the business he had in
hand. He was peculiarly averse to leaving an impression that he
was afraid to mention what he had done. " I had to speak to his

lordship about his daughter," he said.
" I know ;

I know
; Lady Frances ! I have known Lady Frances

since she was a little child. I have the warmest regard for Lady
Frances, as I have also for Lord Hampstead, and for the Mar-
chioness, and for her three dear little boys, Lord Frederic, Lord
Augustus, and Lord Gregory. I feel a natural hesitation in calling
them my friends because I think that the difference in rank and
station which it has pleased the Lord to institute should be main-
tained with all their privileges and all their honours. Though I
have agreed with the Marquis through a long life in those political
tenets by propagating which he has been ever anxious to improve
the condition of the lower classes, I am not and have not been on
that account less anxious to uphold by any small means which may
be in my power those variations in rank, to which, I think, in con-

junction with the Protestant religion, the welfare and high standing
of this country are mainly to be attributed. Having these feelings
at my heart very strongly I do not wish, particularly on such an
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occasion as this, to seem by even a chance word to diminish the

respect which I feel to be due to all the members of a family of a

rank so exalted as that which belongs to the family of the Marquis
of Kingsbury. Putting that aside for a moment, I perhaps may
venture on this occasion, having had confided to me a task so

delicate as the present, to declare my warm friendship for all who
bear the honoured name of Trafford. I am at any rate entitled to

declare myself so far a friend, that you may say anything on this

delicate subject which you would think it necessary to say to the

young lady's father. However inexpedient it may be that anything
should be said at all, I have been instructed by his lordship to hear,

and to reply."

George Roden, while he was listening to this tedious sermon,
was standing opposite to the preacher with his hat in his hand,

having not yet had accorded to him the favour of a seat. During
the preaching of the sermon the preacher had never ceased to shiver

and shake, rubbing one fat little clammy hand slowly over the

other, and apparently afraid to look his audience in the face. It

seemed to Eoden as though the words must have been learnt by
heart, they came so glibly, with so much of unction and of earnest-

ness, and were in their glibness so strongly opposed to the man's
manner. There had not been a single word spoken that had not
been offensive to Eoden. It seemed to him that they had been
chosen because of their offence. In all those long-winded sentences
about rank in which Mr. Greenwood had expressed his own humility
and insufficiency for the position of friend in a family so exalted
he had manifestly intended to signify the much more manifest

insufficiency of his hearer to fill a place of higher honour even^than
that of friend. Had the words come at the spur of the moment,
the man must, thought Eoden, have great gifts for extempore
preaching. He had thought the time in the hall to be long, but it

had not been much for the communication of the Earl's wishes, and
then for the preparation of all these words. It was necessary,
however, that he must make his reply without any preparation." I have come," he said,

"
to tell Lord Kingsbury that I am in

love with his daughter." At hearing this the fat little man held
up both his hands in amazement, although he had already made
it clear that he was acquainted with all the circumstances. " And
I should have been bound to add," said Eoden, plucking up all his

courage,
"
that the young lady is also in love with me."

"
Oh, oh, oh !

" The hands went higher and higher as these
interjections were made.

" Why not ? Is not the truth the best ?
"

" A young man, Mr. Eoden, should never boast of a young lady's
affection, particularly of such a young lady ; particularly when
I cannot admit that it exists

; particularly not in her father's
house."

"
Nobody should boast of anything, Mr. Greenwood. I speak of

a fact which it is necessary that a father should know. If the lady
denies the assertion I have done."
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"It is a matter in which delicacy demands that no question
shall be put to the young lady. After what has occurred, it is out
of the question that your name should even be mentioned in the

young lady's hearing."
" Why ? I mean to marry her."

"Mean!" this word was shouted in the extremity of Mr.
Greenwood's horror. " Mr. Eoden, it is my duty to assure you that
under no circumstances can you ever see the young lady again."

" Who says so ?
"

"The Marquis says so, and the Marchioness, and her little

brothers, who with their growing strength will protect her from
all harm."

"I hops their growing strength may not be wanted for any
such purpose. Should it be so I am sure they will not be deficient

as brothers. At present there could not be much for them to do."

Mr. Greenwood shook his head. He was still standing, not having
moved an inch from the position in which he had been placed when
the door was opened. "I can understand, Mr. Greenwood, that

any further conversation on the subject between you and me must
be quite useless."

"
Quite useless," said Mr. Greenwood.

" But it has been necessary for my honour, and for my purpose,
that Lord Kingsbury should know that I had come to ask him for

his daughter's hand. I had not dared to expect that he would
accept my proposal graciously."

"No, no; hardly that, Mr. Eoden."
" But it was necessary that he should know my purpose from

myself. He will now, no doubt, do so. He is, as I understand you,
aware of my presence in the house." Mr. Greenwood shook his

head, as though he would say that this was a matter he could not

any longer discuss.
" If not, I must trouble his lordship with a

letter."
" That will be unnecessary."
"He does know?" Mr. Greenwood nodded his head. "And

you will tell him why I have come ?
"

" The Marquis shall be made acquainted with the nature of

the interview."

Eoden then turned to leave the room, but was obliged to ask
Mr. Greenwood to show him the way along the passages. This the

clergyman did, tripping on, ahead, upon his toes, till he had de-
livered the intriTder over to the hall porter. Having done so, he
made as it were a valedictory bow, and tripped back to his own
apartment. Then Eoden left the house, thinking as he did so that

there was certainly much to be done before he could be received
there as a welcome son-in-law.

As he made his way back to Holloway he again considered it

all. How could there be an end to this, an end that would be

satisfactory to himself and to the girl that he loved ? The aversion

expressed to him through the person of Mr. Greenwood was
natural. It could not but be expected that such a one as the
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Marquis of Kingsbury should endeavour to keep his daughter out

of the hands of such a suitor. If it were only in regard to money
\vould it not be necessary for him to do so ? Every possible barri-

cade would be built up in his way. There would be nothing on

his side except the girl's love for himself. Was it to be expected
that her love would have power to conquer such obstacles as these ?

And if it were, would she obtain her own happiness by clinging to

it? He was aware that in his present position no duty was so

incumbent on him as that of looking to the happiness of the woman
whom he wished to make his wife.

CUAPTEK IX.

AT KONIGSGRAAF.

YERY shortly after this there came a letter from Lady Frances to-

Paradise Eow, the only letter which Koden received from her

during this period of his courtship. A portion of the letter shall

be given, from which the reader will see that difficulties had arisen,

at Konigsgraaf as to their correspondence. He had written twice.

The first letter had in due course reached the young lady's hands,
having been brought up from the village post-office in the usual

manner, and delivered to her without remark by her own maid.
When the second reached the Castle it fell into the hands of tha
Marchioness. She had, indeed, taken steps that it should fall into

her hands. She was aware that the first letter had come, and had
been shocked at the idea of such a correspondence. She had
received no direct authority from her husband on the subject, but
felt that it was incumbent on herself to take strong steps. It must
not be that Lady Frances should receive love-letters from a Post
Office clerk ! As regarded Lady Frances herself, the Marchioness
would have been willing enough that the girl should be given over
to a letter-carrier, if she could be thus got rid of altogether, so
that the world should not know that there was or had been a Lady
Frances. But the fact was patent, as was also that too, too sad
truth of the existence of a brother older than her own comely
bairns. As the feeling of hatred grew upon her, she continually
declared to herself that she would have been as gentle a stepmother
as ever loved another woman's children, had these two known how
to bear themselves like the son and daughter of a Marquis. Seeing
what they were, and what were her own children, how these
struggled to repudiate that rank which her own were born to adorn
and protect, was it not natural that she should hate them, and
profess that she should wish them to be out of the way ? They
could not be made to get out of the way, but Lady Frances might
at any rate ba repressed. Therefore she determined to stop the
correspondence.

She did stop the second letter, and told her daughter that she
had done so.
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"
Papa didn't say I wasn't to have my letters," pleaded Lady

Frances.
"Your papa did not suppose for a moment that you would

submit to anything so indecent."
"
It is not indecent."

"I shall make myself the judge of that. You are now in my
care. Your papa can do as he likes when he comes back." There
was a long altercation, but it ended in victory on the part of the
Marchioness. The young lady, when she was told that, if necessary,
the postmistress in the village should be instructed not to send on
any letter addressed to George Roden, believed in the potency of
the threat. She felt sure also that she would be unable to get at

any letters addressed to herself if the quasi-parental authority
of the Marchioness were used to prevent it. She yielded, on
the condition, however, that one letter should be sent

; and the

Marchioness, not at all thinking that her own instructions would
have prevailed with the postmistress, yielded so far.

The tenderness of the letter readers can appreciate and under-
stand without seeing it expressed in words. It was very tender,
full of promises, and full of trust. Then came the short passage
in which her own uncomfortable position was explained ;

" You will understand that there has come one letter which I
have not been allowed to see. Whether mamma has opened it

I do not know, or whether she has destroyed it. Though I have
not seen it, I take it as an assurance of your goodness and truth.

But it will be useless for you to write more till you hear from mo
again ;

and I have promised that this, for the present, shall be my
last to you. The last and the first ! I hope you will keep it till

you have another, in order that you may have something to tell

you how well I love you." As she sent it from her she did not
know how much of solace there was even in the writing of a letter

to him she loved, nor had she as yet felt how great was the torment
of remaining without palpable notice from him she loved.

After the episode of the letter life at Konigsgraaf was very
bitter and very dull. But few words were spoken between the
Marchioness and her stepdaughter, and those were never friendly
in their tone or kindly in their nature. Even the children were
taken out of their sister's way as much as possible, so that their

morals should not be corrupted by evil communication. When
she complained of this to their mother the Marchioness merely
drew herself up and was silent. Were it possible she would have

altogether separated her darlings from contact with their sister,

not because she thought that the darlings would in truth be in-

jured, as to which she had no fears at all, seeing that the darlings
were subject to her own influences, but in order that the punish-
ment to Lady Frances might be the" more complete. The circum-
stances being such as they were, there should be no family love, no
fraternal sports, no softnesses, no mercy. There must, she thought,
have come from the blood of that first wife a stain of impurity
which had made her children altogether unfit for the rank to
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which they had unfortunately been born. This iniquity on the part
of Lady Frances, this disgrace which made her absolutely tremble as

she thought of it, this abominable affection for an inferior creature,
acerbated her feelings even against Lord Hampstead. The two were

altogether so base as to make her think that they could not be
intended by Divine Providence to stand permanently in the way of

the glory of the family. Something certainly would happen. It would
turn out that they were not truly the legitimate children of a real

Marchioness. Some beautiful scheme of romance would discover

itself to save her and her darlings, and all the Traffords and all the

Montressors from the terrible abomination with which they were
threatened by these interlopers. The idea dwelt in her mind till

it became an almost fixed conviction that Lord Frederic would
live to become Lord Hampstead, or probably Lord Highgate, as
there was a third title in the family, and the name of Hampstead
must for a time be held to have been disgraced, and in due course
of happy time Marquis of Kingsbury. Hitherto she had been
accustomed to speak to her own babies of their elder brother with

something of that respect which was due to the future head of the

family ;
but in these days she altered her tone when they spoke to-

her of Jack, as they would call him, and she, from herself, never
mentioned his name to them. "Is Fanny naughty?" Lord
Frederic asked one day. To this she made no reply. "Is Fanny
very naughty ?

"
the boy persisted in asking. To this she nodded

her head solemnly.
" What has Fanny done, mamma ?

" At this
she shook her head mysteriously. It may, therefore, be understood
that poor Lady Frances was sadly in want of comfort during the

sojourn at Konigsgraaf.
About the end of August the Marquis returned. He had hung on

in London till the very last days of the Session had been enjoyed, and
had then pretended that his presence had been absolutely required
at Trafford Park. To Trafford Park he went, and had spent ten
miserable days alone. Mr. Greenwood had indeed gone with him;
but the Marquis was a man who was miserable unless surrounded
by the comforts of his family, and he led Mr. Greenwood such a
life that that worthy clergyman was very happy when he was left

altogether in solitude by his noble friend. Then, in compliance
with the promise which he had absolutely made, and aware that it
was his duty to look after his wicked daughter, the Marquis
returned to Konigsgraaf. Lady Frances was to him at this period
of his life a cause of unmitigated trouble. It must not be
supposed that his feelings were in any way akin to those of the
Marchioness as to either of his elder children. Both of them were
very dear to him, and of both of them he was in some degree
proud. They were handsome, noble-looking, clever, and to himself
thoroughly well-behaved. He had seen what trouble other elder
eons could give their fathers, what demands were made for increased
allowances, what disreputable pursuits were sometimes followed
what quarrels there were, what differences, what want of affection
and want of respect ! He was wise enough to have perceived all
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this, and to be aware that he was in some respects singularly blest.

Hampstead never asked him for a shilling. He was a liberal man,
and would willingly have given many shillings. But still there

was a comfort in having a son who was quite contented in having
his own income. No doubt a time would come when those little

lords would want shillings. And Lady Frances had always been

particularly soft to him, diffusing over his life a sweet taste of the

memory of his first wife. Of the present Marchioness he was fond

enough, and was aware how much she did for him to stipport his

position. But he was conscious ever of a prior existence in which
there had been higher thoughts, grander feelings, and aspirations
which were now wanting to him. Of these something would come
back in the moments which he spent with his daughter ; and in

this way she was very dear to him. But now there had come a
trouble which robbed his life of all its sweetness. He must go
back to the grandeur of his wife and reject the tenderness of his

daughter. During these days at Trafford he made himself very
unpleasant to the devoted friend who had always been so true to

his interests.

When the battle about the correspondence was explained to

him by his wife, it, of course, became necessary to him to give his

orders to his daughter. Such a matter could hardly be passed
over in gilence, though he probably might have done so had he
not been instigated to action by the Marchioness.

'

Fanny," he said,
" I have been shocked by these letters."

' I only wrote one, papa."
'

Well, one. But two came."
' I only had one, papa."
' That made two. But there should have been no letter at all.

Do you think it proper that a young lady should correspond with,

with, a gentleman in opposition to the wishes of her father and
mother?"

" I don't know, papa."
This seemed to him so weak that the marquis took heart of

grace, and made the oration which he felt that he as a father was
bound to utter upon the entire question. For, after all, it was not
the letters which were of importance, but the resolute feeling which
had given birth to the letters. "My dear, this is a most un-
fortunate affair." He paused for a reply; but Lady Frances felt

that the assertion was one to which at the present moment she
could make no reply.

" It is, you know, quite out of the question
that you should marry a young man so altogether unfitted for you
in point of station as this young man."

" But I shall, papa,""
Fanny, you can do no such thing."" I certainly shall. It may be a very long time first

;
but I

certainly shall, unless I die."
"
It is wicked of you, my dear, to talk of dying in that way."" What I mean is, that however long I may live I shall consider

myself engaged to Mr. Eoden."
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" He has behaved very, very badly. He lias made his way into

my house tinder a false pretence."
" He came as Hampstead's friend."

"It was very foolish of Hampstead to bring him, very foolish,

a Post Office clerk."

"Mr. Vivian is a clerk in the Foriegn Office. Why shouldn't

one office be the same as another ?
"

"
They are very different ;

but Mr. Vivian wouldn't think of

such a thing. He understands the nature of things, and knows his

own position. There is a conceit about the other man."

"A man should be conceited, papa. Nobody will think well of

him unless he thinks well of himself."
" He came to me in Park Lane."

"What! Mr. Eoden?"
" Yes ;

he came. But I didn't see him. Mr. Greenwood saw
him."

" What could Mr. Greenwood say to him ?
"

" Mr. Greenwood could tell him to leave the house, and he did

so. There was nothing more to tell him. Now, my dear, let there

be no more about it. If you will put on your hat, we will go out

and walk down to the village."

To this Lady Frances gave a ready assent. She was not at all

disposed to quarrel with her father, or to take in bad part what ho
had said about her lover. She had not expected that things would

go very easily. She had promised to herself constancy and final

success ;
but she had not expected that in her case the course of

true love could be made to run smooth. She was quite willing to

return to a condition of good humour with her father, and, not

exactly to drop her lover for the moment, but so to conduct
herself as though he were not paramount in her thoughts. The
cruelty of her stepmother had so weighed upon her that she found
it to be quite a luxury to be allowed to walk with her father.

" I don't know that anything can be done," the Marquis said a
few days afterwards to his wife.

"
It is one of those misfortunes

\yhich do happen now and again !

"

.
.

" That such a one as your daughter should give herself up to a
clerk in the Post Office !

"

" What's the use of repeating that so often ? I don't know that
the Post Office is worse than anything else. Of course it can't be
allowed ;

and having said so, the best thing will be to go on just
as though nothing had happened."" And let her do just what she pleases ?

"

" Who's going to let her do anything ? She said she wouldn't
write, and she hasn't written. We must just take her back to

Trafford, and let her forget him as soon as she can."
The Marchioness was by no means satisfied, though she did not

know what measure of special severity to recommend. There was
oiice a time, a very good time, as Lady Kingsbury thought now,
in which a young lady could be locked up in a convent, or perhaps
in a prison, or absolutely forced to marry some suitor whom her
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parents should find for her. But those comfortable days wcro

past. In a prison Lady Frances was detained now; but it was a

prison of which the Marchioness was forced to make herself the

gaoler, and in which her darlings were made to be fellow-prisoners
with their wicked sister. She herself was anxious to get back to

Trafford and the comforts of her own home. The beauties of

Konigsgraaf were not lovely to her in her present frame of mind.
But how would it be if Lady Frances should jump out of the
window at Trafford and run away with George Eoden? The
windows at Konigsgraaf were certainly much higher than those at
Trafford.

They had made up their mind to return early in September, and
the excitement of packing up had almost commenced among them
when Lord Hampstead suddenly appeared on the scene. He had
had enough of yachting, and had grown tired of books and garden-
ing at Hendon. Something must be done before the hunting began,
and so, without notice, he appeared one day at Konigsgraaf. This
was to the intense delight of his brothers, over whose doings he
assumed a power which their mother was unable to withstand.

They were made to gallop on ponies on which they had only walked
before ; they were bathed in the river, and taken to the top of the

Castle, and shut up in the dungeon after a fashion which was
within the reach of no one but Hampstead. Jack was Jack, and
all was delight, as far as the children were concerned; but the
Marchioness was not so well pleased with the arrival. A few days
after his coming a conversation arose as to Lady Frances which
Lady Kingsbury would have avoided had it been possible, but it

was forced upon her by her stepson." I don't think that Fanny ought to be bullied," said her steppr n.

"Hampstead, I wish you would understand that I do not
understand strong language."

"
Teased, tormented, and made wretched."

" If she be wretched she has brought it on herself."
" But she is not to be treated as though she had disgraced herself."
" She has disgraced herself." j ^
"I deny it. I will not hear such a word said of her even by*""

you." The Marchioness drew herself up as though she had been u ? ,

- (

insulted.
"
If there is to be such a feeling about her in your house

I must ask my father to have her removed, and I will make a home
for her. I will not see her broken-hearted by cruel treatment. I
am sure that he would not wish it."

" You have no right to speak to me in this manner."
" I surely have a right to protect my sister, and I will exercise it."

"You,have brought most improperly a young man into tho

house "

" I have brought into the house a young man whom I am proud
to call my friend."

" And now you mean to assist him in destroying your sister."
" You are very wrong to say so. They both know, Eoden and

my sister also, that I disapprove of this marriage. If Fanny were
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with me I should not think it right to ask Eoden into the house.

They would both understand that. But it does not follow that she

should be cruelly used."
' No one has been cruel to her but she herself.

" It is easy enough to perceive what is going on. It will be

much better that Fanny should remain with the family ;
but you

may be sure of this, that I will not see her tortured." Then he

took himself off, and on the next day he had left Konigsgraaf. It

may be understood that the Marchioness was not reconciled to her

radical stepson by such language as he had used to her. About a

week afterwards the whole family returned to England and to

Trafford.

CHAPTER X.

"NOBLESSE OBLIGE."

" I QUITE agree," said Hampstead, endeavouring to discuss the

matter rationally with his sister,
" that her ladyship should not

be allowed to torment you."
" She does torment me. You cannot perceive what my life was

at Konigsgraaf ! There is a kind of usage which would drive any
girl to run away, or to drown herself. I don't suppose a man can

know what it is always to be frowned at. A man has his own friends,

and can go anywhere. His spirits are not broken by being isolated.

He would not even see half the things which a girl is made to feel.

The very servants were encouraged to treat me badly. The boys
were not allowed to come near me. I never heard a word that was
not intended to be severe."

" I am sure it was bad."
" And it was not made better by the conviction that she has

never cared for me. It is to suffer all the authority, but to enjoy
none of the love of a mother. When papa came of course it was
better

;
but even papa cannot make her change her ways. A man

is comparatively so very little in the house. If it goes on it will

drive me mad."
" Of course I'll stand to you."
"
Oh, John, I am sure you will."

" But it isn't altogether easy to know how to set about it. If
we were to keep house together at Hendon" as he made this pro-
position a look of joy came over her face, and shone amidst her
tears,

"
there would, of course, be a difficulty."

" What difficulty ?
"

She, however, knew well what would be
the difficulty.

"
George Eoden would be too near to us."

" I should never see him unless you approved."
"I should not approve. That would be the difficulty. He

would argue the matter with me, and I should have to tell him
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that I could not let him come to the house, except with my father's

leave. That would be out of the question. And therefore, as

I say, there would be a difficulty."
" I would never see him, except with your sanction, nor write

to him, nor receive letters from him. You are not to suppose
that I would give him up. I shall never do that. I shall go on
and wait. When a girl has once brought herself to tell a mau
that she loves him, according to my idea she cannot give him up.
There are things which cannot be changed. I could have lived

very well without thinking of him had I not encouraged myself to

love him. But I have done that, and now he must be everything
to me."

" I am sorry that it should be so."
"
It is so. But if you will take me to Hendon I will never see

him till I have papa's leave. It is my duty to obey him, but
not her."

" I am not quite clear about that."
" She has rejected me as a daughter, and therefore I reject her as

a mother. She would get rid of us both if she could."
" You Should not attribute to her any such thoughts." .

"If you saw her as often as I do you would kno\v. She hates

you almost as much as me, though she cannot show it so easily."
" That she should hate my theories I can easily understand."
" You stand in her way."
" Of course I do. It is natural that a woman should wish to

have the best for her own children. I have sometimes myself felt

it to be a pity that Frederic should have an elder brother. Think
what a gallant young Marquis he would make, while I am alto-

gether out of my element."
" That is nonsense, John."
" I ought to have been a tailor. Tailors, I think, are generally

the most ill-conditioned, sceptical, and patriotic of men. Had my
natural propensities been sharpened by the difficulty of maintain-

ing a wife and children upon seven and sixpence a day, I really
think I could have done something to make myself conspicuous.
As it is, I am neither one thing nor another

;
neither fish nor fowl

nor good red herring. To the mind devoted to marquises I can
understand that I should be a revolting being. I have no apti-
tudes for aristocratic prettinesses. Her ladyship has three sons,
either of which would make a perfect marquis. How is it possible
that she should not think that I am standing in her way ?

"

" But she knew of your existence when she married papa."
"No doubt she did; but that, does not alter her nature. I

think I could find it in my heart to forgive her, even though she

attempted to poison me, so much do I stand in her way. I have
sometimes thought that I ought to repudiate myself; give up my
prospects, and call myself John Trafford so as to make way for hex-

more lordly lordlings."
" That is nonsense, John."
"At any rate it is impossible. I could only do it by blowing my
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brains out "which would not be in accordance with my ideas of

life. But you are not in anybody's way. There is nothing to be

got by poisoning you. If she were to murder me there would bo

something reasonable in it, something that one could pardon ; but

in torturing you she is instigated by a vile ambition. She is afraid,

lest her own position should be tarnished by an inferior marriage
on your part. There would be something noble in killing me for

the sake of dear little Fred. She would be getting something for

him who, of course, is most dear to her. But the other is the

meanest vanity ;
and I will not stand it."

This conversation took place early in October, when they had
been some weeks at Trafford Park. Hampstead had come and

gone, as was his wont, never remaining there above two or three

days at a time. Lord Kingsbury, who was ill at ease, had run
hither and thither about the country, looking after this or the

other property, and staying for a day or two with this or the other

friend. The Marchioness had declined to invite any friends to the

house, declaring to her husband that the family was made unfit for

gaiety by the wicked conduct of _his eldest daughter. There was
no attempt at shooting the pheasants, or even preparing to shoot

them, so great was the general depression. Mr. Greenwood was
there, and was thrown into very close intercourse with her lady-

ship. He fully sympathized with her ladyship. Although he had

always agreed with the Marquis, as he had not forgotten to tell

"George Eoden during that interview in London, in regard to his

lordship's early political tenets, nevertheless his mind was so

constituted that he was quite at one with her ladyship as to the

disgraceful horror of low associations for noble families. Not only
did he sympathize as to the abomination of the Post Office clerk,
but he sympathized also fully as to the positive unfitness which
Lord Hampstead displayed for that station in life to which he had
been called. Mr. Greenwood would sigh and wheeze and groan
when the future prospects of the House of Trafford were discussed
between him and her ladyship. It might be, or it might not be,

well, so he kindly put it in talking to the Marchioness, that a
nobleman should indulge himself with liberal politics ;

but it was
dreadful to think that the heir to a great title should condescend to

opinions worthy of a radical tailor. For Mr. Greenwood agreed
with Lord Hampstead about the tailor. Lord Hampstead seemed
to him to be a matter simplyjfor sorrow, not for action. Nothing,
he thought, could be done in regard to Lord Hampstead. Time,
time that destroys but which also cures so many things, would
no doubt have its effect; so that Lord Hampstead might in the
fulness of years live to be as staunch a supporter of his class as any
"Duke or Marquis living. Or perhaps, perhaps, it might be that
the Lord would take him. Mr. Greenwood saw that this remark
was more to the purpose, and at once went to work with the

Peerage, and found a score of cases in which, within half-a-century,
the second brother had risen to the title. It seemed, indeed, to be
Ihe case that a peculiar mortality attached itself to the eldest
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sons of Peers. This -was comforting. But there was not in it so
much ground for positive action as at the present moment existed
in regard to Lady Frances. On this matter there was a complete
unison of spirit between the two friends.

Mr. Greenwood had seen the objectionable young man, and
could say how thoroughly objectionable he was at all points, how
vulgar, flippant, ignorant, impudent, exactly what a clerk in the
Post Office might be expected to be. Any severity, according to
Mr. Greenwood, would be justified in keeping the two young persons
apart. Gradually Mr. Greenwood learnt to talk of the female young
person with very little of that respect which he showed to other
members of the family. In this way her ladyship came to regard
Lady Frances as though she were not Lady Frances at all, as

though she were some distant Fanny Trafford, a girl of bad taste

and evil conduct, who had unfortunately been brought into the

family on grounds of mistaken charity.

Things had so gone on at Trafford, that Trafford had hardly
been preferable to Kiinigsgraaf. Indeed, at Konigsgraaf there had
been no Mr. Greenwood, and Mr. Greenwood had certainly added
much to the annoyances which poor Lady Frances was made to

bear. In this condition of things she had written to her 'brother,,

begging him to come to her. He had come, and thus had taken

place the conversation which has been given above.

On the same day Hampstead saw his father and discussed the
matter with him

;
that matter, and, as will be seen, some others

also.
" "What on earth do you wish me to do about her ?

" asked
the Marquis.

" Let her come and live with me at Hendon. If you will let me
have the house I will take all the rest upon myself."

"
Keep an establishment of your own ?

"

" Why not ? If I found I couldn't afford it I'd give up the

hunting and stick to the yacht."
"
It isn't about money," said the Marquis, shaking his head.

" Her ladyship never liked Hendon for herself."
" Nor is it about the house. You might have the hoxise arid

welcome. But how can I give up my charge over your sister just
when I know that she is disposed to do just what she ought
not?"

" She won't be a bit more likely to do it there than here," said
the brother.

" He would be quite close to her."
" You may take this for granted, sir, that no two persons would

be more thoroughly guided by a sense of duty than my sister and

George Eoden."
" Did she show her duty when she allowed herself to be engaged

lo a man like that without saying a word to any of her family ?
"

" She told her ladyship as soon as it occurred."
" She should not have allowed it to have occurred at all. It is

nonsense talking like that. You cannot mean to say that such <i

girl as your sister is entitled to do what she likes with herself with-
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out consulting any of her family, even to accepting such a man as

this for her lover."
" 1 hardly know/' said Hampstead, thoughtfully.
" You ought to know. I know. Everybody knows. It is

nonsense talking like that."
"
I doubt whether people do know," said Hampstead.

" She
is twenty-one, and as far as the law goes might, I believe, walk oxit

of the house, and marry any man she pleases to-morrow. You as

her father have no authority over her whatever;
"

here the indig-
nant father jumped up from his chair

;
but his son went on with

his speech, as though determined not to be interrupted,
"
except

what may come to you by her good feeling, or else from the fact

that she as dependent on you for her maintenance."
" Good G !

" shouted the Marquis.
" I think this is about the truth of it. Young ladies do subject

themselves to the authority of their parents from feeling, from love,
and from dependence ; but, as far as I understand in the matter,

they are not legally subject beyond a certain age."
" You'd talk the hind legs off a dog."
" I wish I could. But one may say a few words without being

so eloquent as that. If such is the case I am not sure that Fanny
has been morally wrong. She may have been foolish. I think she
has been, because I feel that the marriage is not suitable for her."

" Noblesse oblige," said the Marquis, putting his hand upon his

bosom.
"No doubt. Nobility, whatever may be its nature, imposes

bonds on us. And if these bonds be not obeyed, then nobility ceases.

But I deny that any nobility can bind us to any conduct which we
believe to be wrong."

" Who has said that it does ?
"

"
Nobility," continued the son, not regarding his father's question,

'" cannot bind me to do that which you or others think to be right,
if I do not approve it myself."

"What on earth are you driving at?"
" You imply that because I belong to a certain order, or my

sister, we are bound to those practices of life which that order

regards with favour. This I deny both on her behalf- and my own.
I didn't make myself the eldest son of an English peer. I do

acknowledge that as very much has been given to me in the way
of education, of social advantages, and even of money, a higher line

of conduct is justly demanded from me than from those who have
been less gifted. So far, noblesse oblige. But before I undertake
the duty thus imposed upon me, I must find out what is that higher
line of conduct. Fanny should do the same. In marrying George
Boden she would do better, according to your maxim, than in giving
herself to some noodle of a lord who from first to last will have

nothing to be proud of beyond his acres and his title."

The Marquis had been walking about the room impatiently,
while his didactic son was struggling to explain his own theory as
to those words noblesse oblige. Nothing could so plainly express the
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feelings of the Marquis on the occasion as that illustration of his

as to the dog's hind legs. But he was a little ashamed of it, and
did not dare to use it twice on the same occasion. He fretted and
fumed, and would have stopped Hampstead had it been possible ;

but Hampstead was irrepressible when he had become warm on his

own themes, and his father knew that he must listen on to tho

bitter end.
" I won't have her go to Hendon at all," he said, when

his son had finished.

"Then you will understand little of her nature, or of mine.
Roden will not come near her there. I can hardly be sure that he
will not do so here. Here Fanny will feel that she is being treated
as an enemy."

" You have no right to say so."
" There she will know that you have done much to promote her

happiness. I will give you my assurance that she will neither see

him nor write to him. She has promised as much to me herself,
and I can trust her."

" Why should she be so anxious to leave her natural home ?
"

"
Because," said Hampstead boldly, "she has lost her natural

mother." The Marquis frowned awfully at hearing this.
" I have

not a word to say against my stepmother as to myself. I will not
nccuse her of anything as to Fanny, except that they thoroughly
misunderstand each other. You must see it yourself, sir." The
Marquis had seen it very thoroughly.

" And Mr. Greenwood has
taken upon himself to speak to her, which was, I think, very
impertinent."" I never authorized him."

"But he did. Her ladyship no doubt authorized him. The
end of it is that Fanny is watched. Of course she will not bear
a continuation of such misery. Why should she ? It will be better

that she should come to me than be driven to go off with her lover."

Before the week was over the Marquis had yielded. Hendon
Hall was to be given up altogether to Lord Hampstead, and his

sister was to be allowed to live with him as the mistress of his

house. She was to come in the course of next month, and remain
there at any rate till the spring. There would be a difficulty about
the hunting, no doubt, but that Hampstead if necessary was pre-

pared to abandon for the season. He thought that perhaps he might
be able to run down twice a week to the Vale of Aylesbury, going
across from Hendon to the Willesden Junction. He would at auy
rate make his sister's comfort the first object of his life, and would
take care that in doing so George Eoden should be excluded alto-

gether from the arrangement.
The Marchioness was paralyzed when she heard that Lady

Frances was to be taken away, to be taken into the direct neigh-
bourhood of London and the Post Office. Very many words she
said to her husband, and often the Marquis vacillated. But, when
once the promise was given, Lady Frances was strong enough to

demand its fulfilment. It was on this occasion that the Marchioness
first allowed herself to speak to Mr. Greenwood with absolute dis-
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approval of her husband.
" To Hendon Hall!

"
said Mr. Greenwood,

holding up his hands with surprise when the project was explained.
"
Yes, indeed ! It does seem to me to be the most, most

improper sort of thing to do."
" He can walk over there every day as soon as he has got rid of

the letters." Mr. Greenwood probably thought that George Eoden
was sent about with the Post Office bags.

" Of course they will meet."
" I fear so, Lady Kingsbury."
"
Hampstead will arrange that for them."

"
No, no !

"
said the clergyman, as though he were bound on

behalf of the family to repudiate an idea that was so damnatory to.

its honour.
"
It is just what he will do. Why else should he want to have

her there V With his ideas he would think it the best thing he
could do utterly to degrade us all. He has no idea of .the honour
of his brothers. How should he, when he is so anxious to sacrifice

his own sister? As for me, of course, he would do anything to

break my heart. He knows that I am anxious for his father's

name, and, therefore, he would disgrace me in any way that was-

possible. But that the Marquis should consent!"
" That is what I cannot understand," said Mr. Greenwood.
" There must be something in it, Mr. Greenwood, which they

mean to keep from me."
" The Marquis can't intend to give her to that young man !

"

"I don't understand it. I don't understand it at all," said
the Marchioness. " He did seem so firm about it. As for the girl

herself, I will never see her again after she has left my house in
such a fashion. And, to tell the truth, I never wish to see Hamp-
stead again. They are plotting against me

; and if there is any-
thing I hate it is a plot." In this way Mr. Greenwood and the
Marchioness became bound together in their great disapproval
of Lady Frances and her love.

CHAPTEK XI.

LADY PERSIFLAGE.

HAMPSTEAD rushed up to Hendon almost without seeing his

stepmother, intent on making preparations for his sister, and then,
before October was over, rushed back to fetch her. He was very
great at rushing, never begrudging himself any personal trouble in
what he undertook to do. When he left the house ho hardly spoke
to her ladyship. When he took Lady Frances away he was of
course bound to bid her adieu.

"
I think," he Baid,

" that Frances will be happy with me at
Hendon."

"I have nothing to do with it, literally nothing," said ih
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Marchioness, with her sternest frown.
" I wash my hands of the

whole concern."
" I am sure you would be glad that she should be happy."
" It is impossible that any one should be happy who misconducts

herself."
"
That, I think, is true."

" It is certainly true, with misconduct such as this."

"I quite agree with what you said first. But the question
remains as to what is misconduct. Now "

"I will not hear you, Hampstead; not a word. You can

persuade your father, I dare say, but you cannot persuade me.

Fanny has divorced herself from my heart for ever."
" I am sorry for that."

"And I'm bound to say that you are doing the same. It ia

better in some cases to be plain."
" Oh certainly ;

but not to be irrational."
" I am not irrational, and it is most improper for you to speak

to me in t&it way."
"Well, good-bye. I have no doubt it will come right some

of these days," said Hampstead, as he took his leave. Then he
carried his sister off to Hendon.

Previous to this there had been a great deal of unpleasantness
in the house. From the moment in which Lady Kingsbury had
heard that her stepdaughter was to go to her brother she had
refused even to speak to the unfortunate girl. As far as it was
possible she put her husband also into Coventry. She held daily
consultations with Mr. Greenwood, and spent most of her hours in

embracing, coddling, and spoiling those three unfortunate young
noblemen who were being so cruelly injured by their brother and
sister. One of her keenest pangs was in seeing how boisterously
the three bairns romped with " Jack " even after she had dismissed
him from her own good graces as utterly unworthy of her regard.
That night he positively brought Lord Gregory down into the

drawing-room in his night-shirt, having dragged the little urchin
out of his cot, as one might do who was on peculiar terms of

friendship with the mother. Lord Gregory was in Elysium, but
the mother tore the child from the shiner's arms, and carried him
back in anger to the nursery.

"
Nothing does children so much good as disturbing them in

their sleep," said Lord Hampstead, turning to his father ; but the

anger of the Marchioness was too serious a thing to allow of a

joke.
" From this time forth for evermore she is no child of mine,"

said Lady Kingsbury the next morning to her husband, as soon as

the carriage had taken the two sinners away from the door.
"
It is very wrong to say that. She is your child, and must be

your child."
"

I have divorced her from my heart
;

and also Lord Hamp-
stead. How can it be otherwise, when they are both in [rebellion

against me ? Now there will be this disgraceful marriage. Would
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you wish that I should receive the Post Office clerk here as my
son-in-law ?

"

" There won't be any disgraceful marriage," said the Marquis.
" At least, what I mean is, that it will be much less likely at

Hendon than here."
" Less likely than here ! Here it would have been impossible.

There they will be all together."
" No such thing," said the Marquis.

"
Hampstead will see to

that. And she too has promised me."
" Pshaw !

"
exclaimed the Marchioness.

" I won't have you say Pshaw to me when I tell you. Fanny
always has kept her word to me, and I don't in the least doubt her.

Had she remained here your treatment would have induced her to

run away with him at the first word."
" Lord Kingsbury," said the offended lady,

" I have always done

my duty by the children of your first marriage as a mother should

do. I have found them to be violent, and altogether unaware of

the duties which their position should impose upon them. It was

only yesterday that Lord Hampstead presumed to call me irrational.

I have borne a great deal from them, and can bear no more. I

wish you would have found some one better able to control their

conduct." Then, with a stately step, she stalked out of the room.
Under these circumstances, the house was not comfortable to any
of the inhabitants.

As soon as her ladyship had reached her own apartments after

this rough interview she seated herself at the table, and commenced
a letter to her sister, Lady Persiflage, in which she proceeded to

give a detailed account of all her troubles and sufferings. Lady
Persiflage, who was by a year or two the younger of the two, filled

a higher position in society than that of the Marchioness herself.

She was the wife only of an Earl
; but the Earl was a Knight of the

Garter, Lord Lieutenant of his County, and at the present moment
Secretary of State for the Home Department. The Marquis had
risen to no such honours as these. Lord Persiflage was a peculiar
man. Nobody quite knew of what his great gifts consisted. But
it was acknowledged of him that he was an astute diplomat ;

that
the honour of England was safe in his hands

;
and that no more

perfect courtier ever gave advice to a well-satisfied sovereign. He
was beautiful to look at, with his soft grey hair, his bright eyes, and
well-cut features. He was much of a dandy, and, though he was
known to be nearer seventy than sixty years of age, he maintained
an appearance of almost green juvenility. Active he was not, nor

learned, nor eloquent. But he knew how to hold his own, and had
held it for many years. He had married his wife when she was
very young, and she had become, first a distinguished beauty, and
then a leader of fashion. Her sister, our Marchioness, had been

past thirty when she married, and had never been quite so much in
the world's eye as her sister, Lady Persiflage. And Lady Persiflage
was the mother of her husband's heir. The young Lord Hautboy,
her eldest son, was now just of age. Lady Kingsbury looked upon
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him as all that the heir to an earldom ought to be. His mother,
too, was proud of him, for he was beautiful as a young Phoebus.
The Earl, his father, was not always as well pleased, because his

son had already achieved a knack of spending money. The
Persiflage estates were somewhat encumbered, and there seemed to

be a probability that Lord Hautboy might create further trouble.

Such was the family to whom collectively the Marchioness looked
for support in her unhappiness. The letter which she wrote to her
sister on the present occasion was as follows :

"
Trafford Park,"

Saturday, October 25th.

"My. DEAR GERALDINE,
" I take up my pen to write to you with a heart laden

with trouble. Things have become so bad with rue that I do not
know where to turn myself unless you can give me comfort. I am
beginning to feel how terrible it is to have undertaken the position
of mother to another person's children. God knows I have en-

deavoured to do my duty. Bat it has all been in vain. Every-
thing is over now. I have divided myself for ever from Hampstead
and from Fanny. I have felt myself compelled to tell their father

that I have divorced them from my heart
;
and I have told Lord

Hampstead the same. You will understand how terrible must have
been the occasion when I found myself compelled to take such a

step as this.
" You know how dreadfully shocked I was when she first

revealed to me the fact that she had promised to marry that Post
Office clerk. .The young man had actually the impudence to call

on Lord Kingsbury in London, to offer himself as a son-in-law.

Kingsbury very properly would not see him, but instructed Mr.
Greenwood to do so. Mr. Greenwood has behaved very well in the

matter, and is a great comfort to me. I hope we may bo able to do

something for him some day. A viler or more ill-conditioned young
man he says that he never saw; insolent, too, and talking as

though he had as much right to ask for Fanny's hand as though
he were one of the same class. As for that, she would deserve

nothing better than to be married to such a man, were it not that
all the world would know how closely she is connected with my
own darling boys !

"Then we took her off to Kouigsgraaf; 'and such a time as
I had with her! She would write letters to this wretch, and
contrived to receive one. I did stop that, but you cannot conceive
what a life she led me. Of course I have felt from the first that
she would be divided from her brothers, because one never knows
how early bad morals may be inculcated ! Then her papa came,
and Hampstead, who in all this has encouraged his sister. The
young man is his friend. After this who will say that any noble-
man ought to call himself what they call a Liberal ? Then we
came home ; and what do you think has happened ? Hampstead
has taken his sister to live with him at Hendou, next door, as you
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may say, to the Post Office clerk, where the young man has made
himself thoroughly at home; and Kingsbury has permitted it!

Oh, Geraldine, that is the worst of it ! Am I not justified in

declaring that I have divorced them from my heart ?
" You can hardly feel as I do, you, whose son fills so well that

position which an eldest son ought to fill ! Here am I with my
darlings, not only under a shade, but with this disgrace before

them which they will never be able altogether to get rid of. I can
divorce Hampstead and his sister from my heart ;

but they will still

be in some sort brother and sister to my poor boys. How am I to

teach them to respect their elder brother, who I suppose must in

course of time become Head of the House, when he is hand and

glove with a dreadful young man such as that ! Am I not justified

in declaring that no communication shall be kept up between the

two families ? If she marries the man she will of course drop the

name ;
but yet all the world will know because of the title. As for

him, I am afraid that there is no hope; although it is odd that

the second son does so very often come to the title. If you look

into it you will find that the second brother has almost a better

chance than the elder, although I am sure that nothing of the

kind will ever happen to dear Hautboy. But he knows how to live

in that state of life to which it has pleased God to call him ! Do
write to me at once, and tell rne what I ought to do with a due

regard to the position to which I have been called upon to fill in
the world.

" Your most affectionate sister,

"CLARA KINGSBTJBT.
"P.S. Do remember poor Mr. Greenwood if Lord Persiflage

should know how to do something for a clergyman. He is getting
old, and Kingsbury has never been able to do anything for him. I

hope the Liberals never will be able to do anything for anybody.
I don't think Mr. Greenwood would be fit for any duty, because he
has been idle all his life, and is now fond of good living ; but a

deanery would just suit him."

After the interval of a fortnight Lady Kingsbury received a

reply from her sister which the reader may as well see at once.

" Castle Hautboy,
"November 9th.

"MY DEAR CLARA,
" I don't know that there is anything further to be done

about Fanny. As for divorcing her from your heart, I don't

suppose that it amounts to much. I advise you to keep on good
terms with Hampstead, because if anything were to happen, it is

always well for the Dowager to be friends with the heir. If Fanny
will marry the man she must. Lady Di Peacocke married Mr.
Billyboy, who was a clerk in one of the offices. They made him
Assistant Secretary, and they now live in Portugal Street and do
very well. I see Lady Diana about everywhere. Mr. Billyboy
can't keep a carriage for her, but that of course is her look-out.
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^ As to idiat you say about second sons succeeding, don't think

of it. It -would get you into a biid frame of mind, and make you
hate the very person upon whom you will probably have to depend
for much of your comfort.

" I think you should take things easier, and, above all, do not
trouble your husband. I am sure he could make himself very
unpleasant if he were driven too far. Persiflage has no clerical

patronage whatever, and would not interfere about Deans or Bishops
for all the world. I suppose he could appoint a Chaplain to an

Embassy, but your clergyman seems to be too old and too idle for

that.
" Your affectionate sister,

" GEBALDINE PERSIFLAGE."

This letter brought very little comfort to the distracted

Marchioness. There was much in it so cold that it offended her

deeply, and for a moment prompted her almost to divorce also

Lady Persiflage from her heart. Lady Persiflage seemed to think
that Fanny should be absolutely encouraged to marry the Post
Office clerk, because at some past period some Lady Diana, who at

the time was near fifty, had married a clerk also. It might be that

a Lady Diana should have run away with a groom, but would that
be a reason why so monstrous a crime should be repeated ? And
then in this letter there was so absolute an absence of all affec-

tionate regard for her own children ! She had spoken with great
love of Lord Hautboy ; but then Lord Hautboy was the acknow-

ledged heir, whereas her own children were nobodies. In this

there lay the sting. And then she felt herself to have been rebuked
because she had hinted at the possibility of Lord Hampstead's
departure for a better world. Lord Hampstead was mortal, as well
as others. And why should not his death be contemplated,
especially as it would confer so great a benefit on the world at

large ? Her sister's letter persuaded her of nothing. The divorce
should remain as complete as ever. She would not condescend to

think of any future advantages which might accrue to her from

any intimacy with her stepson. Her dower had been regularly
settled. Her aaty was to her own children, and secondly to her
husband. If she could succeed in turning him against these two
wicked elder children, then she would omit to do nothing which
might rendei his life pleasant to him. Such were the resolutions

which she formed on receipt of her sister's letter.

About this time Lord Kingsbury found it necessary to say a few
words to Mr. Greenwood. There had not of late been much
sokession of kindness from the Marquis to the clergyman. Since
tneir return from Germany his lordship had been either taciturn
or cross. Mr. Greenwood took this very much to heart. For
though he was most anxious to assure to himself the friendship of
the Marchioness he did not at all wish to neglect the Marquis. It
was in truth on the Marquis that he depended for everything that
he ha4 in the wgrld. The Marquis could send him out of the house
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to-morrow, and if this house were closed to him, none other, as

far as he knew, would be open to him except the Union. He had

lived delicately all his life, and luxuriously, but fruitlessly as

regarded the gathering of any honey for future wants. Whatever

small scraps of preferment might have come in his way had been

rejected as having been joined with too much of labour and too little

of emolument. He had gone on hoping that so great a man as the

Marquis would be able to do something for him, thinking that he

might at any rate fasten his patron closely to him by bonds of

affection. This had been in days before the coming of the present

Marchioness. At first she had not created any special difficulty for

him. She did not at once attempt to overthrow the settled politics

of the family, and Mr. Greenwood had been allowed to be blandly

liberal. But during the last year or two, great management had

been necessary. By degrees he had found it essential to fall into

the conservative views of her ladyship, which extended simply to

the idea that the cream of the earth should be allowed to be the

cream of the earth. It is difficult in the same house to adhere to

two political doctrines, because the holders of each will require

support at all general meetings. Gradually the Marchioness had
become exigeant, and the Marquis was becoming aware that he was

being thrown over. A feeling of anger was growing up in his mind
which he did not himself analyze. When he heard that the clergy-

man had taken upon himself to lecture Lady Frances, for it was
thus he read the few words which his son had spoken to him, he

carried his anger with him for a day or two, till at last he found an

opportunity of explaining himself to the culprit.
" Lady Frances will do very well where she is," said the Marquis,

in answer to some expression of a wish as to his daughter's com-
fort.

"
Oh, no doubt !

"

" I am not sure that I am fond of too much, interference in such

matters."
' Have I interfered, my lord ?

"

'
I do not mean to find any special fault on this occasion."

'
I hope not, my lord."

' But you did speak to Lady Frances when I think it might
have been as well that you should have held your tongue."

' I had been instructed to see that young man in London."
'

Exactly ;
but not to say anything to Lady Frances."

' I had known her ladyship so many years !

"

' Do not drive me to say that you had known her too long."
Mr. Greenwood felt this to be very hard

;
for what he had said

to Lady Frances he had in truth said under instruction. That last

speech as to having perhaps known the young lady too long seemed
to contain a terrible threat. He was thus driven to fall back upon
his instructions.

" Her ladyship seemed to think that perhaps a
word in season

"

The Marquis felt this to be cowardly, and was more inclined to

be angry with his old friend than if he had stuck to that former
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plea of old friendship.
" I will not have interference in this house,

and there's an end of it. If I wish you to do anything for me I will

tell you. That is all. If you please nothing more shall be said

about it. The subject is disagreeable to me."
* *****

" Has the Marquis said anything about Lady Frances since she

went ?
"

the Marchioness asked the clergyman the next morning.
How was he to hold his balance between them if he was to be

questioned by both sides in this way ?
" I suppose he has men-

tioned her ?
"

' He just mentioned the name one day."
'Well?"
' I rather think that he does not wish to be interrogated about

her ladyship."
' I dare say not. Is he anxious to have her back again ?

"

' That I cannot say, Lady Kingsbury. I should think he must
be.'

' Of course I shall be desirous to ascertain the tnith. He has
been so unreasonable that I hardly know how to speak to him
myself. I suppose he tells you !

"

" I rather think his lordship will decline to speak about her

ladyship just at present."" Of course it is necessary that I should know. Now that she
has chosen to take herself off I shall not choose to live under the

same roof with her again. If Lord Kingsbury speaks to you on
the subject you should make him understand that." Poor Mr.
Greenwood felt that there were thorny paths before him, in which
it might be very difficult to guard his feet from pricks. Then he
had to consider if there were to be two sides in the house, strongly

opposed to each other, with which would it be best for him to take
a part ? The houses of the Marquis, with all their comforts, were

open for him
;
but the influence of Lord Persiflage was very great,

whereas that of the Marquis was next to nothing.

CHAPTER XII.

CASTLE HAUTBOY.

" YOU'D better ask the old Traffords down here for a few weeks.

Hampstead won't shoot, but he can hunt with the Braeside harriers."

This was the answer made by Lord Persiflage to his wife when
he was told by her of that divorce which had taken place at

Trafford Park, and of the departure of Lady Frances for Hendon.

Hampstead and Lady Frances were the old Traffords. Lord
Persiflage, too, was a Conservative, but his politics were of a very
different order from those entertained by his sister-in-law. He was,
above all a man of the world. He had been our Ambassador at

St. Petersburg, and was now a Member of the Cabinet. He liked
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the good things of office, but had* no idea of quarrelling with a
Eadical because he was a Eadical. He cared very little as to the

opinions of his guests, if they could make themselves either pleasant
or useful. He looked upon his sister-in-law as an old fool, and had
no idea of quarrelling with Hampstead for her sake. If the girl per-
sisted in making a bad match she must take the consequences. No
great harm would come, except to her. As to the evil done to his
"
order," that did not affect Lord Persiflage at all. He did not

expect his order to endure for ever. All orders become worn out
in time, and effete. He had no abhorrence for anybody ;

but he
likedwpleasant people ;

he liked to treat everything as a joke ;
and

he liked the labours of his not unlaborious life to be minimised.

Having given his orders about the old Traffords, as he called them
in reference to the "darlings," he said nothing more on the subject.

Lady Persiflage wrote a note to "Dear Fanny," conveying the
invitation in three words, and received a reply to the effect that
she and her brother would be at Castle Hautboy before the end
of November. Hampstead would perhaps bring a couple of horses,
but he would put them up at the livery stables at Penrith.

" How do you do, Hampstead ?
"
said Persiflage when he first

met his guest before dinner on the day of the arrival. "You
haven't got rid of everything yet ?

"

This question was supposed to refer to Lord Hampstead's
revolutionary tendencies.

" Not quite so thoroughly as we hope
to do soon."

"I always think it a great comfort that in our country the

blackguards are so considerate. I must own that we do very
little for them, and yet they never knock us over the head or shoot

at us, as they do in Eussia and Germany and France." Then
he passed on, having said quite enough for one conversation.

" So you've gone off to Hendon to live with your brother?" said

Lady Persiflage to her niece.

"Yes; indeed," said Lady Fanny, blushing at the implied
allusion to her low-born lover which was contained in this question.

But Lady Persiflage had no idea of saying a word about the

lover, or of making herself in any way unpleasant.
" I dare say

it will be very comfortable for you both," she said
;

" but we thought
you might be a little lonely till you got used to it, and therefore

asked you to come down for a week or two. The house is full of

people, and you will be sure to find some one that you know."
Not a word was said at Castle Hautboy as to those terrible things
which had occurred in the Trafford family.

Young Vivian was there, half, as he said, for ornament, but

partly for pleasure and partly for business. " He likes to have a

private secretary with him," he said to Hampstead,
" in order that

people might think there is something to do. As a rule they never
send anything down from the Foreign Office at this time of year.

. He always has a Foreign Minister or two in the house, or a few
Secretaries of Legation, and that gives an air of business. Nothing
would offend or surprise him so much as if one of them were to say
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a word about affairs. Nobody ever does, and therefore he is

supposed to be the safest Foreign Minister that we've had h\

Downing Street since old 's time."
"
Well, Hautboy."

"
Well, Hampstead." Thus the two heirs

greeted each other.
"
You'll come and shoot to-morrow ?

"
asked

the young host.
" I never shoot. I thought all the world knew that."
" The best cock-shooting in all England," said Hautboy.

" But
we shan't come to that for the next month."

"Cocks or hens, pheasants, grouse, or partridge, rabbits or

hares, it's all one to me. I couldn't hit 'em if I would, and I

wouldn't if I could."
" There is a great deal in the couldn't," said Hautboy.

" As for

hunting, those Braeside fellows go out two or three times a week.
But it's a wretched sort of affair. They hunt hares or foxes just as

they come, and they're always climbing up a ravine or tumbling
down a precipice."

"
I can climb and tumble as well as any one," said Hampstead.

So that question as to the future amusement of the guest was
settled.

But the glory of the house of Hauteville, Hauteville was the

Earl's family name, at present shone most brightly in the person
of the eldest daughter, Lady Amaldina. Lady Amaldina, who was
as beautiful in colour, shape, and proportion as wax could make
a Venus, was engaged to marry the eldest son of the Duke of

Merioneth. The Marquis of Llwddythlw was a young man about

forty years of age, of great promise, who had never been known to

do a foolish thing in his life, and his father was one of those half-

dozen happy noblemen, each of whom is ordinarily reported to be

the richest man in England. Lady Amaldina was not unnaturally

proud of her high destiny, and as the alliance had already been

advertised in all the newspapers, she was not unwilling to talk

about it. Lady Frances was not exactly a cousin, but stood in the

place of a cousin, and therefore was regarded as a good listener

for all the details which had to be repeated. It might be that Lady
Amaldina took special joy in having such a listener, because Lady
Frances herself had placed her own hopes so low. That story as

to the Post Office clerk was known to everybody at Castle Hautboy.

Lady Persiflage ridiculed the idea of keeping such things secret.

Having so much to be proud of in regard to her own children, she

thought that there should be no such secrets. If Fanny Trafford

did intend to marry the Post Office clerk it would be better that all

the world should know it beforehand. Lady Amaldina knew it,

and was delighted at having a confidante whose views and prospects

in life were so different from her own. " Of course, dear, you have

heard what is going to happen to me," she said, smiling.
" I have heard of your engagement with the son of the Duke of

Merioneth, the man with the terrible Welsh name."
" When you once know how to pronounce it, it is the prettiest

word that poetry ever produced!" Then Lady Amaldina did
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pronounce her future name; but nothing serviceable would bo

done for the reader if an attempt were made to write the sound

which she produced.
" I am not sure but what it was the name

which first won my heart. I can sign it now quite easily without

a mistake."
"It won't be long, I suppose, before you will have to do so

always?"
" An age, my dear ! The Duke's affairs are of such a nature,

and Llwddythlw is so constantly engaged in business, that I don't

suppose it will take place for the next ten years. What with

settlements, and entails, and Parliament, and the rest of it, I shall

be an old woman before I am, led to the hymeneal altar."
" Ten years !

"
said Lady Fanny.

"
Well, say ten months, which seems to be just as long."

"
Isn't he "in a hurry ?

"

"Oh, awfully; but what can he do, poor fellow? He is so

placed that he cannot have his affairs arranged for him in half-an-

hour, as other men can do. It is a great trouble having estates

so large and interests so complicated! Now there is one thing
I particularly want to ask you."

"What is it?"
" About being one of the bridesmaids."
" One can hardly answer for ten years hence."
" That is nonsense, of course. I am determined to have no girl

who has not a title. It isn't that I care about that kind of thing
in the least, but the Duke does. And then I think the list will

sound more distinguished in the newspapers, if all the Christian

names are given with the Lady before them. There are to be his

three sisters, Lady Anne, Lady Antoinette, and Lady Anatolia
;

then my two sisters, Lady Alphonsa and Lady Amelia. To be sure,

they are very young."
"
They may be old enough according to what you say.""
Yes, indeed. And then there will be Lady Arabella Portroyal,

and Lady Augusta Gelashires. I have got the list written out
somewhere, and there are to be just twenty.

"If the catalogue is finished there will hardly be room for

me."
" The Earl of Knocknacoppul's daughter has sent me word that

she must refuse, because her own marriage will take place first.

She would have put it off, as she is only going to marry an Irish

baronet, and because she is dying to have her name down as one of
the bevy, but he says that if she delays any longer he'll go on a
shooting expedition to the Bocky Mountains, and then perhaps he
might never come back. So there is a vacancy."

"I hardly like to make a promise so long beforehand. Perhaps
I might have a young man, and he might go off to the Kocky
Mountains."

" That's just what made me not put down your name at first.

Of course you know we've heard about Mr. Eoden."
"
I didn't know," said Lady Frances, blushing.
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" Oh dear, yes. Everybody knows it. And I think it such a

bravo thing to do, if you're really attached to him !

"

"I should never marry any man without being attached to

him," said Lady Frances.
" That's of course ! But I mean romantically attached. I don't

pretend to that kind of thing with Llwddythlw. I don't think

it necessary in a marriage of this kind. He is a great deal older

than I am, and is bald. I suppose Mr. Koden is very, very
handsome ?

"

" I have not thought much about that."
" I should have considered that one would want it for a marriage

of that kind. I don't know whether after all it isn't the best thing
to do. Eomance is so delicious !

"

" But then it's delicious to be a Duchess," said Lady Frances,
with the slightest touch of irony.

"
Oh, no doubt ! One has to look at it all round, and then to

form a judgment. It went a great way with papa, I know,
Llwddythlw being such a good man of business. He has been in

the Household, and the Queen will be sure to send a handsome
present. I expect to have the grandest show of wedding presents
that any girl has yet exhibited in England. Ever so many people
have asked mamma already as to what I should like best. Mr.

MacWhapple said out plain that he would go to a hundred and

fifty pounds. He is a Scotch manufacturer, and has papa's interest

in Wigtonshire. I suppose you don't intend to do anything very
grand in that way."

"I suppose not, as I don't know any Scotch manufacturers.
But my marriage, if I ever am married, is a thing so much of the
future that I haven't even begun to think of my dress yet."

"I'll tell you a secret," said Lady Amaldina, whispering." Mine is already made, and I've tried it on."
" You might get ever so much stouter in ten years," said Lady

Frances.
" That of course was joking. But we did think the marriage

would come off last June, and as we were in Paris in April the
order was given. Don't you tell anybody about that."

Then it was settled that the name of Lady Frances should be

put down on the list of bridesmaids, but put down in a doubtful

manner, as is done with other things of great importance.
A few days after Lord Hampstead's arrival a very great dinner-

party was given at the Castle, to which all the county round was
invited. Castle Hautboy is situated near Pooly Bridge, just in the

county of Westmoreland, on an eminence, giving it a grand prospect
over Ulleswater, which is generally considered to be one of the

Cumberland Lakes. Therefore the gentry from the two counties
were invited as far round as Penrith, Shap, Bampton, and Patterdale.

The Earl's property in that neighbourhood was scattered about

through the two counties, and was looked after by a steward, or

manager, who lived himself at Penrith, and was supposed to be very
efficacious in such duties. His name was Crocker ; and not only
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was he invited to the dinner, but also his son, who happened at thd

time to be enjoying the month's holiday which was allowed to him
by the authorities of the office in London to which he was attached.

The reader may remember that a smart young man of this

name sat at the same desk with George Epden at the General Post
Office. Young Crocker was specially delighted with the honour
done him on this occasion. He not only knew that his fellow-

clerk's friend, Lord Hampstead, was at the Castle, and his sister,

Lady Frances, with him
;
but he also knew that George Koden was

engaged to marry that noble lady ! Had he heard this before he
left London, he would probably have endeavoured to make some
atonement for his insolence to Boden; for he was in truth filled

with a strong admiration for the man who had before him the

possibility of such high prospers. But the news had only reached
him since he had been in the North. Now he thought that he

might possibly find an opportunity of making known to Lord
Hampstead his intimacy with Boden, and of possibly saying a word

just uttering a hint as to that future event.

It was long before he could find himself near enough to Lord
Hampstead to address him. He had even refused to return home
with his father, who did not like being very late on the road, saying
that he had got a lift into town in another conveyance. This he

did, with the prospect of having to walk six miles into Penrith in
his dress boots, solely with the object of saying a few words to

Boden's friend. At last he was successful.
" We have had what I call an extremely pleasant evening, my

lord." It was thus he commenced ;
and Hampstead, whose practice

it was to be specially graceful to any one whom he chanced to

meet but did not think to be a gentleman, replied very courteously
that the evening had been pleasant.

"
Quite a thing to remember," continued Crocker.

"
Perhaps one remembers the unpleasant things the longest,"

said Hampstead, laughing.
"Oh no, my lord, not that. I always forget the unpleasant.

That's what I call philosophy." Then he broke away into the

subject that was near his heart. "I wish our friend Boden had
been here, my lord."

" Is he a friend of yours ?
"

" Oh dear, yes ;
most intimate. We sit in the same room at

the Post Office. And at the same desk, as thick as thieves, as the

saying is. We often have a crack about your lordship."
" I have a great esteem for George Boden. He and I are really

friends. I know no one for whom I have a higher regard." This
he said with an earnest voice, thinking himself bound to express
his friendship more loudly than he would have done had the friend
been in his own rank of life.

" That's just what I feel. Boden is a man that will rise."
"
I hope so."

"He'll be sure to get something good before long. They'll
make him a Surveyor, qr Chief Clerk, or something of that kind
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I'll back him to have 500 a year before any man in the office.

There'll be a shindy about it, of course. There always is a shindy
when a fellow is put up out of his turn. But he needn't care for

that. They can laugh as win. Eh, my lord !

"

" He would be the last to wish an injustice to bo done for his

own good."
" We've got to take that as it comes, my lord. I won't say but

what I should like to go up at once to a senior class over other

men's heads. There isn't a chance of that, because I'm independent,
and the seniors don't like me. 'Old Jerningham is always down
upon me just for that reason. You ask Eoden, and he'll tell you
the same thing, my lord." Then came a momentary break in the

conversation, and Lord Hampstead was seizing advantage of it

to escape. But Crocker, who had taken enough wine to be bold,
saw the attempt, and intercepted it. He was desirous of letting
the lord know all that he knew. "Koden is a happy dog, my
lord."

"
Happy, I hope, though not a dog," said Hampstead, trusting

that he could retreat gracefully behind the joke.
"
Ha, ha, ha ! The dog only meant what a lucky fellow he is.

I have heard him speak in raptures of what is in store for him."
"What!"
"There's no happiness like married happiness; is there, my

lord?"
"
Upon my word, I can't say. Good night to you."" I hope you will come and see me and Koden at the office some

of these days."
"Good night, good night!" Then the man did go. For a

moment or two Lord Hampstead felt actually angry with his friend.

Could it be that Koden should make so little of his sister's name &*

to talk about her to the Post Office clerks, to so mean a felloV

as this ! And yet the man certainly knew the fact of the existing

engagement. Hampstead thought it impossible that it should have
travelled beyond the limits of his own family. It was natural that

Koden should have told his mother ; but unnatural, so Hampstead
thought, that his friend should have made his sister a subject o?

conversation to any one else. It was horrible to him that a stranger
such as that should have spoken to him about his sister at all.

But surely it was not possible that Koden should have sinned after

that fashion. He soon resolved that it was not possible. But how
grievous a thing it was that a girl's name should be made so

common in the mouths of men !

After that he sauntered into the smoking-room, where were

congregated the young men who were staying in the house.
" That's a kind of thing that happens only once a year," said Haut-

boy, speaking to all the party ;

" but I cannot, for the life of me,
see why it should happen at all."

" Your governor finds that it succeeds in the county," said one.
" He polishes off a whole heap at one go," said another.
"
It does help to keep a party together," said a third.
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" And enables a lot of people to talk of dining at Castle Hautboy
without lying," said a fourth.

" But why should a lot of people be enabled to say that they'd
dined here ?

" asked Hautboy.
"
I like to see my friends at dinner.

What did you think about it, Hampstead ?
"

"
It's all according to Hampstead's theories," said one.

"Only he'd have had the tinkers and the tailors too," said

another.
" And wouldn't have had the ladies and gentlemen," said a

third.
" I would have had the tailors and tinkers," said Hampstead,

" and I would have had the ladies and gentlemen too, if I could

have got them to meet the tailors and tinkers ;
but I would not

have had that young man who got me out into the hall just now."
"
Why, that was Crocker, the Post Office clerk," said Hautboy.

" Why shouldn't we have a Post Office clerk as well as some one

else ? Nevertheless, Crocker is a sad cad." In the mean time

Crocker was walking home to Penrith in his dress boots.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE BRAESIDE HARRIERS.

THE Braeside Harriers can hardly be called a "crack" pack of

hounds. Lord Hautboy had been right in saying that they were

always scrambling through ravines, and that they hunted whatever

they could find to hunt. Nevertheless, the men and the hounds
were in earnest, and did accomplish a fair average of sport under
difficult cinmmstances. No "Pegasus" or "

Littlelegs," or "Pig-
skin," ever sent accounts of wondrous runs from Cumberland or
Westmoreland to the sporting papers, in which the gentlemen who
had asked the special Pigskin of the day to dinner were described
as having been "in" at some "glorious finish" on their well-known
horses Banker or Buff, the horses named being generally those
which the gentlemen wished to sell. The names of gorses and
brooks had not become historic, as have those of Ranksborough
and Whissendine. Trains were not run to suit this or the other
meet. Gentlemen did not get out of fast drags with pretty little

aprons tied around their waists, like girls in a country house
coming down to breakfast. Not many perhaps wore pink coats,
and none pink tops. One horse would suffice for one day's work.
An old assistant huntsman in an old red coat, with one boy mounted
on a ragged pony, served for an establishment. The whole thing
was despicable in the eyes of men from the Quorn and Cottesmore.
But there was some wonderful riding and much constant sport with
the Braeside Harriers, and the country had given birth to certainly
the best hunting song in the language :
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Do you ken John Peel with his coat so gay ;

Do you ken John Peel at the break of day ;

Do you ken John Peel when he's far, far away
With his hounds and his horn in the morning ?

Such as the Braeside Harriers were, Lord Hampstead determined
to make the experiment, and on a certain morning had himself
driven to Cronelloe Thorn, a favourite meet half-way between Pen-
rith and Keswick.

I hold that nothing is so likely to be permanently prejudicial to

the interest of hunting in the British Isles ns a certain flavour of

tip-top fashion which has gradually enveloped it. There is a

pretence of grandeur about that and, alas, about other sports also,

which is, to my thinking, destructive of all sport itself. Men will not
shoot unless game is made to appear before them in clouds. They
will not fish unless the rivers be exquisite. To row is nothing
unless you can be known as a national hero. Cricket requires

appendages which are troublesome and costly, and by which the

minds of economical fathers are astounded. To play a game of

hockey in accordance with the times you must have a specially
trained pony and a gaudy dress. Racquets have given place to

tennis because tennis is costly. In all these cases the fashion of the

game is much more cherished than the game itself. But in nothing
is this feeling so predominant as in hunting. For the management
of a pack, as packs are managed now, a huntsman needs must be a

great man himself, and three mounted subordinates are necessary, as

at any rate for two of these servants a second horse is required. A
hunt is nothing in the world unless it goes out four times a week at

least. A run is nothing unless the pace be that of a steeplechase.
Whether there be or be not a fox before the hounds is of little conse-

quence to the great body of riders. A bold huntsman who can mako
a dash across country from one covert to another, and who can so

train his hounds that they shall run as though game were before

them, is supposed to have provided good sport. If a fox can be killed

in covert afterwards so much the better for those who like to talk of

their doings. Though the hounds brought no fox with them, it is

of no matter. "When a fox does run according to his nature he is

reviled as a useless brute, because he will not go straight across

country. But the worst of all is the attention given by men to

things altogether outside the sport. Their coats and waistcoats,
their boots and breeches, their little strings and pretty scarfs, their

saddles and bridles, their dandy knick-knacks, and, above all, their

flasks, are more to many men than aught else in the day's proceed-

ings. I have known girls who have thought that their first

appearance in the ball-room, when all was fresh, unstained, and

perfect from the milliner's hand, was the one moment of rapture for

the evening. I have sometimes felt the same of young sportsmen
at a Leicestershire or Northamptonshire meet. It is not that they
will not ride when the occasion comes. They are always ready
enough to break their bones. There is no greater mistake than to

suppose that dandyism is antagonistic to pluck. The fault is that
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men train themselves to care for nothing that is not as costly at

unlimited expenditure can make it. Thus it comes about that th

real love of sport is crushed under a desire for fashion. A man will

be almost ashamed to confess that he hunts in Essex or Sussex,
because the proper thing is to go down to the Shires. Grass, nc-

doubt, is better than ploughed land to ride upon; but, taking
together the virtues and vices of all hunting counties, I doubt
whether better sport is not to be found in what I will venture to

call the haunts of the clodpoles, than among the palmy pastures of

the well-breeched beauties of Leicestershire.

Braeside Harriers though they were, a strong taste for foxes had

lately grown up in the minds of men and in the noses of hounds.
Blank days they did not know, because a hare would serve the
turn if the nobler animal were not forthcoming ; but ideas of pre-

serving had sprung up ; steps were taken to solace the minds ox

old women who had lost their geese ;
and the Braeside Harrier?,

though they had kept their name, were gradually losing their

character. On this occasion the hounds were taken off to draw a
covert instead of going to a so-ho, as regularly as though they were
advertised among the fox-hounds in The Times* It was soon
known that Lord Hampstead was Lord Hampstead, and he was
welcomed by the field. What matter that he was a revolutionary
Radical if he could ride to hounds ? At any rate, he was the son of
a Marquis, and was not left to that solitude which sometimes falls-

upon a man who appears suddenly as a stranger among strangers
on a hunting morning.

"
I am glad to see you out, my lord," said

Mr. Amblethwaite, the Master. " It isn't often that we get recruits-

from Castle Hautboy."
"
They think a good deal of shooting there."

" Yes
;
and they keep their horses in Northamptonshire. Lord

Hautboy does his hunting there. The Earl, I think, never comes-
out now."

" 1 dare say not. He has all the foreign nations to look after."

"I suppose he has his hands pretty full," said Mr. Amblethwaite.
'' L know I have mine just. at this time of the year. Where do you
think these hounds ran their fox to last Friday ? We found him
outside of the Lowther Woods, near the village of Clifton. They
took him straight over Shap Fell, and then turning sharp to the

right, went all along Hawes Wall and over High Street into-

Troutbeck."
" That's all among the mountains," said Hampstead." Mountains ! I should think so. I have to spend half my time

among the mountains."
" But you couldn't ride over High Street ?

"

"
No, we couldn't ride

; not there. But we had to make our
way round, some of us, and some of them went on foot. Dick
never lost sight of the hounds the whole day." Dick was the boy
who rode the ragged pony.

" When we found 'em there he was with
half the hounds around him, and the fox's brush stuck in his cap,"

"How did you get home that night?" asked Hampstead.



THE BRAESIDE HAEKIERS. 81

"Home! I didn't get home at all. It was pitch dark before we
got the rest of the hounds together. Some of them we didn't find

till next day. I had to go and sleep at Bowness, and thought
myself very lucky to get a bed. Then I had to ride home next day
over Kirkstone Fell. That's what I call something like work for a
man and horse. There's a fox in there, my lord, do you hear them ?

Then Mr. Amblethwaite bustled away to assist at the duty of

getting the fox to break.
"I'm glad to see that you're fond of this kind of thing, my

lord," said a voice in Hampstead's ear, which, though he had only
heard it once, he well remembered. It was Crocker, the guest at

the dinner-party, Crocker, the Post Office clerk.
"
Yes," said Lord Hampstead,

"
I am very fond of this kind of

thing. That fox has broken, I think, at the other side of the

coyer."
Then he trotted off down a little lane between two loose-

built walls, so narrow that there was no space for two men to ride

abreast. His object at that moment was to escape Crocker rather

than to look after the hounds.

They were in a wild country, not exactly on a mountain side,
but among hills which not far off grew into mountains, where
cultivation of the rudest kind was just beginning to effect its

domination over human nature. There was a long spinney rather

than a wood stretching down a bottom, through which a brook
ran. It would now cease, and then renew itself, so that the trees,

though not absolutely continuous, were nearly so for the distance

of half a mile. The ground on each side was rough with big
stones, and steep in some places as they went down the hill. But
still it was such that huntsmen could gallop on it. The fox made
his way along the whole length, and then traversing, so as to avoid
the hounds, ran a ring up the hillside, and back into the spinney
again. Among the horsemen many declared that the brute must
be killed unless he would make up his mind for a fair start. Mr.
Amblethwaite was very busy, hunting the hounds himself, and
intent rather on killing the fox fairly than on the hopes of a run.

Perhaps he was not desirous of sleeping out another night on the

far side of Helvellyn. In this way the sportsmen galloped up and
down the side of the wood till the feeling arose, as it does on such

occasions, that it might be well for a man to stand still awhile and

spare his horse, in regard to the future necessities of the day.
Lord Hampstead did as others were doing, and in a moment
Crocker was by his side. Crocker was riding an animal which his

father was wont to drive about the country, but one well known in

the annals of the Braeside Harriers. It was asserted of him that

the fence was not made which he did not know how to creep over.

Of jumping, such as jumping is supposed to be in the shires, he
knew nothing. He was, too, a bad hand at galloping, but with a

shambling, half-cantering trot, which he had invented for himself,
he could go along all day, not very quickly, but in such fashion as

never to be left altogether behind. He was a flea-bitten horse, if

my readers know "what that is, a flea-bitten roan, or white covered
o
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with small red spots. Horses of this colour arc ugly to look at,

but are very seldom bad animals. Such as he was, Crocker, who
did not ride much when up in London, was very proud of him.

Crocker was dressed in a green coat, which in a moment of

extravagance he had had made for hunting, and in brown breeches,

in which he delighted to display himself on all possible occasions.
" My lord," he said,

"
you'd hardly think it, but I believe this horse

to be the best hunter in Cumberland."
" Is he, indeed ? Some horse of course must be the best, and

why not yours ?
"

"There's nothing he can't do; nothing. His jumping is

mi raculous, and as for pace, you'd be quite surprised. They're
at him again now. What an echo they do make among the hills !

"

Indeed they did. Every now and then the Master would just

touch his horn, giving a short blast, just half a note, and then the

sound would come back, first from this rock and then from the

other, and the hounds as they heard it would open as though en-

couraged by the music of the hills, and then their voices would be

carried round the valley, and come back again and again from the

steep places, and they would become louder and louder as though
delighted with the effect of their own efforts. Though there should
be no hunting, the concert was enough to repay a man for his

trouble in coming there.
"
Yes," said Lord Hampstead, his disgust

at the man having been quenched for the moment by the charm of

the music,
"
it is a wonderful spot for echoes."

"
It's what I call awfully nice. We don't have anything like

that up at St. Martin's-le-Grand." Perhaps it may be necessary to

explain that the Post Office in London stands in a spot bearing
that poetic name.

" I don't remember any echoes there," said Lord Hampstead.
"No, indeed; nor yet no hunting, nor yet no hounds; are

there, my lord ? All the same, it's not a bad sort of place !

"

" A very respectable public establishment !

"
said Lord Hamp-

stead.

"Just so, my lord; that's just what I always say. It ain't

swell like Downing Street, but it's a deal more respectable than the

Custom House."
"Is it? I didn't know."
"Oh yes. They all admit that. You ask Eoden else." On

hearing the name, Lord Hampstead began to move his horse, but
Crocker was at his side and could not be shaken off.

" Have you
heard from him, my lord, since you have been down in these

parts?"" Not a word."
" I dare say he thinks more of writing to a correspondent of

the fairer sex."

This was unbearable. Though the fox had again turned and
gone up the valley, a movement which seemed to threaten his
instant death, and to preclude any hope of a run from that spot,

Hampstead felt himself compelled to escape, if he could. In bis
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anger lie touched his horse with his spur and galloped away among
the rocks, as though his object was to assist Mr. Amblethwaite in
his almost frantic efforts. But Crocker cared nothing for the
stones. Where the lord went, he went. Having made acquaintance
with a lord, lie was not going to waste the blessing which Providence
had vouchsafed to him."

" He'll never leave that place alive, my lord."
"I dare say not." And again the persecuted nobleman rode

on, thinking that neither should Crocker, if he could have his
will."

"
By the way, as we are talking of Koden "

"I haven't been talking about him at all." Crocker caught
the tone of anger, and stared at his companion.

"
I'd rather not

talk about him."
" My lord ! I hope there has been nothing like a quarrel. For

the lady's sake, I hope there's no misunderstanding 1

"

" Mr. Crocker," he said very slowly,
"

it isn't customary
"

At that moment the fox broke, the hounds were away, and
Mr. Amblethwaite was seen rushing down the hillside, as though
determined on breaking his neck. Lord Hampstead rushed after
him at a pace which, for a time, defied Mr. Crocker. He became
thoroughly ashamed of himself in even attempting to make the
man understand that he was sinning against good taste. He could
not do so without some implied mention of his sister, and to allude
to his sister in connection with such a man was a profanation. He
could only escape from the brute. Was this a punishment which
he was doomed to bear for being as his stepmother was wont to

say untrue to his order ?

In the mean time the hounds went at a great pace down the
hill. Some of the old stagers, who knew the country well, made a
wide sweep round to the left, whence by lanes and tracks, which
were known to them, they could make their way down to the road
which leads along Ulleswater to Patterdale. In doing this they
might probably not see the hounds again that day, but such are

the charms of hunting in a hilly country. They rode miles around,
and though they did again see the hounds, they did not see the

hunt. To have seen the hounds as they start, and to see them
again as they are clustering round the huntsmen after eating their

fox, is a great deal to some men.
On this occasion it was Hampstead's lot and Crocker's to do

much more than that. Though they had started down a steep
valley, down the side rather of a gully, they were not making
their way out from among the hills into the low country. The fox

soon went up again, not back, but over an intervening spur of a
mountain towards the lake. The riding seemed sometimes to

Hampstead to be impossible. But Mr. Amblethwaite did it, and
he stuck to Mr. Amblethwaite. It would have been all very well

had not Crocker stuck to him. If the old roan would only tumble

among the stones what an escape there would be ! But the old

roan was true to his character, and, to give every one his due, the
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Post Office clerk rode as well as the lord. There was nearly an

hour and a half of it before the hounds ran into their fox just as he

was gaining an earth among the bushes and hollies with which

Airey Force is surrounded. Then on the sloping meadow just

above the waterfall, the John Peel of the hunt dragged out the fox

from among the trees, and, having dismembered him artistically,

gave him to the hungry hounds. Then it was that perhaps half-a-

dozen diligent, but cautious, huntsmen came up, and heard all

those details of the race which they were afterwards able to give,

as on their own authority, to others who had been as cautious, but

not so diligent, as themselves.
' One of the best things I ever saw in this country," said Crocker,

who had never seen a hound in any other country. At this moment
he had ridden up alongside of Hampstead on the way back to Pen-

rith. The Master and the hounds and Crocker must go all the

way. Hampstead would turn off at-Pooley Bridge. But still there

were four miles, during which he would be subjected to his tor-

mentor.
"
Yes, indeed. A very good thing, as I was saying, Mr. Amble-

thwaite."

CHAPTER XIV.

COMING HOME FBOM HUNTING.

LORD HAMPSTEAD had been discussing with Mr. Amblethwaite the

difficult nature of hunting in such a county as Cumberland. The
hounds were in the road before them with John Peel in the midst
of them. Dick with the ragged pony was behind, looking after

stragglers. Together .with Lord Hampstead and the Master was
a hard-riding, rough, weather-beaten half-gentleman, half-farmer,
named Patterson, who lived a few miles beyond Penrith and was
Amblethwaite's right hand in regard to hunting. Just as Crocker

joined them the road had become narrow, and the young lord had
fallen a little behind. Crocker had seized his opportunity ; but
the lord also seized his, and thrust himself in between Mr. Patterson

and the Master.
" That's all true," said the Master. " Of course

we don't presume to do the thing as you swells do it down in the

Shires. We haven't the money, and we haven't the country, and
we haven't the foxes. But I don't know whether for hunting we
don't see as much of it as you do."

"
Quite as much, if I may take to-day as a sample."

"
Very ordinary ;

wasn't it, Amblethwaite ?
"
asked Patterson,

who was quite determined to make the most of his own good
things.

" It was not bad to-day. The hounds never left their scent
after they found him. I think our hillsides carry the scent better

than, our grasses. If you want to ride, of course, it's rough. But
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if you like hunting, and don't mind a scramble, perhaps you may
see it here as well as elsewhere."

"
Better, a deal, from all I hear tell," said Patterson. " Did

you ever hear any music like that in Leicestershire, my lord ?
"

" I don't know that ever I did," said Hampstead.
" I enjoyed

myself amazingly."
" I hope you'll come again," said the Master,

" and that often."
"
Certainly, if I remain here."

" I knew his lordship would like it," said Crocker, crowding in

on a spot where it was possible for four to ride abreast.
" I think

it was quite extraordinary to see how a stranger like his lordship

got over our country."
" Clever little 'orse his lordship's on," said Patterson.

"It's the man more than the beast, I think," said Crocker,

trying to flatter.

"The best man in England," said Patterson, "can't ride to

hounds without a tidy animal under him."
" Nor yet can't the best horse in England stick to hounds with-

out a good man on top of him," said the determined Crocker.

Patterson grunted, hating flattery, and remembering that the
man flattered was a lord.

Then the road became narrow again, and Hampstead fell a little

behind. Crocker was alongside of him in a moment. There
seemed to be something mean in running away from the man ;

something at any rate absurd in seeming to run away from him.

Hampstead was ashamed in allowing himself to bo so much annoyed
by such a cause. He had already snubbed the man, and the man
might probably be now silent on the one subject which was so

peculiarly offensive.
" I suppose," said he, beginning a conversation

which should show that he was willing to discuss any general
matter with Mr. Crocker, "that the country north and west of

Penrith is less hilly than this ?
"

" Oh yes, my lord
;
a delightful country to ride over in some

parts. Is Eoden fond of following the hounds, my lord ?
"

" I don't in the least know," said Hampstead, curtly. Then he
made another attempt.

" These hounds don't go as far north as

Carlisle?"
"Oh no, my lord; never more than eight or ten miles from

Penrith. They've another pack up in that country ; nothing like

ours, but still they do show sport. I should have thought now
Eoden would have been just the man to ride to hounds, if ho got
the opportunity."

" I don't think he ever saw a hound in his life. I'm rather in a

hurry, and I think I shall trot on."

"I'm in a hurry myself," said Crocker, "and I shall be

happy to show your lordship the way. It isn't above a quarter
of a mile's difference to me going by Pooley Bridge instead of

Dallmaine."
"
Pray don't do anything of the kind

;
I can find the road."

Whereupon Hampstead shook hands cordially with the Master,
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bade Mr. Patterson good-bye with a kindly smile, and trotted on

beyond the hounds as quickly as he could.

But Crocker was not to be shaken off. The flea-bitten roan wag
as good at the end of a day as he was at the beginning, and trotted

on gallantly. When they had gone some quarter of a mile Hamp-
stead acknowledged to himself that it was beyond his power to

shake off his foe. By that time Crocker had made good his position
close alongside of the lord, with his horse's head even with that of

the other.
" There is a word, my lord, I want to say to you." Thij

Crocker muttered somewhat piteously, so that Hampstead's heart

was for the moment softened towards him. He checked his horse

andjprepared himself to listen.
" I hope I haven't given any offence.

I can assure you, my lord, I haven't intended it. I have so much
respect for your lordship that I wouldn't do it for the world."

What was he to do ? He had been offended. He had intended
to show that he was offended. And yet he did not like to declare

as much openly. His object had been to stop the man from talking,
and to do so if possible without making any reference himself to

the subject in question. Were he now to declare himself offended
he could hardly do so without making some allusion to his sister.

But he had determined that he would make no such allusion. Now
as the man appealed to him, asking as it were forgiveness for some
fault of which he was not himself conscious, it was impossible to

refrain from making him some answer. " All right," he said
;

" I'm
sure you didn't mean anything. Let us drop it, and there will be
an end of it."

"Oh, certainly; and I'm sure I'm very much obliged to your
lordship. But I don't quite know what it is that ought to be

dropped. As I am so intimate with Eoden, sitting at the same desk
with him every day of my life, it did seem natural to speak to your
lordship about him."

This was true. As it had happened that Crocker, who as well as
Eoden was a Post Office clerk, had appeared as a guest at Castle

Hautboy, it had been natural that he should speak of his office

companion to a man who was notoriously that companion's friend.

Hampstead did not quite believe in the pretended intimacy, having
heard Eoden declare that he had not as yet formed any peculiar
friendship at the Office. He had too felt, unconsciously, that such
a one as Eoden ought not to be intimate with such a one as Crocker.
But there was no cause of offence in this. "It was natural," he
said.

" And then I was unhappy when I thought from what you said
that there had been some quarrel."" There has been no quarrel," said Hampstead." I am very glad indeed to hear that." He was beginning to
touch again on a matter that should have been private. What was
it to him whether or no there was a quarrel between Lord Hamp-
stead and Eoden. Hampstead therefore again rode on in silence.

"
I should have been so very sorry that anything should have

occurred to interfere with our friend's brilliant prospects." Lord
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Hamp&tead looked about to see whether there was any Bpot at
which he could make his escape by jumping over a fence. On the

right hand there was the lake rippling up on to the edge of the

road, and on the left was a high stone wall, without any vestige of
on aperture through it as far as the eye could reach. He was
already making the pace as fast as he could, and was aware that
no escape could be effected in that manner. He shook his head,
and bit the handle of his whip, and looked straight away before
him through his horse's ears.

" You cannot think how proud I've

been that a gentleman sitting at the same desk with myself should
have been so fortunate in his matrimonial prospects. I think it an
honour to the Post Office all round."

"Mr. Crocker," paid Lord Hampstead, pulling Tip his horse

suddenly, and standing still upon the spot,
"

if you will remain
here for five minutes I will ride on ; or if you will ride on I will

remain here till you are out of sight. I must insist that one of

these arrangements be made."
" My lord !

"

" Which shall it be ?
"

" Now I have offended you again."
" Don't talk of offence, but just do as I bid you. I want to be

alone."

"Is it about the matrimonial alliance?" demanded Crocker
almost in tears. Thereupon Lord Hampstead turned his horse

round and trotted back towards the hounds and horsemen, whom
he heard on the road behind him. Crocker paused a moment,
trying to discover by the light of his own intellect what might have
been the cause of this singular conduct on the part of the young
nobleman, and then, having failed to throw any light on the matter,
he rode on homewards, immersed in deep thought. Hampstead,
when he found himself again with his late companions, asked some
idle questions as to the hunting arrangements of next week. That

they were idle he was quite aware, having resolved that he would
not willingly put himself into any position in which it might be

probable that he should again meet that objectionable young man.
But he went on with his questions, listening or not listening to Mr.

Amblethwaite's answers, till he parted company with his companions
in the neighbourhood of Pooley Bridge. Then he rode alone to

Haiitboy Castle, with his mind much harassed by what had occurred.

It seemed to him to have been almost proved that George Eoden
must have spoken to this man of his intended marriage. In all

that the man had said he had suggested that the information had

come direct from his fellow-clerk. He had seemed to declare,

Hampstead thought that he had declared, that Eoden had often

discussed the marriage with him. If so, how base must have been

his friend's conduct ! How thoroughly must he have been mistaken

in his friend's character ! How egregiously wrong must his sister

have been in her estimate of the man ! For himself, as long as the

question had been simply one of his own intimacy with a companion
whose outside position in the world had been inferior to his own,
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he Lad been proud of what he had done, and had answered those

who had remonstrated with him with a spirit showing that he de-

spised their practices quite as much as they could ridicule his. He
had explained to his father his own ideas of friendship, and had
been eager in showing that George Eoden's company was superior
to most young men of his own position. There had been Hautboy,
and Scatterdash, and Lord Plunge, and the young Earl of Longoolds,
all of them elder sons, whom he described as young men without a

serious thought in their heads. What was it to him how Eoden

got his bread, so long as he got it honestly ?
" The man's the man

for a' that." Thus he had defended himself and been quite con-

scious that he was right. "When Eoden had suddenly fallen in love

with his sister, and his sister had as suddenly fallen in love with

Eoden, then he had begun to doubt. A thing which was in itself

meritorious might become dangerous and objectionable by reason

of other things which it would bring in its train. He felt for a time
that associations which were good for himself might not be so good
for his sister. There seemed to be a sanctity about her rank which
did not attach to his own. He had thought that the Post Office

clerk was as good as himself; but he could not assure himself that

he was as good as the ladies of his family. Then he had begun to

reason with himself on this subject, as he did on all. What was
there different in a girl's nature that ought to make her fastidious

as to society which he felt to be good enough for himself? In

entertaining the feeling which had been strong within him as to

that feminine sanctity, was he not giving way to one of those empty
prejudices of the world, in opposition to which he had resolved to

make a life-long fight? So he had reasoned with himself; but his

reason, though it affected his conduct, did not reach his taste. It

irked him to think there should be this marriage, though he was

strong in his resolution to uphold his sister, and, if necessary, to

defend, her. He had not given way as to the marriage. It had
been settled between himself and his sister and his father that there
should be no meeting of the lovers at Hendon Hall. He did hope
that the engagement might die away, though he was determined to

cling to her even though she clung to her lover. This was his

state of mind, when this hideous young man, who seemed to have
been created with the object of showing him how low a creature a
Post Office clerk could be, came across him, and almost convinced
him that that other Post Office clerk had been boasting among his,
official associates of the favours of the high-born lady who had un-
fortunately become attached to him ! He would stick to his politics,
to his Eadical theories, to his old ideas about social matters gene-
rally ; but he was almost tempted to declare to himself that women
for the present ought to be regarded as exempt from those radical

changes which would be good for men. For himself his
"
order

"

was a vanity and a delusion
; but for his sister it must still be

held as containing some bonds. In this frame of mind he deter-
mined that he would return to Hendon Hall almost immediately.
Further hope of hunting with the Braeside Harriers thojo was
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none; and it was necessary for him to see Eoden as soon as

possible.
That evening at the Castle Lady Amaldina got hold of him, and

asked him his advice as to her future duties as a married woman.

Lady Amaldina was very fond of little confidences as to her future

life, and had as yet found no opportunity ofdemanding the sympathy
of her cousin. Hampstead was not in truth her cousin, but they
called each other cousins, or were called so. None of the Haute-
ville family felt any of that aversion to the Eadicalism of the heir

to the marquisate which the Marchioness entertained. Lady Amal-
dina delighted to be Amy to Lord Hampstead, and was very anxious
to ask him his advice as to Lord Llwddythlw.

" Of course you know all about my marriage, Hampstead ?
"

she said.
" I don't know anything about it," Hampstead replied.
"
Oh, Hampstead ;

how ill-natured !

"

"Nobody knows anything about it, because it hasn't taken

place."" That is so like a Eadical, to be so precise and rational. My
engagement, then?*"

" Yes ;
I've heard a great deal about that. We've been talking

about that for how long shall I say ?
"

"Don't be disagreeable. Of course such a man as Llwddythhv
can't be married all in a hurry just like anybody else."

" What a misfortune for him !

"

" Why should it be 'a. misfortune ?
"

" I should think it so if I were going to be married to you."" That's the prettiest thing I have ever heard you say. At any
rate he has got to put up with it, and so have I. It is a bore,
because people will talk about nothing else. What do you think
of Llwddythlw as a public man?

"

" I haven't thought about it. I haven't any means of thinking.
I am so completely a private man myself, that I know nothing of

public men. I hope he's good at going to sleep."

"Going to sleep?"
"Otherwise it must be so dull, sitting so many hours in tho

House of Commons. But he's been at it a long tune, and I dare

say he's used to it." ,:

"
Isn't it well that a man in his position should have a regard'

to his country ?
"

"
Every man ought to have a regard to his country ;

but a

stronger regard, if it be possible, to the world at large."

Lady Amaldina stared at him, not knowing in the least what he
meant. " You are so droll," she said.

" You never, I think, think
of the position you were born to fill."

" Oh yes, I do. I'm a man, and I think a great deal about it."
" But you've got to be Marquis of Kingsbury, and Llwddythlw

has got to be Duke of Merioneth. He never forgets it for a
moment."

" What a nuisance for him, and for you !

"
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"Why should it be a nuisance for me? Cannot a

understand her duties as well as a man?"
"
Quite so, if she knows how to get a glimpse at them."

" I do/' said Lady Amaldina, earnestly.
" I am always getting

glimpses at them. I am quite aware of the functions which it will

become me to perform when I am Llwddythlw's wife."
" Mother of his children ?

"

" I didn't mean that at all, Hampstead. That's all in the

hands of the Almighty. But in becoming the future Duchess of

Merioneth
"

"That's in the hands of the Almighty, too, isn't it?
"

" No
; yes. Of course everything is in God's hands."

" The children, the dukedom, and all the estates."
" I never knew any one so provoking," she exclaimed.
" One is at any rate as much as another."
" You don't a bit understand me," she said.

" Of course if I go
and get married, I do get married."

" And if you have children, you do have children. If you do,

and I hope you will, I'm sure they'll be very pretty and well

behaved. That will be your duty, and then you'll have to see that

Llwddythlw has what he likes for dinner."
" I shall do nothing of the kind."

"Then he'll dine at the Club, or at the House of Commons.
That's my idea of married life."

"
Nothing beyond that ? No community of soul ?

"

"
Certainly not."

"No!"
" Because you believe jn the Trinity, Llwddythlw won't go to

heaven. If he were to take to gambling and drinking you wouldn't
go to the other place."

"
k
How can you be so horrid ?

"

" That would be a community of souls, as souls are understood.
A community of interests I hope you will have, and, in order that

you may, take care and look after his dinner." She could not
make much more of her cousin in the way of confidence, but she
did exact a promise from him, that he would be in attendance at

her wedding.
A few days afterwards he returned to Hendon Park, leaving hie

sister to remain for a fortnight longer at Castle Hautboy.

CHAPTER XV.

MARION FAT AND HER FATHER.

" I SAW him go in a full quarter of an hour since, and Marion Fay
went in before. I feel quite sure that she knew that he was
expected." Thus spoke Clara Demijohn to her mother.

"How could she have known it," asked Mrs. Duffer, who wag
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present in Mrs. Demijohn's parlour, where the two younger women
were standing with their faces close to the window, with their gloves
on and best bonnets, ready for church.

" I am sure she did, because she had made herself smarter than
ever with her new brown silk, and her new brown gloves and her
new brown hat, sly little Quaker that she is. I can see when a

girl has made herself up for some special occasion. She wouldn't
have put on new gloves surely to go to church with Mrs. Roden."

" if you stay staring there any longer you'll both be late,"
said Mrs. Demijohn.

"Mrs. Eoden hasn't gone yet," said Clara, lingering. It was
Sunday morning, and the ladies at No. 10 were preparing for their

devotions. Mrs. Demijohn herself never went to church, having
some years since had a temporary attack of sciatica, which had

provided her with a perpetual excuse for not leaving the house on
a Sunday morning. She was always left at home with a volume of

Blair's Sermons
;
but Clara, who was a clever girl, was well aware

that more than half a page was never read. She was aware also

that great progress was then made with the novel which happened
to have last come into the house from the little circulating library
round the corner. The ringing of the neighbouring church bell

had come to its final tinkling, and Mrs. Duffer knew that she must
start, or disgrace herself in the eyes of the pew-opener.

"
Come,

my dear," she said; and away they went. As the door of No. 10

opened so did that of No. 11 opposite, and the four ladies, including
Marion Fay, met in the road.

" You have a visitor this morning,*
said Clara.

" Yes ; a friend of my son's."
" "We know all about it," said Clara.

" Don't you think he's a

very fine-looking young man, Miss Fay ?
"

"
Yes, I do," said Marion. " He is certainly a handsome young

man."
"
Beauty is but skin deep," said Mrs. Duffer.

" But still it goes a long way," said Clara,
"
particularly with

high birth and noble rank."
" He is an excellent young man, as far as I know him," said

Mrs. Eoden, thinking that she was called upon to defend her son's

friend.

Hampstead had returned home on the Saturday, and had taken
the earliest opportunity on the following Sunday morning to go
over to his friend at Holloway. The distance was about six miles,
and he had driven over, sending the vehicle back with the intention

of walking home. He would get his friend to walk with him, and
then should take place that conversation which he feared would
become excessively unpleasant before it was finished. He was
shown up to the drawing-room of No. 11, and there he found all

alone a young woman whom he had never seen before. This was
Marion Fay, the daughter of Zachary Fay, a Quaker, who lived at

No. 17, Paradise Eow. "I had thought Mrs. Koden was here," he
said.
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" Mrs. Eoden will be down directly. She is putting her bonnet

on to go to church."
" And Mr. Eoden? " he asked.

"
He, I suppose, is not going to

church with her?"
"
Ah, no ;

I wish he were. George Eoden never goes to church."
"
Is he a friend of yours ?

"

" For his mother's sake I was speaking ; but why not for his

nlso ? He is not specially my friend, but I wish well to all men.
He is not at home at present, but I understood that he will be here

shortly."
"Do you always go to church?" he asked, grounding his

question not on any impertinent curiosity as to her observance of her

religious duties, but because he had thought from her dress she

must certainly be a Quaker.
" I do usually go to your church on a Sunday."
"
Nay," said he,

" I have no right to claim it as my church. I

fear you must regard me also as a heathen, as you do George
Eoden."

" I am sorry for that, sir. It cannot be good that any man
should be a heathen when so much Christian teaching is abroad.

But men, I think, allow themselves a freedom of thought from which
women in their timidity are apt to shrink. If so it is surely

good that we should be cowards ?
" Then the door opened, and

Mrs. Koden came into the room.
"
George is gone," she said, "to call on a sick friend, but he will

be back immediately. He got your letter yesterday evening, and
he left word that I was to tell you that he would be back by eleven.

Have you introduced yourself to my friend Miss Fay ?
"

" I had not heard her name," he said smiling,
" but we had

introduced ourselves."
" Marion Fay is my name," said the girl,

" and yours, I suppose,
is Lord Hampstead."

" So now we may be supposed to know each other for ever after,"
he replied, laughing ;

"
only I fear, Mrs. Koden, that your friend

will repudiate the acquaintance because I do not go to church."
" I said not so, Lord Hampstead. The nearer we were to being

friends, if that were possible, tho more I should regret it."

Then the two ladies started on their morning duty.
Lord Hampstead when he was alone immediately decided that

he would like to have Marion Fay for a friend, and not the less

so because she went to church. He felt that she had been right
in saying that audacity in speculation on religious subjects was
not becoming a young woman. As it was unfitting that his sister

Lady Frances should marry a Post Office clerk, so would it have
been unbecoming that Marion Fay should have been what she
herself called a heathen. Surely of all the women on whom his

eyes had ever rested she was, he would not say to himself the
most lovely, but certainly the best worth looking at. The close

brown bonnet and the little cap, and the well-made brown silk

dress, and the brown gloves on her little hands, together made,
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to his eyes, as pleasing a female attire as a girl could well wear.
Could it have been by accident that the graces of her form were so

excellently shown ? It had to be supposed that she, as a Quaker,
was indifferent to outside feminine garniture. It is the theory
of a Quaker that she should be so, and in every article she had
adhered closely to Quaker rule. As far as he could see there was
not a ribbon about her. There was no variety of colour. Her
head-dress was as simple and close as any that could have been
worn by her grandmother. Hardly a margin of smooth hair

appeared between her cap and her forehead. Her dress fitted close

to her neck, and on her shoulders she wore a tight-fitting shawl.

The purpose in her raiment had been Quaker all through. The
exquisite grace must have come altogether by accident, just
because it had pleased nature to make her gracious ! As to all

this there might perhaps be room for doubt. Whether there had
been design or not might possibly afford scope for consideration.

But that the grace was there was a matter which required no con-

sideration, and admitted of no doubt.
As Marion Fay will have much to do with our story, it will be

well that some further description should be given here of herself

and of her condition in life. Zachary Fay, her father, with whom
she lived, was a widower with no other living child. There had
been many others, who had all died, as had also their mother. She
had been a prey to consumption, but had lived long enough to

know that she had bequeathed the fatal legacy to her offspring,
to all of them except to Marion, who, when her mother died, had
seemed to be exempted from the terrible curse of the family. She
had then been old enough to receive her mother's last instructions

as to her father, who was then a broken-hearted man struggling
with difficulty against the cruelty of Providence. Why should it

have been that God should thus afflict him, him who had no other

pleasure in the world, no delights, but those which were afforded

to him by the love of his wife and children ? It was to be her duty
to comfort him, to make up as best she might by her tenderness for

all that he had lost and was losing. It was to be especially her

duty to soften his heart in all worldly matters, and to turn him as

far as possible to the love of heavenly things. It was now two

years since her mother's death, and in all things she had endeavoured
to perform the duties which her mother had exacted from her.

But Zachary Fay was not a man whom it was easy to turn

hither and thither. He was a stern, hard, just man, of whom it

may probably be said that if a world were altogether composed of

such, the condition of such a world would be much better than
that of the world we know; for generosity is less efficacious towards

permanent good than justice, and tender speaking less enduring
in its beneficial results than truth. His enemies, for he had enemies,
said of him that he loved money. It was no doubt true

;
for he

that does not love money must be an idiot. He was certainly a

man who liked to have what was his own, who would have been

irate with any one who had endeavoured to rob him of his own,
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or had hindered him in his just endeavour to increase his own.

That which belonged to another he did not covet, unless it might
be in the way of earning it. Things had prospered with him, and
he was for his condition in life a rich man. But his worldly

prosperity had not for a moment succeeded in lessening the asperity

of the blow which had fallen upon him. With all his sternness he

was essentially a loving man. To earn money he would sayor
perhaps more probably would only think was the necessity im-

posed upon man by the Fall of Adam ;
but to have something warm

at his heart, something that should be infinitely dearer to him than

himself and all his possessions, that was what had been left of

Divine Essence in a man even after the Fall of Adam. Now the

one living thing left for him to love was his daughter Marion.

He was not a man whose wealth was of high order, or his

employment of great moment, or he would not probably have been

living at Holloway in Paradise Eow. He was and had now been
for many years senior clerk to Messrs. Pogson and Littlebird,
Commission Agents, at the top of King's Court, Old Broad Street.

By Messrs. Pogson and Littlebird he was trusted with everything,
and had become so amalgamated with the firm as to have achieved

in the City almost the credit of a merchant himself. There were
some who thought that Zachary Fay must surely be a partner in

the house, or he would not have been so well known or so much
respected among merchants themselves. But in truth he was no
more than senior clerk, with a salary amounting to four hundred
a year. Nor, though he was anxious about his money, would he
have dreamed of asking for any increase of his stipend. It was for

Messrs. Pogson and Littlebird to say what his services were worth.

He would not on any account have lessened his authority with
them by becoming a suppliant for increased payment. But for

many years he had spent much less than his income, and had known
how to use his City experiences in turning his savings to the best

account. Thus, as regarded Paradise How and its neighbourhood,
Zachary Fay was a rich man,

He was now old, turned seventy, tall and thin, with long grey
hair, with a slight stoop in his shoulders,-but otherwise hale as

well as healthy. He went every day to his office, leaving his house
with strict punctuality at half-past eight, and entering the door
of the counting-house just as the clock struck nine. With equal
accuracy he returned home at six, having dined in the middle of the

day at an eating-house in the City. All this time was devoted
to the interests of the firm, except for three hours on Thursday,
during which he attended a meeting in a Quaker house of worship.
On these occasions Marion always joined him, making a journey
into the City for the purpose. She would fain have induced him
also to accompany her on Sundays to the English Church. But to

this he never would consent at her instance, as he had refused
to do so at the instance of his wife. He was, he said, a Quaker, and
did not mean to be aught else than a Quaker, In truth, though he
was very punctual at those Quaker meetings, he was not at heart
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a religious man. To go through certain formularies, Quaker though
he was, was as sufficient to him as to many other votaries of Church
ordinances. He had been brought up to attend Quaker meetings,
and no doubt would continue to attend them as long as his strength
might suffice

;
but it may be presumed of him without harsh judg-

ment that the price of stocks was often present to his mind during
those tedious hours in the meeting-house. In his language he

always complied with the strict tenets of his sect,
"
thou-ing

" and
"
thee-ing

"
all those whom he addressed ; but he had assented to

an omission in this matter on the part of his daughter, recognizing
the fact that there could be no falsehood in using a mode of

language common to all the world. " If a plural pronoun of ignoble
sound," so he said,

" were used commonly for the singular because
the singular was too grand and authoritative for ordinary use, it

was no doubt a pity that the language should be so injured ; but
there could be no untruth in such usage ;

and it was better that

at any rate the young should adhere to the manner of speech which
was common among those with whom they lived." Thus Marion
was saved from the " thees

" and the "
thous," and escaped that

touch of hypocrisy which seems to permeate the now antiquated

speeches of Quakers. Zachary Fay in these latter years of his life was
never known to laugh or to joke ; but, if circumstances were favour-

able, he would sometimes fall into a quaint mode of conversation

in which there was something of drollery and something also of

sarcasm ;
but this was unfrequent, as Zachary was slow in making

new friends, and never conversed after this fashion with the mere

acquaintance of the hour.

Of Marion Fay's appearance something has already been said
;

enough, perhaps, not to impress any clear idea of her figure on
'

the mind's eye of a reader, for that 1 regard as a feat beyond the

power of any writer, but to enable the reader to form a conception
of his own. She was small of stature, it should be said, with limbs

exquisitely made. It was not the brilliance of her eyes or the

chiselled correctness of her features which had struck Hampstead
so forcibly as a certain expression of earnest eloquence which

pervaded her whole form. And there was a fleeting brightness of

colour which went about her cheeks and forehead, and ran around
her mouth, which gave to her when she was speaking a brilliance

which was hardly to be expected from the ordinary lines of her

countenance. Had you been asked, you would have said that she

was a brunette, till she had been worked to some excitement in

talking. Then, I think, you would have hardly ventured to de-

scribe her complexion by any single word. Lord Hampstead, had
he been asked what he thought about her, as he sat waiting for his

friend, would have declared that some divinity of grace had been

the peculiar gift which had attracted him. And yet that rapid

change of colour had not passed unobserved, as she told him that

she was sorry that he did not go to church.

Marion Fay's life in Paradise Eow would have been very lonely

had she not become acquainted with Mrs. Eoden before her mother's
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death. Now hardly a day passed but what she spent an hour with

that lady. They were, indeed, fast friends, so much so that Mrs.

Vincent had also come to know Marion, and approving of the girl's

religious tendencies had invited her to spend two or three days
at Wimbledon. This was impossible, because Marion would never

leave her father
;

but she had once or twice gone over with Mrs.

Eoden, when she made her weekly call, and had certainly ingra-
tiated herself with the austere lady. Other society she had none,
nor did she seem to desire it. Clara Demijohn, seeing the intimacy
which had been struck up between Marion and Mrs. Koden, as

.to which she had her own little jealousies to endure, was quite
sure that Marion was setting her cap at the Post Office clerk, and
had declared in confidence to Mrs. Duffer that the girl was doing it

in the most brazen-faced manner. Clara had herself on more than
one occasion contrived to throw herself in the clerk's way on his

return homewards on dusky evenings, perhaps intent only on

knowing what might be the young man's intentions as to Marion

Fay. The young man had been courteous to her, but she had
declared to Mrs. Duffer that he was one of those stiff young men
who don't care for ladies' society. "These are they," said Mrs.

Duffer, "who marry the readiest and. make the best husbands."
" Oh ;

she'll go on sticking to him till she don't leave a stone

unturned," said Clara, thereby implying that, as far as she was
concerned, she did not think it worth her while to continue her
attacks unless a young man would give way to her at once. George
had been asked more than once to drink tea at No. 10, but had been
asked in vain. Clara, therefore, had declared quite loudly that
Marion had made an absolute prisoner of him, had bound him
hand and foot, would not let him call his life his own. "She
interrupts him constantly as he comes from the office," she said to

Mrs. Duffer; "I call that downright unfeminine audacity." Yet
sho knew that Mrs. Duffer knew that she had intercepted the young
man. Mrs. Duffer took it all in good part, knowing very well how
necessary it is that a young woman should fight her own battle

strenuously.
In the mean time Marion Fay and George Eoden were good

friends.
" He is engaged ;

I must not say to whom," Mrs. Roden
had said to her young friend.

"
It will, I fear, be a long, long,

tedious affair. You must not speak of it."
"
If she be true to him, I hope he will be true to her," said

Marion, with true feminine excitement.
"
I only fear that he will be too true."

"
No, no

;
that cannot be. Even though he suffer let him bo

true. You may be sure I will not mention it, to him, or to any
one. I like him so well that I do hope he may not suffer much."
Prom that time she found herself able to regard George Eoden as
n, real friend, and to talk to him as though there need be no cause
for dreading an intimacy. With an engaged man a girl may suffer
herself to be intimate.



CHAPTER XVI.

THE WALK BACK TO HENDON.

"
I WAS here a little early," said Hampstead when his friend cam

in, "and I found your mother just going to church, with i

friend."
" Marion Fay ?

"

"
Yes, Miss Fay."

"She is the daughter of a Quaker who lives a few doors ofl

But though she is a Quaker she goes to church as well. I envi

the tone of mind of those who are able to find a comfort in pourinj
themselves out in gratitude to the great Unknown God."

"
I pour myself out in gratitude," said Hampstead ;

" but witl

me it is an affair of solitude."

"I doubt whether you ever hold yourself for two hours ii

commune with heavenly power and heavenly influence. Some
thing more than gratitude is necessary. You must conceive tha:

there is a duty, by the non-performance of which you woulc
encounter peril. Then comes the feeling of safety which always
follows the performance of a duty. That I never can achieve

What did you think of Marion Fay ?
"

" She is a most lively creature."
"
Very pretty she not; particularly when speaking ?

"

" I never ,'' j for female beauty that does not display itself ii

action, eitJ^ speaking, moving, laughing, or perhaps only frown

ing," sair* ^ampstead enthusiastically.
"

I was talking the othei

day to & sort of cousin of mine who has a reputation of being i

remarkably handsome young woman. She had ever so much tc

say to me, and when I was in company with her a page in buttons

kept coming into the room. He was a round-faced, high-cheeked
ugly boy; but I thought him so much better-looking than mj
cousin, because he opened his mouth when he spoke, and showec
his eagerness by his eyes."

" Your cousin is complimented."
" She has made her market, so it does not signify. The Greeks

seem to me to have regarded form without expression. I doubl
whether Phidias would have done much with your Miss Fay. Tc

my eyes she is the perfection of loveliness."
" She is not my Miss Fay. She is my mother's friend."

"Your mother is lucky. A woman without vanity, withoul

jealousy, without envy
"

" Where will you find one ?
"

" Your mother. Such a woman as that can, I think, enjoj
feminine loveliness almost as much as a man."

" I have often heardmy mother speak of Marion's good qualities
but not much of her loveliness. To me her great charm is hei

voice. She speaks musically."
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" As one can fancy Melpomene did. Does she come here often ?
"

"
Every day, I fancy ;

but not generally when I am here. Not

but what she and I are great friends. She will sometimes go with

roe into town on a Thursday morning, on her way to the meeting-
house."

"Lucky fellow!" Roden shrugged his shoulders as though
conscious that any luck of that kind must come to him from

another quarter, if it came at all.

" What does she talk about ?
"

"
Eeligion generally."

"And you?"
"Anything else, if she will allow me. She would wish to

convert me. I am not at all anxious to convert her, really believing
that she is very well as she is."

"
Yes," said Hampstead ;

"
that is the worst of what we are apt

to call advanced opinions. With all my self-assurance I never dare

to tamper with the religious opinions of those who are younger or

weaker than myself. I feel that they at any rate are safe if they
are in earnest. No one, I think, has ever been put in danger by
believing Christ to be a God."

"They none of them know what they believe," said Roden;
" nor do you or I. Men talk of belief as though it were a settled

thing. It is so but with few
;
and that only with those who lack

imagination. What sort of a time did you have down at Castle

Hautboy?"
"
Oh, I don't know, pretty well. Everybody was very kind,

and my sister likes it. The scenery is lovely. You can look up a

long reach of Ulleswater from the Castle terrace, and there is

Helvellyn in the distance. The house was full of people, who
despised me more than I did them."

" Which is saying a great deal, perhaps."" There were some uncommon apes. One young lady, not very
young, asked me what I meant to do with all the land in the world
when I took it away from everybody. I told her that when it was
all divided equally there would be a nice little estate even for all

the daughters, and that in such circumstances all the sons would
certainly get married. She acknowledged that such a result would
be excellent, but she did not believe in it. A world in which the
men should want to marry was beyond her comprehension. I
went out hunting one day."

" The hunting I should suppose was not very good."
"But for one drawback it would have been very good indeed."
" The mountains, I should have thought, would be one draw-

back, and the lakes another."
'

" Not at all. I liked the mountains because of their echoes, and
the lakes did not come in our way."" Where was the fault ?

"

" There came a man."
"Whom you disliked?"
" Who was a bore."
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" Could you not shut him up ?
"

"No; nor shake him off. I did at last do that, but it was by
turning round and riding backwards when we were coming home.
I had just invited him to ride on while I stood still, but he
wouldn't."

" Did it come to that ?
"

"
Quite to that. I actually turned tail and ran away from him

;

not as we ordinarily do in society when we sneak off under some

pretence, leaving the pretender to think that he has made himself

very pleasant; but with a full declaration of my opinion and
intention."

"Who was he?"
That was the question. Hampstead had come there on purpose

to say who the man was, and to talk about the man with great
freedom. And he was determined to do so. But he preferred
not to begin that which he intended to be a severe accusation

against his friend till they were walking together, and he did not
wish to leave the house without saying a word further about
Marion Fay. It was his intention to dine all alone at Hendon
Hall. How much nicer it would be if he could dine in

Paradise Eow with Marion Fay ! He knew it was Mrs. Eoden's
custom to dine early, after church, on Sundays, so that the two
maidens who made up her establishment might go out, either to

church or to their lovers, or perhaps, to both, as might best suit

them. He had dined there once or twice already, eating the

humble, but social, leg of mutton of Holloway, in preference to the

varied, but solitary, banquet of Hendon. He was of opinion that

really intimate acquaintance demanded the practice of social feeling.
To know a man very well, and never to sit at table with him, was,

according to his views of life, altogether unsatisfactory. Though
the leg of mutton might be cold, and have no other accompaniment
but the common ill-boiled potato, yet it would be better than any
banquet prepared simply for the purpose of eating. He was

gregarious, and now felt a longing, of which he was almost

ashamed, to be admitted to the same pastures with Marion Fay.
There was not, however, the slightest reason for supposing that

Marion Fay would dine at No. 11, even were he asked to do so

himself. Nothing, in fact, could be less probable, as Marion Fay
never deserted her father. Nor did he like to give any hint to his

friend that he was desirous of further immediate intimacy with
Marion. There would be an absurdity in doing so which he did

not dare to perpetrate. Only if he could have passed the morning
in Paradise Kow, and then have walked home with Eoden in the

dark evening, he could, he thought, have said what he had to say

very conveniently.
But it was impossible. He sat silent for some minute or two

after Eoden had asked the name of the bore of the hunting field,

and then answered him by proposing that they should start

together on their walk towards Hendon. " I am all ready ; but

you must tell me the name of this dreadful man."
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"As soon as we have started I will. I have come hero on

purpose to tell you."
. "To tell me the name of the man you ran away from in

Cumberland?"
"
Exactly that ;

come along." And so they started, more than
an hour before the time at which Marion Fay would return from
church. "The man who annoyed me so out hunting was an
intimate friend of yours."

" I have not an intimate friend in the world except yourself."
" Not Marion Fay ?

"

" I meant among men. I do not suppose that Marion Fay was
out hunting in Cumberland."

" I should not have ran away from her, I think, if she had. It

was Mr. Crocker, of the General Post Office."
" Crocker in Cumberland ?

"

"
Certainly he was in Cumberland, unless some one personated

him. I met him dining at Castle Hautboy, when he was kind

enough to make himself known to me, and again out hunting,
when he did more than make himself known to me."

" I am surprised."
" Is he not away on leave ?

"

" Oh yes ;
he is away on leave. I do not doubt that it was he."

" Why should he not be in Cumberland, when, as it happens,
his father is land-steward or something of that sort to my uncle

Persiflage ?
"

"Because I did not know that he had any connection with
Cumberland. Why not Cumberland, or Westmoreland, or North-
umberland, you may say? Why not? or Yorkshire, or Lincoln-
shire, or Norfolk ? I certainly did not suppose that a Post Office
clerk out on his holidays would be found hunting in any county."" You have never heard of his flea-bitten horse ?

"

" Not a word. I didn't know that he had ever sat upon a horse.
And now will you let me know why you have called him mv
friend?"

"Is he not so?"
"
By no means."

" Does he not sit at the same desk with you ?
"

"
Certainly he does."

" 1 think I should be friends with a man if I sat at the same
desk with him."

" With Crocker even ?
" asked Eoden.

" Well ; he might be an exception."" But if an exception to you, why not also an exception to me ?
As it happens, Crocker has made himself disagreeable to me!
Instead of being my friend, he is, I will not say my enemy,
because I should be making too much of him

; but nearer to bein
so than any one I know. Now, what is the meaning of all this*?

Why did he trouble you especially down in Cumberland? Why
do you call him my friend ? And why do you wish to speak to
me about him?"
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" Ho introduced himself to me, and told me that he was your

special friend.'*

'Then he lied."
'
I should not have cared about that

;
but he did more."

'What more did he do?"
'
I would have been courteous to him, if only because he sat

at the same desk with you ;
but "

'But what?"
' There are things which are difficult to be told."
1
If they have to be told, they had better be told," said Eodeu,

almost angrily.
" Whether friend or not, he knew of your engagement with

my sister."
"
Impossible !

"

"He told me of it," said Lord Hampstead impetuously, his

tongue now at length loosed.
" Told me of it ! He spoke of it

again and again, to my extreme disgust. Though the thing had
been fixed as Fate, he should not have mentioned it."

"
Certainly not."

" But he did nothing but tell me of your happiness, and good
luck, and the rest of it. It was impossible to stop him, so that

I had to ride away from him. I bade him be silent, as plainly as

I could without mentioning Fanny's name. But it was of no use."

"How did he know it?"
" You told him !

"

"
I !

"

"So he said." This was not strictly the case. Crocker had so

introduced the subject as to have avoided the palpable lie of declar-

ing that the tidings had been absolutely given by Eoden to himself.

But he had not the less falsely intended to convey that impression
to Hampstead, and had conveyed it.

" He gave me to understand
that you were speaking about it continually at your office." Eoden
turned round and looked at the other man, white with rage as

though he could not allow himself to utter a word. "
It was as

I tell you. He began it at the Castle, and afterwards continued it

whenever he could get near m when hunting."
" And you believed him ?

"

" When he repeated his story so often what was I to do ?
"

" Knock him off his horse."
" And so be forced to speak of my sister to every one in the hunt

and in the county ? You do not feel how much is due to a girl's

name."
" I think I do. I think that of all men I am the most likely to

feel what is due to the name of Lady Frances Trafford. Of course

I never mentioned it to any one at the Post Office."
" From whom had he heard it ?

"

" How can I answer that ? Probably through some of your own
family. It has made its way through Lady Kingsbury to Castle

Hautboy, and has then been talked about. I am not responsible for

that."
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" Not for that certainly, if it be so."
" Nor because such a one as he has lied. You should not hare

believed it of me."
" I was bound to ask you."
" You were bound to tell me, but should not have asked me.

There are things which do not require asking. What must I do
with him?"

"Nothing. Nothing can be done. You could not touch the

subject without alluding to my sister. She is coming back to

Hendon in another week."
" She was there before, but I did not see her."
" Of course you did not see her. How should you ?

"

"
Simply by going there."

"She would not have seen you." There came a black frown
over Eoderi's brow as he heard this. "It has been understood
between my father and Fanny and myself that you should not

come to Hendon while she is living with me."
" Should not I have been a party to that agreement ?

"

"Hardly, I think. This agreement must have been made
whether you assented or not. On no other terms would my father

have permitted her to come. It was most desirable that she should
be separated from Lady Kingsbury."" Oh yes."

"And therefore the agreement was advisable. I would not
have had her on any other terms."

"Why not?"
" Because I think that such visitings would have been unwise.

It is no use my blinking it to you. I do not believe that the

marriage is practicable."
"I do."
" As I don't, of course I cannot be a party to throwing you

together. Were you to persist in coming you would only force me
to find a home for her elsewhere."

" I have not disturbed you."
"Yon have not. Now I want you to promise me that you will

not. I have assured my father that it shall be so. Will you say
that you will neither come to her at Hendon Hall, nor write to her,
while she is staying with me ?

" He paused on the road for an
answer, but Eoden walked on without making one, and Hampstead
was forced to accompany him. " Will you promise me ?

"

"I will not promise. I will do nothing which may possibly
subject me to be called a liar. I have no wish to knock at any door
at which I do not think myself to be welcome."" You know how welcome you would be at mine, but for her."

"It might be that I should find myself forced to endeavour
to see her, and I will therefore make no promise. A man should
fetter himself by no assurances of that kind as to his conduct. If a
man be a drunkard, it may be well that he should bind himself by
a vow against drinking. But he who can rule his own conduct
should promise nothing. Good-day now. I must be back to dinner
with my mother."
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Then he took bis leave somewhat abruptly, and returned.

Hampstead went on to Hendon with his thoughts sometimes fixed

on his sister, sometimes on Eoden, whom he regarded as impracti-

cable, sometimes on that horrid Crocker; but more generally on
Marion Fay, whom he resolved that he must see again, whatever

might be the difficulties in his way.

CHAPTER XVII.

LORD HAMPSTEAD'S SCHEME.

DURING the following week Hampstead went down to Gorse Hall,
and hunted two or three days with various packs of hounds within
his reach, declaring to himself that, after all, Leicestershire was
better than Cumberland, because he was known there, and no one
would dare to treat him as Crocker had done. Never before had his

democratic spirit received such a shock, or rather the remnant of

that aristocratic spirit which he had striven to quell by the wisdom
and humanity of democracy ! That a stranger should have dared
to talk to him about one of the ladies of bis family! No man
certainly would do so in Northamptonshire or Leicestershire. He
could not quite explain to himself the difference in the localities,

but he was quite sure that he was safe from anything of that kind
at Gorse Hall.

But he had other matters to think of as he galloped about the

country. How might he best manage to. see Marion Fay? His
mind was set upon that ; or, perhaps, more dangerously still, his

heart. Had he been asked before he would have said that there

could have been nothing more easy than for such a one as he to

make acquaintance with a young lady in Paradise Eow. But now,
when he came to look at it, he found that Marion Fay was en-

vironed with fortifications and chevaux-de-frise of difficulties which
were apparently impregnable. He could not call at No. 17, and
simply ask for Miss Fay. To do so he must be a proficient in that

impudence, the lack of which created so many difficulties for him.
He thought of finding out the Quaker chapel in the City, and there

Bitting out the whole proceeding, unless desired to leave the place,
with the Quixotic idea of returning to Holloway with her in an

omnibus. As he looked at this project all round, he became sure
that the joint journey in an omnibus would never be achieved.

Then he imagined that Mrs. Eoden might perhaps give him aid.

But with what a face could such a one as he ask such a one as Mrs.
Eoden to assist him in such an enterprise ? And yet, if anything
were to be done, it must be done through Mrs. Eoden, or, at any
rate, through Mrs. Eoden's house. As to this, too, there was a new
difficulty. He had not actually quarrelled with George Eoden, but
the two had parted on the road as though there were some hitch in
the cordiality of their friendship. He had been rebuked for having
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believed what Crocker had told him. He did acknowledge to himself

that he should not have believed it. Though Crocker's lies had been

monstrous, he should rather have supposed him to be guilty even

of lies so monstrous, than have suspected his friend of conduct that

would certainly have been base. Even this added something to the

difficulties by which Marion Fay was surrounded.

Vivian was staying with him at Gorse Hall. " I shall go up to

London to-morrow," he said, as the two of them were riding home
after hunting on the Saturday, the Saturday after the Sunday on
which Hampstead had been in Paradise Eow.

"To-morrow is Sunday, no day for travelling," said Vivian.
" The Fitzwilliams are at Lilford Cross Eoads on Monday, draw
back towards the kennels ;

afternoon train up from Peterborough
at 5'30 ;

branch from Oundle to meet it, 4'50 have your traps
sent there. It's all arranged by Providence. On Monday evening
I go to Gatcombe, so that it will all fit."

" You need not be disturbed. A solitary Sunday will enable

you to write all your official correspondence for a fortnight."
" That I should have done, even in your presence."
"I must be at home on Monday morning. Give my love to

them all at Lilford Cross Eoads. I shall be down again before long
if my sister can spare me

;
or perhaps I may induce her to come

and rough it here for a week or two." He was as good as his word,
and travelled up to London, and thence across to Hendon Hall, on
the Sunday.

It might have been said that no young man could have had
stronger inducements for clinging to his sport, or fewer reasons for

abandoning it. His stables were full of horses
;
the weather was

good ;
the hunting had been excellent ; his friends were all around

him
;
and he had nothing else to do. His sister intended to remain

for yet another week at Castle Hautboy, and Hendon Hall of itself

had certainly no special attractions at the end of November. But
Marion Fay was on his mind, and he had arranged his scheme.
His scheme, as far as he knew, would be as practicable on a

Tuesday as on a Monday ;
but he was impatient, and for the nonce

preferred Marion Fay, whom he probably would not find, to the
foxes which would certainly be found in the neighbourhood of
Lilford Cross Eoads.

It was not much of a scheme after all. He would go over to

Paradise Eow, and call on Mrs. Eoden. He would then explain to

her what had taken place between him and George, and leave some
sort of apology for the offended Post Office clerk. Then he would
ask them both to come over and dine with him on some day before
his sister's return. In what way Marion Fay's name might be

introduced, or how she might be brought into the arrangement, he
must leave to the chapter of accidents. On the Monday he left

home at about two o'clock, and making a roundabout journey via
Baker Street, King's Cross, and Islington, went down to Holloway
by an omnibus. He had become somewhat abashed and perplexed
as to his visits to Paradise Eo\v, having learned to entertain a
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notion that some of the people there looked at him. It was hard,
he thought, that if he had a friend in that or any other street he

should not be allowed to visit his friend without creating attention.

He was not aware of the special existence of Mrs. Demijohn, or

of Clara, or of Mrs. Duffer, nor did he know from what window

exactly the eyes of curious inhabitants were fixed iipon him. But
ho was conscious that an interest was taken in his comings and

goings. As long as his acquaintance in the street was confined to

the inhabitants of No. 11, this did not very much signify. Though
the neighbours should become aware that he was intimate with

Mrs. Eoden or her son, he need not care much {ibout that. But if

he should succeed in adding Marion Fay to the number of his

Holloway friends, then he thought inquisitive eyes might be an

annoyance. It was on this account that he made his way down
in an omnibus, and felt that there was something almost of

hypocrisy in the soft, unpretending, and almost skulking manner in

which he crept up Paradise Bow, as though his walking there was

really of no moment to any one. As he looked round after knock-

ing at Mrs. Eoden's door, he saw the figure of Clara Demijohn
standing a little back from the parlour window of the house

opposite." Mrs. Eoden is at home," said the maid,
" but there are friends

with her." Nevertheless she showed the young lord up to the

drawing-room. There were friends indeed. It was Mrs. Vincent's

day for coming, and she was in the room. That ,'alone would not
have been much, but with the two elder ladies was seated Marion

Fay. So far at any rate Fortune had favoured him. But now
there was a difficulty in explaining his purpose. He could not very
well give his general invitation, general at any rate as regarded
Marion Fay, before Mrs. Vincent.

Of course there was an introduction. Mrs. Vincent, who had
often heard Lord Hampstead's name, in spite of her general severity,
was open to the allurements of nobility. She was glad to meet the

young man, although she had strong reasons for believing that he
was not a tower of strength on matters of Faith. Hampstead and
Marion Fay shook hands as though they were old friends, and then
the conversation naturally fell upon George Eoden.

" You didn't expect my son, I hope," said the mother.
" Oh dear, no ! I had a message to leave for him, which will do

just as well in a note."

This was to some extent unfortunate, because it made both Mrs.
Vincent and Marion feel that they were in the way.

"I think I'll send Betsy down for the brougham," said the
former. The brougham which brought Mrs. Vincent was always
in the habit of retiring round the corner to the "Duchess of

Edinburgh," where the driver had succeeded in creating for himself

quite an intimacy.
"
Pray do not stir, madam," said Hampstead, for he had per-

ceived from certain preparations made by Miss Fay that she would
find it necessary to follow Mrs. Vincent out of the roon. "I will
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write two words for Eoden, and that will tell him all I have to

say."
Then the elder ladies went back to the matter they were dis-

cussing before Lord Hampstead had appeared. "I was asking this

young lady/' said Mrs. Vincent,
" to come with me for two or three

days down to Brighton. It is absolutely the fact that she has never

seen Brighton."
As Mrs. Vincent went to Brighton twice annually, for a .month

at the beginning of the winter and then again for a fortnight in the

spring, it seemed to her a wonderful thing that any one living, even

at Holloway, should never have seen the place.
" I think it would be a very good thing," said Mrs. Eoden,

"
if your father can spare you."
" I never leave my father," said Marion.
" Don't you think, my lord," said Mrs. Vincent,

" that she looks

as though she wanted a change ?
"

Authorized by this, Lord Hampstead took the opportunity of

gazing at Marion, and was convinced that the young lady wanted
no change at all. There was certainly no room for improvement;
but it occurred to him on the spur of the moment that he, too,

might spend two or three days at Brighton, and that he might find,

his opportunities there easier than in Paradise Eow. "
Yes, indeed,"

he said,
" a change is always good. I never like to stay long in one

place myself."
" Some people must stay in one place," "said Marion with a

smile.
" Father has to go to his business, and would be very un-

comfortable if there were no one to give him his meals and sit at

table with him."
" He could spare you for a day or two," said Mrs. Eoden, who

knew that it would be well for Marion that she should sometimes
be out of London.

" I am sure that he would not begrudge you a short recreation
like that," said Mrs. Vincent.

" He never begrudges me anything. We did go down to Cowes
for a fortnight in April, though I am quite sure that papa himself
would have preferred remaining at home all the time. He does
not believe in the new-fangled idea of changing the air."

" Doesn't he ?
''

said Mrs. Vincent. " I do, I know. Where I

live, at Wimbledon, may be said to be more country than town;
but if I were to remain all the year without moving, I should
become so low and out of sorts, that I veritably believe they would
have to bury me before the first year was over."

" Father says that when he was young it was only people of rank
and fashion who went out of town regularly ; and that folk lived as

long then as they do now."
"I think people get used to living and dying according to

circumstances," said Hampstead.
" Our ancestors did a great many

things which we regard as quite fatal. They drank their water
without filtering it, and ate salt meat all the winter through.
They did very little in the washing way, and knew nothing of
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ventilation. Yet they contrived to live." Marion Fay, however,
was obstinate, and declared her purpose of declining Mrs. Vincent's

kind invitation. There was a good deal more said about it, because

Hampstead managed to make various propositions.
" He was very

fond of the sea himself," he said, "and would take them all round,

including Mrs. Vincent and Mrs. Koden, in his yacht, if not to

Brighton, at any rate to Cowes." December was not exactly the

time for yachting, and as Brighton could be reached in an hour by
railway, he was driven to abandon that proposition with a little

laughter at his own absurdity.
But it was all done with a gaiety and a kindness which quite won

Mrs. Vincent's heart. She stayed considerably beyond her accus-

tomed hour, to the advantage of the proprietor of the " Duchess of

Edinburgh," and at last sent Betsy down to the corner in high good
humour. "I declare, Lord Hampstead," she said, "I ought to

charge you three-and-sixpence before I go. I shall have to break
into another hour, because I have stayed talking to you. Pritchard

never lets me off if I am not back punctually by four." Then sho
took her departure.

"You needn't go, Marion," said Mrs. Eoden, "unless Lord

Hampstead has something special to say to me." Lord Hampstead
declared that he had nothing special to say, and Marion did not go.

" But I have something special to say," said Hampstead, when
the elder lady was quite gone,

" but Miss Fay may know it just
as well as yourself. As we were walking to Hendon on Sunday
a matter came up as to which George and I did not agree."

" There was no quarrel, I hope ?
"

said his mother.
" Oh dear, no

;
but we weren't best pleased with each other.

Therefore I want you both to come and dine with me one day this

week. I shall be engaged on Saturday, but any day before that

will do." Mrs. Roden put on a very serious look on receiving the

proposition, having never before been invited to the house of her
son's friend. Nor, for some years past, had she dined out with any
acquaintance. And yet she could not think at the moment of any
reason why she should not do so.

"
1 was going to ask Miss Fay

to come with you."
"
Oh, quite impossible," said Marion. "

It is very kind, my lord
;

but I never go out, do I, Mrs. Eoden ?
"

" That seems to me a reason why you should begin. Of course,
I understand about your father. But I should be delighted to

make his acquaintance, if you would bring him."
" He rarely goes out, Lord Hampstead."" Then he will have less power to plead that he is engaged.

What do you say, Mrs. Roden? It would give me the most
unaffected pleasure. Like your father, Miss Fay, I, too, am un-
accustomed to much going out, as yo\\ call it. I am as peculiar as

he is. Let us acknowledge that we are all peculiar people, and
that therefore there is the more reason why we should come together.
Mrs. Uoden, do not try to prevent an arrangement which will give
me the greatest pleasure, and to which there cannot be any real
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objection. Why should not Mr. Fay make acquaintance with your
pon's friend? Which day would suit you best, Wednesday,
Thursday, or Friday ?

"

At last it was settled that at any rate George Eoden should dine

at Hendon Hall on the Friday, he being absent during the dis-

cussion, and that time must be taken as to any further acceptance
of the invitation. Mrs. Koden was inclined to think that it had
best be regarded as impossible. She thought that she had made
up her mind never to dine out again. Then there came across her
mind a remembrance that her son was engaged to marry this young
man's sister, and that it might be for his welfare that she should

give way to these overtures of friendship. When her thoughts had
travelled so far as this, she might have felt sure that the invitation

would at last be accepted.
As to Marion Fay, the subject was allowed to drop without any

further decision. She had said that it was impossible, and she
said nothing more. That was the last dictum heard from her

;
but

it was not repeated, as would probably have been the case had she
been quite sure that it was impossible. Mrs. Eoden during the
interview did not allude to that branch of the subject again. She
was fluttered with what had already been said, a little angry with
herself that she had so far yielded, a little perplexed at her own too

evident confusion, a little frightened at Lord Hampstead's evident
admiration of the girl. As to Marion, it must, of course, be left to

her father, as would the question as to the Quaker himself.

"I had better be going," said Marion Fay, who was also

confused.

"So must I," said Hampstead. "I have to return round by
London, and have ever so many things to do in Park Lane. The
worst of having two or three houses is that one never knows where
one's clothes are. Good-bye, Mrs. Eoden. Mind, I depend upon
you, and that I have set my heart upon it. You will let me walk
.vith you as far as your door, Miss Fay ?

"

"It is only three doors off," said Marion, "and in the other
direction." Nevertheless he did go with her to the house, though
it was only three doors off.

" Tell your father, with my compli-
ments," he said,

" that George Eodeu can show you the way over.

If you can get a cab to bring you across I will send you back in the

waggonette. For the matter of that, there is no reason on earth

why it should not be sent for you."
" Oh no, my lord. That is, I do not think it possible that we

should come."
"
Pray do, pray do, pray do," he said, as he took her hand when

the door at No. 17 was opened. As he walked down the street he
saw the figure still standing at the parlour window of No. 10.

On the same evening Clara Demijohn was closeted with Mrs.
Duffer at her lodgings at No. 15.

"
Standing in the street, squeezing

her hand !

"
said Mrs. Duffer, as though the very hairs of her head

were made to stand on end by the tidings, the moral hairs, that

is, of her moral head. Her head, in the flesh, was ornamented by
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a front which must have prevented the actual standing on end of

any hair that was left to her.

"I saw it! They came out together from No. 11 as loving as

could be, and he walked up with her to their own house. Then he
seized her hand and held it, oh, for minutes ! in the street. There
is nothing those Quaker girls won't allow themselves. They are

so free with their Christian names, that, of course, they get into

intimacies instantly. I never allow a young man to call me Clara
without leave asked and given."

" I should think not."

"One can't be too particular about one's Christian name.

They've been in there together, at No. 11, for two hours. What
can that mean ? Old Mrs. Vincent was there, but she went away."

" I suppose she didn't like such doings."
"What can a lord be doing in such a place as that," asked

Clara,
"

coming so often, you know ? And one that has to be a

Markiss, which is much more than a lord. One thing is quite
certain. It can't mean that he is going to marry Marion Fay ?

"

With this assurance Clara Demijohn comforted herself as best Bhe

might.

CHAPTER XVIII.

HOW THEY LIVED AT TRAFFORD PARK.

THERE certainly was no justification for the ill-humour which Lady
Kingsbury displayed to her husband because Hampstead and his

sister had been invited down to Castle Hautboy. The Hautboy
people were her own relations, not her husband's. If Lady
Persiflage had taken upon herself to think better of all the evil

things clone by the children of the first Marchioness, that was not
tho fault of the Marquis! But to her thinking this visit had been
made in direct opposition to her wishes and her interests. Had it

been possible she would have sent the naughty young lord and
the naughty young lady altogether to Coventry, as far as all

aristocratic associations were concerned. This encouragement of
them at Castle Hautboy was in direct contravention of her ideas.

But poor Lord Kingsbury had had nothing to do with it.
"
They

are not fit to go to such a house as Castle Hautboy," she said. The
Marquis, who was sitting alone in his own morning-room at

Trafford, frowned angrily. But her .ladyship, too, was very angry."
They have disgraced themselves, and Gerald ine should not have

received them."
There were two causes for displeasure in this. In the first place

the Marquis could not endure that such hard things should be said
of his elder children. Then, by the very nature of the accusation
made, there was a certain special honour paid to the Hautevillo

family which he did not think at all to be their due. On man*
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occasions his wife had spoken as though her sister had married into

a House of peculiar nobility, because, forsooth, Lord Persiflage
was in the Cabinet, and was supposed to have made a figure in

politics. The Marquis was not at all disposed to regard the Earl

as in any way bigger than was he himself. He could have paid all

the Earl's debts, which the Earl certainly could not do himself,
and never have felt it. The social gatherings at Castle Hautboy
were much more numerous than any at Trafford, but the guests at

Castle Hautboy were often people whom the Marquis would never
have entertained. His wife pined for the social influence which her
sister was supposed to possess, but he felt no sympathy with his

wife in that respect.
" I deny it/'' said the father, rising from his chair, and scowling

at his wife as he stood leaning upon the table.
"
They have not

disgraced themselves."

"I say they have." Her ladyship made her assertion boldly,

having come into the room prepared for battle, and determined if

possible to be victor.
" Has not Fanny disgraced herself in having

engaged herself to a low fellow, the scum of the earth, without

saying anything even to you about it ?
"

"No!" shouted the Marquis, who was resolved to contradict
his wife in anything she might say.

" Then I know nothing of what becomes a young woman," con-
tinued the Marchioness. " And does not Hampstead associate with
all manner of low people ?

"

"
No, never."

" Is not this George Roden a low person ? Does he ever live with
young men or with ladies of his own rank ?

"

"And yet you're angry with him because he goes to Castle

Hautboy ! Though, no doubt, he may meet people there quite unfit
for society."

" That is not true," said the Marchioness. " My brother-in-law
entertains the best company in Europe."

" He did do so when he had my son and my daughter under his
roof."

"
Hampstead does not belong to a single club in London," said

the stepmother." So much the better," said the father,
"
as far as I know any-

thing about the clubs. Hautboy lost fourteen hundred pounds the
other day at the Pandemonium

;
and where did the money come

from to save him from being expelled ?
"

" That's a very old story," said the Marchioness, who knew that
her husband and Hampstead between them had supplied the money
to save the young lad from disgrace.

"And yet you throw it in my teeth that Hampstead doesn't

belong to any club ! There isn't a club in London he couldn't get
into to-morrow, if he were to put his name down."

" I wish he'd try at the Carlton," said her ladyship, whose father
and brother, and all her cousins, belonged to that aristocratic and
exclusive political association.
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"
I should disown him," said the still Liberal Marquis ;

"
that

is to say, of course he'll do nothing of the kind. But to declare

that a young man has disgraced himself because he doesn't care for

club life, is absurd ;
and coming from you as his stepmother is

wicked." As he said this he bobbed his head at her, looking into

her face as though he should say to her,
" Now you have my true

opinion about yourself." At this moment there came a gentle
knock at the door, and Mr. Greenwood put in his head. " I am
busy," said the Marquis very angrily. Then the unhappy chaplain
retired abashed to his own rooms, which were also on the ground
floor, beyond that in which his patron was now sitting.

" My lord," said his wife, towering in her passion,
"

if you call

me wicked in regard to your children, I will not continue to live

under the same roof with you."
" Then you may go away."
" I have endeavoured to do my duty by your children, and a

very hard time I've had of it. If you think that your daughter is

now conducting herself with propriety, I can only wash my hands
of her.

" Wash your hands," he said.
"
Very well. Of course I must "suffer deeply, because the

shadow of the disgrace must fall more or less upon my own
darlings."

" Bother the darlings," said the Marquis.
"
They're your own children, my lord

; your own children."
" Of course they are. Why shouldn't they be my own children ?

They are doing very well, and will get quite as good treatment as

younger brothers ought to have."
" I don't believe you care for them the least in the world," said

the Marchioness.
" That is not true. You know I care for them."
" You said ' bother the darlings

' when I spoke of them." Hero
the poor mother sobbed, almost overcome by the contumely of the

expression used towards her own offspring." You drive a man to say anything. Now look here. I will not
have Hampstead and Fanny abused in my presence. If there bo

anything wrong I must suffer more than you, because they are my
children. You have made it impossible for her to live here "

" I haven't made it impossible for her to live here. I have only
done my duty by her. Ask Mr. Greenwood."

" D Mr. Greenwood !

"
said the Marquis. He certainly did

say the word at full length, as far as it can be said to have length,
and with all the emphasis of which it was capable. He certainly
did say it, though when the circumstance was afterwards not

unfrequently thrown in his teeth, he would forget it and deny it.

Her ladvship heard the word very plainly, and at once stalked out
of the room, thereby showing that her feminine feelings had received
a wrench which made it impossible for her any longer to endure
the presence of such a foul-mouthed monster. Up to that moment
she had been anything but the victor ;

but the vulgarity of the
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curse had restored to her much of her prestige, so that she was able

to leave the battle-field as one retiring with all his forces in proper
order. He had " bothered

"
his own children, and " damned "

his

own chaplain !

The Marquis sat awhile thinking alone, and then pulled a string

by which communication was made between his room and that in

which the clergyman sat. It was not a vulgar bell, which would

havejbeen injurious to the reverence and dignity of a clerical friend,
as savouring of a menial's task work, nor was it a pipe for oral

communication, which is undignified, as requiring a man to stoop
and put his mouth to it, but an arrangement by which a light tap
was made against the wall so that the inhabitant of the room might
know that he was wanted without any process derogatory to his

self-respect. The chaplain obeyed the summons, and, lightly

knocking at the door, again stood before the lord. He found the

Marquis standing upon the hearthrug, by which, as he well knew,
it was signified that he was not intended to sit down. " Mr. Green-

wood," said the Marquis, in a tone of voice which was intended to

be peculiarly mild, but which at the same time was felt to be

menacing, "I do not mean at the present moment to have any
conversation with you on the subject to which it is necessary that I
should allude, and as I shall not ask for your presence for above a
minute or two, I will not detain you by getting you to sit down.
If I can induce you to listen to me without replying to me it will,
I think, be better for both of us."

"
Certainly, my lord."

"
I will not have you speak to me respecting Lady Frances."

" When have I done so ?
" asked the chaplain plaintively." Nor will I have you speak to Lady Kingsbury about her step-

daughter." Then he was silent, and seemed to imply, by what he
had said before, that the clergyman should now leave the room.
The first order given had been very simple. It was one which the

Marquis certainly had a right to exact, and with which Mr. Green-*
wood felt that he would be bound to comply. But the other was
altogether of a different nature. He was in the habit of constant
conversation with Lady Kingsbury as to Lady Frances. Twice,
three times, four times a day her ladyship, who in her present
condition had no other confidant, would open out her sorrow to him
on this terrible subject. Was he to tell her that he had been for-
bidden by his employer to continue this practice, or was he to
continue it in opposition to the Marquis's wishes ? He would have
been willing enough to do as he was bidden, but that he saw that
he would be driven to quarrel with the lord or the lady. The lord,
no doubt, could turn him out of the house, but the lady could'
make the house too hot to hold him. The lord was a just man,
though unreasonable, and would probably not turn him out without
compensation ; but the lady was a violent woman, who if she were
angered would remember nothing of justice. Thinking of all this
he stood distracted and vacillating before his patron.

"
I expect

you," saidthe Marquis, "to comply with my wishes, or to leave me."
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" To leave Trafford ?
" asked the poor man.

"Yes; to leave Trafford; to do that or to comply with my
wishes on a matter as to which my wishes are certainly entitled to

consideration. Which is it to be, Mr. Greenwood V
"

" Of course, I will do as you bid me." Then the Marquis bowed

graciously as ho still stood with his back to the fire, and Mr. Green-

wood left the room.
Mr. Greenwood knew well that this was only the beginning of

his troubles. When he made the promise he was quite sure that

ho would be unable to keep it. The only prospect open to him
was that of breaking the promise and keeping the Marquis in

ignorance of his doing so. It would be out of his power not
^
to

follow any lead in conversation which the Marchioness might give
him. But it might be possible to make the Marchioness under-

stand that her husband must be kept in the dark as to any
confidence between them. For, in truth, many secrets were now
discussed between them, as to which it was impossible that her

ladyship should be got to hold her tongue. Ifc had come to be

received as a family doctrine between them that Lord Harnpstead's
removal to a better world was a thing devoutly to be wished. It is

astonishing how quickly, though how gradually, ideas of such a

nature will be developed when entertainment has once been given
to them. The devil makes himself at home with great rapidity
Mvien the hall door has been opened to him. A month or two back,

7 ;
ore her ladyship went to Konigsgraaf, she certainly would not

/

f
ve ventured to express a direct wish for the young man's death,

l^nvever frequently her thoughts might have travelled in that

ejection. And certainly in those days, though they were yet not

many weeks since, Mr. Greenwood would have been much shocked
had any such suggestion been made to him as that which was now
quite commonly entertained between them. The pity of it, the pity
of it, the pity of it! It was thus the heart-broken mother put the

matter, reconciling to herself her own wishes by that which she

thought to be a duty to her own children. It was not that she and
Mr. Greenwood had between them any scheme by which Lord
Hampstead might cease to be in the way. Murder certainly had
not come into their thoughts. But the pity of it

;
the pity of it !

As Lord Hampstead was in all respects unfit for that high position
which, if he lived, he would be called upon to fill, so was her boy,
her Lord Frederic, made to adorn it by all good gifts. He was
noble-looking, gracious, and aristocratic from the crown of his little

head to the soles of his little feet. No more glorious heir to a title

mado happy the heart of any British mother, if only he were tho
heir. And why should it be denied to her, a noble scion of the

great House of Mountressor, to be the mother of none but younger
eons ? The more her mind dwelt upon it, the more completely did
the iniquity of her wishes fade out of. sight and her ambition

appear to bo no more than the natural anxiety of a mother for her
child. Mr. Greenwood had no such excuses to offer to himself;
but with him, too, the devil having once made his entrance soon

I
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found himself comfortably at homo. Of meditating Lord Hamp-
stead's murder he declared to himself that he had no idea. His
conscience was quite clear to him in that respect. What was it to

him who might inherit the title and the property of the Traffords ?

He was simply discussing with a silly woman a circumstance which
no words of theirs could do aught either to cause or to prevent. It

soon seemed to him to be natural that she should wish it, and
natural also that he should seem to sympathize with her who was
his best friend. The Marquis, he was sure, was gradually dropping
him. Where was he to look for maintenance, but to his own
remaining friend ? The Marquis would probably give him some-

thing were he dismissed ;
but that something would go but a

short way towards supporting him comfortably for the rest of his

life. There was a certain living in the gift of the Marquis, the

Rectory of Appleslocombe in Somersetshire, which would exactly
suit Mr. Greenwood's needs. The incumbent was a very old man,
now known to be bed-ridden. It was 800 a year. There would
be ample for himself and for a curate. Mr. Greenwood had spoken
to the Marquis on the subject ;

but had been told, with some

expression of civil regret, that he was considered to be too old for

new duties. The Marchioness had talked to him frequently of

Appleslocombe; but what was the use of that? If the Marquis
himself were to die, and then the Eector, there would be a change
for him, on condition that Lord Hampstead were also out of t j

way. But Mr. Greenwood, as he thought of it, shook his head
the barren prospect. His sympathies no doubt were on the side J

the lady. The Marquis was treating him ill. Lord Hampstef 1

was a disgrace to his order. Lady Frances was worse even thaa
her brother. It would be a good thing that Lord Frederic should
be the heir. But all this had nothing to do with murder, or even
with meditation of murder. If the Lord should choose to take the

young man it would be well
;
that was all.

On the same afternoon, an hour or two after he had made his

Sromise
to the Marquis, Lady Kingsbury sent for him. She always

id send for him to drink tea with her at five o'clock. It was so

regular that the servant would simply announce that tea was ready
in her ladyship's room upstairs. "Have you seen his lordship
to-day ?

" she asked.
" Yes ;

I have seen him."
" Since he told you in that rude way to leave the room ?

"
"
Yes, he called me after that."

"Well?"
" He bade me not talk about Lady Frances."
" I dare say not. He does not wish to hear her name-spoken.

I can understand that."
" He does not wish me to mention her to you."
"Not to me? Is my mouth to be stopped? I shall say re-

specting her whatever I think fit. I dare say, indeed !

"
" It was to my talking that he referred."
"He cannot stop people's mouths. It is all nonsense. He
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should have kept her at Konigsgraaf, and locked her up till she

had changed her mind."
" He wanted me to promise that I would not speak of her to

your ladyship."
" And what did you say ?

" He shrugged his shoulders, and
drank his tea. She shook her head and bit her lips. She would
not hold her tongue, be he ever so angry.

" I almost wish that sho

would marry the man, so that the matter might be settled. I don't

suppose he would ever mention her name then himself. Has she

gone back to Hendon yet ?
"

" I don't know, my lady."
" This is his punishment for having ran counter to his uncle's

wishes and his uncle's principles. You cannot touch pitch and not

be defiled." The pitch, as Mr. Greenwood very well understood,
was the first Marchioness. "Did he say anything about Hamp-
Btcad ?

"

" Not a word."
" I suppose we are not to talk about him either ! Unfortunate

young man ! I wonder whether he feels himself how thoroughly
he is destroying the family."

" I should think he must."
"Those sort of men are so selfish that they never think of any

one else. It does not occur to him what Frederic might be if he
were not in the way. Nothing annoys me so much as when he

j
stends to be fond of the children."

<

" I suppose he won't come any more now."

ir

"
Nothing will keep him away, unless he were to die." Mr.

.Greenwood shook his head sadly.
"
They say ho rides hard."

" I don't know." There was something in the suggestion which
at ^e moment made the clergyman almost monosyllabic.

maf Or his yacht might go down with him."

irce
' He never yachts at this time of the year," said the clergyman,

f
,r nng comfort in the security thus assured.
'

, I suppose not. Bad weeds never get cut off. But yet it is

a ijpishing
how many elder sons have been taken away, during

tL]_
ast quarter of a century."

^i A great many."
" There never could have been one who could be better spared,"

said the stepmother.
" Yes

;
he might be spared."

" If you only think of the advantage to the family ! It will be
ruined if he comes to the title. And my Fred would be such an
honour to the name! There is nothing to be done, of course."
That was the first word that had ever been spoken in that direction,
and that word was allowed to pass without any reply having been
made to it, though it had been uttered almost in a question.



no MARION

CHAPTER XIX.

AMALDINA'S

TKAFFORD PARK was in Shropshire. Llwddythlw, the Welsh seat

of the Duke of Merioneth, was in the next county ; one of the seats

that is, for the Duke had mansions in many counties. Here at this

period of the year it suited Lord Llwddythlw to live, not for any
special gratification of his own, but because North Wales was sup-

posed to require his presence. He looked to the Quarter Sessions,
to the Eoads, to the Lunatic Asylum, and to the Conservative

Interests generally of that part of Great Britain. That he should

spend Christmas at Llwddythlw was a thing of course. In January
he went into Durham; February to Somersetshire. In this way
he parcelled himself out about the kingdom, remaining in London
of course from the first to the last of the Parliamentary Session.

It was, we may say emphatically, a most useful life, but in which
there was no recreation and very little excitement. It was not
wonderful that he should be unable to find time to get married.

As he could not get as far as Castle Hautboy, partly, perhaps,
because he did not especially like the omnium-gatherum mode of

living which prevailed there, ii had been arranged that he should

give up two days early in December to meet the lady of his love

under her aunt's roof at Trafford Park. Lady Amaldina and lie

were both to arrive there on Wednesday, December 3rd, and remain
till the Friday morning. There had not been any special term

arranged as to the young lady's visit, as her time was not of much
consequence; but it had been explained minutely that the l^ver
must reach Denbigh by the 5.45 train, so as to be able to ,

e ^it
certain institutions in the town before a public dinner which' is

to be held in the Conservative interest at seven. Lord Llwddyj jw
had comfort in thinking that he could utilize his two days' idlj^s
at Trafford in composing and studying the speech on the prpas it

state of affairs, which, though to be uttered at Denbigh, w
rd,

no doubt, appear in all the London newspapers on the follc.^jng
morning.

As it was to be altogether a lover's meeting, no company was to

be invited. Mr. Greenwood would, of course, be there. To make
up something of a dinner-party, the Mayor of Shrewsbury was
asked for the first evening, with his wife. The Mayor was a strong
Conservative politician, and Lord Llwddythlw would therefore be

glad to meet him. For the next day's dinner the clergyman of the

Srish,
with his wife and daughter, were secured. The chief draw-

ck to these festive arrangements consisted in the fact that both

Lady Amaldina and her lover arrived on the day of the bitter

quarrel between the Marquis and his wife.

Perhaps, however, the coming of guests is the best relief which
can be afforded for the misery of such domestic feuds. After such
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words as had been spoken Lord and Lady Trafford could hardly
have sat down comfortably to dinner, with no one between them
but Mr. Greenwood. In such case there could not have been much
conversation. But now the Marquis could come bustling into the

drawing-room to welcome his wife's niece before dinner without

any reference to the discomforts of the morning. Almost at the
same moment Lord Llwddythlw made his appearance, having
arrived at the latest possible moment, and having dressed himself
in ten minutes. As there was no one present but the family, Lady
Amaldina kissed her future husband, as she might have kissed
her grandfather, and his lordship received the salutation as any
stern, undemonstrative grandfather might have done. Then Mr.
Greenwood entered, with the Mayor and his wife, and the party
was complete. The Marquis took Lady Amaldina out to dinner
and her lover sat next to her. The Mayor and his wife were on the

other side of the table, and Mr. Greenwood was between them.
The soup had not been handed round before Lord Llwddythlw was

deep in a question as to the comparative merits of the Shropshire
and Welsh Lunatic asylums. From that moment till the time at

which the gentlemen went to the ladies in the drawing-room the
conversation was altogether of a practical nature. As soon as the
ladies had left the table roads and asylums gave way to*general
politics, as to which the Marquis and Mr. Greenwood allowed the
Conversatives to have pretty much their own way. In the drawing-
room conversation became rather heavy, till, at a few minutes after

en, the Mayor, observing that he had a drive before him, retired

or the night. The Marchioness with Lady Amaldina followed

[uickly ;
and within five minutes the Welsh lord, having muttered

;omethmg as to the writing of letters, was within the seclusion of

lis own bedroom. Not a word of love had been spoken, but Lady
imaldina was satisfied. On her toilet-table she found a little

parcel addressed to her by his lordship containing a locket with
her monogram,

" A. L.," in diamonds. The hour of midnight was
long passed before his lordship had reduced to words the first half
of those promises of constitutional safety which he intended to

make to the Conservatives of Denbigh. Not much was seen of
Lord Llwddythlw after breakfast on the following morning, so
determined was he to do justice to the noble cause which he had in

hand. After lunch a little expedition was arranged for the two
lovers, and the busy politician allowed himself to be sent out for a
short drive with no other companion than his future bride. Had
lie been quite intimate with her he would have given her the

manuscript of his speech, and occupied himself by saying it to her
as a lesson which he had learnt. As he could not do this he re-

capitulated to her all his engagements, as though excusing his own
slowness as to matrimony, and declared that what with the property
and what with Parliament, he never knew whether he was standing
on his head or his heels. But when he paused he had done nothing
towards naming a certain day, so that Lady Amaldina found her-

self obliged to take the matter into her own hands. " When then
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do you think it will be?" she asked. He put his hand up and
rubbed his head under his hat as though the subject were very dis-

tressing to him.
" I would not for worlds, you know, think that I

was in your way," she said, with just a tone of reproach in her

voice.

He was in truth sincerely attached to her
;
much more so than

it was in the compass of her nature to be to him. If he could have

had her for his wife without any trouble of bridal preparations, or

of subsequent honeymooning, he would most willingly have begun
from this moment. It was incumbent on him to be married, and
he had quite made up his mind that this was the sort of wife that

he required. But now he was sadly put about by that tone of re-

proach.
"
I wish to goodness," he said,

" that I had been born a

younger brother, or just anybody else than I am."
"Why on earth should you wish that ?

"

" Because I am so bothered. Ofcourse, you don't understand it."

"I do understand," said Amaldina; "but there must, you
know, be some end to all that. I suppose the Parliament and the

Lunatic Asylums will go on just the same always."
" No doubt, no doubt."

"If s.o, there is no reason why any day should ever be fixed.

People are beginning to think that it must be off, because it has
been talked of so long."

" I hope it will never be off."

"I know the Prince said the other day that he had ex-

pected But it does not signify what he expected." Lord
Llwddythlw had also heard the story of what the Prince had said

that he expected, and he scratched his head again with vexation.

It had been reported that the Prince had declared that he had

hoped to be asked to be godfather long ago. Lady Amaldina had

probably heard some other version of the story.
" What I mean is

that everybody was surprised that it should be so long postponed,
but that they now begin to think it is abandoned altogether."

"Shall we say June next?" said the ecstatic lover. Lady
Amaldina thought that June would do very well. "But there
will be the Town's Education Improvement Bill," said his lordship,

again scratching his head.

"I thought all the towns had been educated long ago." He
looked at her with feelings of a double sorrow

; sorrow that she
should have known so little, sorrow that she should be treated so

badly.
" I think we will put it off altogether," she said angrily."

No, no, no," he exclaimed. " Would August do ? I certainly
have promised to be at Inverness to open the New Docks."

" That's nonsense,'' she said.
" What can the Docks want with

you to open them ?
"

" My father, you know," he said,
" has a very great interest in

the city. I think I'll get David to do it." Lord David was his

brother, also a Member of Parliament, and a busy man, as were all

the Powell family ; but one who liked a little recreation among the
moors when the fatigue of the House of Commons was over,
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" Of course he could do it," paid Lady Amaldina. " He got
himself married ten years ago."

"
I'll ask him, but he'll be very angry. He always says that he

oughtn't to be made to do an elder brother's work."
" Then I may tell rnarnrna ?

" His lordship again rubbed his

head, but did it this time in a manner that was conceived to signify
assent. The lady pressed his arm gently, and the visit to Trafford,
as far as she was concerned, was supposed to have been a success,

She gave him another little squeeze as they got out of the carriage,
and he went away sadly to learn the rest of his speech, thinking
how sweet it might be " To do as others use ; Play with the tangles
of Ncsera's hair, Or sport with Amaryllis in the shade."

But there was a worse interruption for Lord Llwddythlw than
this which ho had now undergone. At about five, when he was
making the peroration of his speech quite secure in his memory,
a message came to him from the Marchioness, saying that she
would be much obliged to him if he would give her five minutes
in her own room. Perhaps he would be kind enough to drink a

cup of tea with her. This message was brought by her ladyship's
own maid, and could be regarded only as a command. But Lord
Llwddythlw wanted no tea, cared not at all for Lady Kingsbury,
and was very anxious as to his speech. He almost cursed the

fidgety fretfulness of women as he slipped the manuscript into his

letter-case, and followed the girl along the passages.
" This is so kind of you," she said. He gave himself the usual

rub of vexation as he bowed his head, but said nothing. She saw
the state of his mind, but was determined to persevere. Though
he was a man plain to look at, he was known to be the very pillar
and support of his order. No man in England was so wedded to

the Conservative cause, to that cause which depends for its success
on the maintenance of those social institutions by which Great
Britain has become the first among the nations. No one believed

as did Lord Llwddythlw in keeping the different classes in their

own places, each place requiring honour, truth, and industry.
The Marchioness understood something of his character in that

respect. Who therefore would be so ready to see the bitterness of

her own injuries, to sympathize with her as to the unntness of that

son and daughter who had no blood relationship to herself, to

perceive ho\v infinitely better it would be for the "
ord.or

"
that her

own little Lord Frederic should be allowed to succeed &,ad to assist

in keeping the institutions of Great Britain in their propbc position ?

She had become absolutely dead to the fact that by any a'.iusion to

the probability of such a succession she was expressing a wish for

the untimely death of one for whose welfare she was bound to be
solicitous. She had lost, by constant dwelling on the subject, her

power of seeing how the idea would strike the feelings of another

person. Here was a man peculiarly blessed in the world, a man at

the very top of his "
order," one who would be closely connected

with herself, and on whom at some future time she might be able

to lean as on a strong staff. Therefore she determined to trust her
sorrows into his ears.
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" Won't you have a cup of tea ?
"

" I never take any at this time of the day."
"
Perhaps a cup of coffee ?

"

"
Nothing before dinner, thank you."

"You were not at Castle Hautboy when Hampstead and his

sister were there?"
" I have not been at Castle Hautboy since the spring."
"Did you not think it very odd that they should have been

asked ?
"

"
No, indeed ! Why odd ?

"

" You know the story ;
do you not ? As one about to be so

nearly connected with the family, you ought to know it. Lady
Frances has made a most unfortunate engagement, to a young man
altogether beneath her, to a Post Office clerk !

"

" I did hear something of that."
" She behaved shockingly here, and was then taken away by

her broth//. I have been forced to divorce myself from her

altogether" Lord Llwddythlw rubbed his head; but on this

Occasion Lady Kicgsbury misinterpreted the cause of his vexation.

He was troubled at being made to listen to this story. She con-

ceived that he was disgusted by the wickedness of Lady Frances.
" After that I think my sister was very wrong to have her at Castle

Hautboy. No countenance ought to bo shown to a young woman
who can behave so abominably." He could only rub his head.
" Do you not think that such marriages are most injurious to the

best interests of society ?
"

"I certainly think that young ladies should marry in their

own rank."
" So much depends upon it, does it not, Lord Llwddythlw ?

All the future blood of our head families ! My own opinion is that

nothing could be too severe for such conduct."
" Will severity prevent it ?

"

''.Nothing else can. My own impression is that a father in such
case? should be allowed to confine his daughter. But then the

Marquis is so weak."
" The country would not stand it for a moment."
" So much the worse for the country," said her ladyship, hold ing

up her hands. "But the brother is if possible worse than the
sister."

"Hampstead?"" He utterly hates all idea of an aristocracy."" That is absurd."
"Most absurd," said the Marchioness, feeling herself to be

encouraged ;

" most absurd, and abominable, and wicked. He is

quite a revolutionist."

"Not that, I think," said his lordship, who knew pretty well
the nature of Hampstead's political feelings." Indeed he is. Why, he encourages his sister ! He would not
mind her marrying a shoeblack if only he could debase his own
family, Think what I must feelI, with my darling boys J

"
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"Is not he kind to them?"
" I would prefer that he should never see them !

"

"
I don't see that at all," said the angry lord.

But she altogether misunderstood him. " When I think of what
he is, and to what he will reduce the whole family should he live,

I cannot bear to see him touch them. Think of the blood of the

Traffords, of the blood of the Mountressors, of the blood of the

Hautevilles; think of your own blood, which is now to be

connected with theirs, and that all this is to be defiled because this

man chooses to bring about a disreputable, disgusting marriage
with the expressed purpose of degrading us all."

" I beg your pardon, Lady Kingsbury ;
I shall be in no way

degraded."
" Think of us ;

think of my children."
" Nor will they. It may be a misfortune, but will be no degrada-

tion. Honour can only be impaired by that which is dishonourable.

I wish that Lady Frances had given her heart elsewhere, but I feel

sure that the name of her family is safe in her hands. As for

Hampstead, he is a young man for whose convictions I have no

sympathy, but I am sure that he is a gentleman."
"I would that he were dead," said Lady Kingsbury in her

wrath.
"
Lady Kingsbury !

"

" I would that he were dead !

"

" I can only say," said Lord Llwddythlw, rising from his chair,
" that you have made your confidence most unfortunately. Lord

Ilampstead is a young nobleman whom I should be proiid to call

my friend. A man's politics are his own. His honour, his integrity,
and even his conduct belong in a measure to his family. I do not

think that his father, or his brothers, or, if I may say so, his step-

mother, will ever have occasion to blush for anything that he may
do." With this he bowed to the Marchioness, and stalked out o(

the room with a grand manner, which those who saw him shuffling >"
his feet in the House of Commons would hardly have thought
belonged to him.

The dinner on that day was very quiet, and Lady Kingsbury ,

'

retired to bed earlier even than usual. The conversation at the
dinner was dull, and turned mostly on Church subjects. Mr. Green-
wood endeavoured to be sprightly, and the parson, and the parson's

wife, and the parson's daughter were uncomfortable. Lord
Llwddythlw was almost dumb. Lady Amaldina, having settled

the one matter of interest to her, was simply contented. On the

next morning her lover took his departure by an earlier train than
he had intended. It was, he said, necessary that he should look

into some matters at Denbigh before he made his speech. He
contrived to get a compartment to himself, and there he practised
his lesson till he felt that further practice would only confuse him.

" You had Fanny at the Castle the other day," Lady Kitigsbury
Raid the next morning to her niece.

.

" Mamma thought it would be good-aatuved to ask them both."
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"
They did not deserve it. Their conduct has been such that

I am forced to say that they deserve nothing from my family.

Did she speak about this marriage of hers ?
"

" She did mention it.".

"Well!"
"
Oh, there was nothing. Of course there was much more to

fay about mine. She was saying that she would be glad to be a

bridesmaid."
"
Pray don't have her."

" Why not, aunt ?
"

" I could not possibly be there if you did. I have been com-

pelled to divorce her from my heart."
" Poor Fanny !

"

" But she was not ashamed of what she is doing ?
"

"I should ay not. She is not one of those that are ever

ashamed."

"No, no. Nothing would make her ashamed. All ideas of

propriety she has banished from her, as though they didu't exist.

I expect to hear that she disregards marriage altogether."
"Aunt Clara!"
" What can you expect from doctrines such as those which she

and her brother share? Thank God, you have never been in the

way of hearing of such things. It breaks my heart when I think
of what my own darlings will be sure to hear some of these days,
should their half-brother and half-sister still be left alive. But,
Amaldina, pray do not have her for one of your bridesmaids."

Lady Amaldina, remembering that her cousin was very handsome,
and also that there might be a difficulty in making up the twenty
titled virgins, gave her aunt no promise.

CHAPTEE XX.

THE SCHEME IS SUCCESSFUL.

WHEN the matter was mentioned to George Eoden by his mother
he could see no reason why she should not dine at Hendon Hall.
He himself was glad to have an opportunity of getting over that
roughness of feeling which had certainly existed between him and
his friend when they parted with each other on the road. As to
his mother, it would be well that she should so far return to the
usages of the world as to dine at the house of her son's friend.

"
It

is only going back to what you used to be," he said.
" You know nothing of what I used to be," she replied, almost

angrily.
"
I ask no questions, and have endeavoured so to train myself

that I should care but little about it. But I knew it was so."
Then after a pause he went back to the current pf his thoughts.
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" Had my father been a prince I think that I should take no pride
in it."

"
It is well to have been born a gentleman," she said.

"
It is well to be a gentleman, and if the good things which are

generally attendant on high birth will help a man in reaching noblo

feelings and grand resolves, so it may be that to have been well
born will be an assistance. But if a man derogates from his birth,

as so many do, then it is a crime."
"
All that has to be taken for granted, George."

"But it is not taken for granted. Though the man himself
be knave, and fool, and coward, he is supposed to be ennobled
because the blood of the Howards run in his veins. And worse

again: though he has gifts of nobility beyond compare he can

hardly dare to stand upright before lords and dukes because of his

inferiority."
" That is all going away."
"Would that it could be made to go a little faster. It may

be helped in its going. It may be that in these days the progress
shall be accelerated. But you will let me write to Hampstead and

say that you will come." She assented, and BO that part of the
little dinner-party was arranged.

After that she herself contrived to see the Quaker one evening
on his return home. "

Yes," said Mr. Fay ;

" I have heard thy
proposition from Marion. Why should the young lord desire such
a one as I am to sit at his table ?

"

" He is George's intimate friend."
" That thy son should choose his friend well, I surely believe,

because I see him to be a prudent and wise young man, who does
not devote himself overmuch to riotous amusements." George did

occasionally go to a theatre, thereby offending the Quaker's judg-
ment, justifying the "overmuch," and losing his claim to a full

measure of praise.
" Therefore I will not quarrel with him that

he has chosen his friend from among the great ones of the earth.

But like to like is a good motto. I fancy that the weary draught-
horse, such as I am, should not stable himself with hunters and
racers."

" This young man affects the society of such as yourself and
George, rather than that of others nobly born as himself."

" I do not know that he shows his wisdom the more."
" You should give him credit at any rate for good endeavours."
" It is not for me to judge him. one way or the other. Did he

ask that Marion should also go to his house ?
"

"Certainly. Why should not the child see something of the
world that may amuse her ?

"
" Little good can come to my Marion from such amusements,

Mrs. Eoden ; but something, perhaps, of harm. Wilt them say that
such recreation must necessarily be of service to a girl born to

perform the hard duties of a strict life ?
"

" I would trust Marion in anything," said Mrs. Eoden, eagerly." So would I ; so would I. She hath ever been a good girl,"
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" But do you not distrust her if you shut her up, and are afraid

to allow her even to sit at table in a strange house ?"

"I have never forbidden her to sit at thy table," said the

Quaker.
' And you should let her go specially as a kindness to me. For

my son's sake I have promised to be there, and it would be a com-

fort to me to have another woman with me."
" Then yon will hardly need me," said Mr. Fay, not without a

touch of jealousy.
" He specially pressed his request that you would come. It is

among such as you that he would wish to make himself known.

Moreover, if Marion is to be there, you, I am sure, will choose to

accompany her. Would you not wish to see how the child bears

herself on such an occasion ?
"

" On all occasions, at all places, at all hours, I would wish" to

have my child with me. There is nothing else left to me in all the

world on which my eye can rest with pleasure. But I doubt
whether it may be for her good." Then he took his departure,

leaving the matter still undecided, speaking of it with words
which seemed to imply that he must ultimately refuse, but im-

pressing Mrs. Eoden with a conviction that he would at last accept
the invitation.

"Doest thou wish it thyself ?" he said to his daughter before

retiring to rest that night.
" If you will go, father, I should like it."
" Why shouldst thou like it ? What doest thou expect ? Is it

because the young man is a lord, and tha*i there will be something
of the gilded grandeur |of the grand ones of the earth to be seen

about his house and his table ?
"

" It is not for that, father."
" Or is it because he is young and comely, and can say soft

things as such youths are wont to say, because he will smell sweetly
of scents and lavender, because his hand will be soft to the touch,
with rings on his fingers, and jewels perhaps on his bosom like a
woman ?

"

"
No, father

;
it is not for that."

" The delicacies which he will give thee to eat and to drink
;

the sweetmeats and rich food cannot be much to one nurtured as

thou hast been."
"
Certainly not, father

; they can be nothing to me."
" Then why is it that thou wouldst go to his house ?

"

" It is that I may hear you, father, speak among men."
"
Nay," said he, laughing,

" thou mayst hear me better speak
among men at King's Court in the City. There I can hold ray own
well enough, but with these young men over their wine, I shall

have but little to say, I fancy. If thou hast nothing to gain but to

hear thy old father talk, the time and money will be surely thrown
away."

" I would hear him talk, father,"
"The young lord,?"
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" Yes ; the young lord. He is bright and clever, and, coming
from another world than our world, can tell me things that I do

not know."
" Can he tell thee aught that is good ?

"

"From what I hear of him from our friend ho will tell me,
I think, naught that is bad. You will be there to hear, and to

arrest his words if they be evil. But I think him to be one from

whose mouth no guile or folly will be heard."
" "Who art thou, my child, that thou shouldst bo able to judge

whether words of guile are likely to come from a young man's lips?"
But this he said smiling and pressing her hand while he seemed to

rebuke her.
"
Nay, father ; I do not judge. I only say that I think it might

be so. They are not surely all false and wicked. But if you
wish it otherwise I will not utter another syllable to urge the

request."" We will go, Marion. Thy friend urged that it is not good
that thou shouldst always be shut up with me alone. And, though
I may distrust the young lord as not knowing him, my confidence
in thee is such that I think that nothing will ever shake it." And
so it was settled that they should all go. Ho would send to a

livery stable and hire a carriage for this unusual occasion. There
should be no need for the young lord to send them home. Though
he did not know, as he said, much of the ways of the outside world,
it was hardly the custom for the host to supply carriages as well as

viands. When he dined, as he did annually, with the elder Mr.

Pogson, Mr. Pogson sent him home in no carriage. He would sit

at the lord's table, but he would go and come as did other men.
On the Friday named the two ladies and the two men arrived

at Hendon Hall in something more than good time. Hampstead
hopped and skipped about as though he were delighted as a boy
might have been at their coming. It may be possible that there
was something of guile even in this, and that he had calculated that

ho might thus best create quickly that intimacy with the Quaker
and his daughter which he felt to be necessary for his full enjoy-
ment of the evening. If the Quaker himself expected much of that

gilding of which he had spoken he was certainly disappointed.
The garniture of Hendon Hall had always been simple, and now
had assumed less even of aristocratic finery than it used to show
when prepared for the use of the Marchioness. " I'm glad you've
come in time," said he,

" because you can get comfortably warm
before dinner." Then he fluttered about round Mrs. Roden, paying
her attention much rather than Marion Fay, still with some guile,
as knowing that he might thus best prepare for the coming of

future good things.
" I suppose you found it awfully cold ?

" he
said.

" I do not know that we were awed, my lord," said the Quaker.
" But the winter has certainly set in with some severity.""

Oh, father !

"
said Marion, rebuking him.

"Everything is awful now," said Hampstead, laughing. "Of
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course the word is absurd, but one gets in the way of using it

because other people do."
"
Nay, my lord, I crave pardon if I seemed to criticize thy

language.' Being somewhat used to a sterner manner of speaking,
I took the word in its stricter sense."

" It is but slang from a girl's school, after all," said Eoden.

"Now, Master George, I am not going to bear correction from

you," said Hampstead,
"
though I put up with it from your elders.

Miss Fay, when you were at school did they talk slang ?
"

" Where I was at school, Lord Hampstead," Marion answered,
" we were kept in strict leading-strings. Fancy, father, what Miss

Watson would have said if we had used any word in a sense not

used in a dictionary."
" Miss Watson was a sensible woman, my dear, and understood

well, and performed faithfully, the duties which she had under-

taken. I do not know that as much can be said of all those who
keep fashionable seminaries for young ladies at the West End."

" Miss Watson had a red face, and a big cap, and spectacles ;

had she not ?
" said Hampstead, appealing to Marion Fay.

" Miss Watson," said Mrs. Eoden,
" whom I remember to have

seen once when Marion was at school with her, was a very little

woman, with bright eyes, who wore her own hair, and always
looked as though she had come out of a bandbox."

"She was absolutely true to her ideas of life, as a Quaker
should be," said Mr. Fay, "and I only hope that Marion will

follow her example. As to language, it is, I think, convenient that

to a certain extent our mode of speech should consort with our
mode of living. You would not expect to hear from a pulpit the

phrases which belong to a racecourse, nor would the expressions
which are decorous, perhaps, in aristocratic drawing-rooms befit

the humble parlours of clerks and artisans."

"I never will say that anything is awful again," said Lord
Hampstead, as he gave his arm to Mrs. Eoden, and took her in to

dinner.
" I hope he will not be angry with father," whispered Marion

Fay to George Eoden, as they walked across the hall together.
" Not in the least. Nothing of that kind could anger him. If

your father were to cringe or to flatter him, then he would be dis-

gusted."
" Father would never do that," said Marion, with confidence.

The dinner went offvery pleasantly, Hampstead and Eoden taking
between them the weight of the conversation. The Quaker was
perhaps a little frightened by the asperity of his own first remark,
and ate his good things almost in silence. Marion was quite con-
tented to listen, as she had told her father was her purpose ;

but it

was perhaps to the young lord's words that she. gave attention
rather than to those of his friends'. His voice was pleasant to her
ears. There .was a certain graciousness in his words, as to which
she did not suppose that their softness was specially intended for

heir hearing. "Who does not know the way in which a man may set
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himself at work to gain admission into a woman's heart without

addressing hardly a word to herself? And who has not noted the

sympathy with which the woman has unconsciously accepted the

homage ? That pressing of the hand, that squeezing of the arm,
that glancing of the eyes, which are common amcng lovers, aro

generally the developed consequences of former indications which
have had their full effect, even though they were hardly under-

stood, and could not have been acknowledged, at the time. But
Marion did, perhaps, feel that there was something of worship even
in the way in which her host looked towards her with rapid glances
from minute to minute, as though to see that if not with words, at

any rate with thoughts, she was taking her share in the conversa-

tion which was certainly intended for her delight. The Quaker in

the mean time ate his dinner very silently. He was conscious of

having shown himself somewhat of a prig about that slang phrase,
and was repenting himself. Mrs. Eoden every now and then would

put in a word in answer rather to her son than to the host, but she
was aware of those electric sparks which, from Lord Hampstead's
end of the wire, were being directed every moment against Marion

Fay's heart.
" Now just for the fashion of the thing you must sit here for n

quarter of an hour, while we are supposed to be drinking our wine."
This was said by Lord Hampstead when he took the two ladies into

the drawing-room after dinner.

"Don't hurry yourselves," said Mrs. Eoden. "Marion and I

are old friends, and will get on very well."
" Oh yes," said Marion. " It will be pleasure enough to me just

to sit here and look around me." Then Hampstead knelt down
between them, pretending to doctor up the fire, which certainly

required no doctoring. They were standing, one on one side and
the other on the other, looking down upon him.

" You are spoiling that fire, Lord Hampstead," said Mrs. Eoden.
" Coals were made to be poked. I feel sure of that. Do take

the poker and give them one blow. That will make you at home
in the house for ever, you know." Then he handed the implement
to Clarion. She could hardly do other than take it in her hand.
She took it, blushed up to the roots of her hair, paused a moment,
~nd then gave the one blow to the coals that had been required of
.er. "Thanks," said he, nodding at her as he still knelt at her
feet and took the poker from her

;

" thanks. Now you are free of

Hendon Hall for ever. I wouldn't have any one but a friend poko
my fire." Upon this he got up>nd walked slowly out of the room.

"
Oh, Mrs. Eoden," said Marion, "I wish I hadn't done it."

" It doesn't matter. It was only a joke."
" Of course it was a joke ! but I wish I hadn't done it. It

seemed at the moment that I should look to be cross if I didn't do
as ho bade me. But when he had said that about being at

home ! Ob, Mrs. Eoden, I wish I had not done it."

"He will know that it was nothing, my dear. He is good-
humoured and playful, and likes the feeling of making us feel that
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we are not strangers." But Marion knew that Lord Hampstead
would not take it as meaning nothing. Though she could see no

more than his back as he walked out of the room, she knew that

he was glowing with triumph.

"Now, Mr. Fay, here is port if you like, but I recommend you
to stick to the claret."

" I have pretty well done all the sticking, my lord, of which I

am competent," said the Quaker. "A little wine goes a long way
with me, as I am not much used to it."

" Wine maketh glad the heart of man," said Eoden.
" True enough, Mr. Eoden. But I doubt whether it be good

that a man's heart should be much gladdened. Gladness and
sorrow counterbalance each other too surely. An even serenity is

best fitted to human life, if it can be reached."
" A level road without hills," said Hampstead.

"
They say

that horses are soonest tired by such travelling."
"
They would hardly tell you so themselves if they could give

their experience after a long day's journey." Then there was a

pause, but Mr. Fay continued to speak.
" My lord, I fear I mis-

behaved myself in reference to that word 'awful' which fell by
chance from thy mouth."

" Oh dear, no ; nothing of the kind."
" I was bethinking me that I was among the young men in our

court in Great Broad Street, who will indulge sometimes in a
manner of language not befitting their occupation at the time, or

perhaps their station in life. I am wont then to remind them that

words during business hours should be used in their strict sense.

But, my lord, if you will take a farm-horse from his plough you
cannot expect from him that he should prance upon the green."

"
It is because I think that there should be more mixing between

what you call plough-horses and animals used simply for play, that
I have been so proud to make you welcome here. I hope it may
not be by many the last time that you will act as a living

dictionary for me. If you won't have any more wine we will go to

them in the drawing-room."
Mrs. Eoden very soon declared it necessary that they should

start back to Holloway. Hampstead himself did not attempt to

delay them. The words that had absolutely passed between him
and Marion had hardly been more than those which have been here
set down, but yet he felt that he had accomplished not only with
satisfaction but with some glory to himself the purpose for which
he had specially invited his guests. His scheme had been carried
out with perfect success. After the manner in which Marion had
obeyed his behest about the fire, he was sure that he was justified
in regarding her as a friend.
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CHAPTER XXI.

WHAT THEY ALL THOUGHT AS THEY WENT HOME.

LORD HAMPSTEAD had come to the door to help them into the

carriage.
" Lord Hampstead," said Mrs. Roden,

"
you will catch

your death of cold. It is freezing, and you have nothing on your
head."

"
I am quite indifferent about those things," he said, as for a

moment he held Marion's hand while he helped her into the

carriage.
" Do go in," she whispered. Her lips as she spoke were close to

his ear, but that simply came from the position in which chance
had placed her. Her baud was still in his, but that, too, was
the accident of the situation. But there is, 1 think, an involuntary
tendency among women to make more than necessary use of

assistance when the person tendering it has made himself really
Welcome. Marion had certainly no such intention. Had the idea

come to her at the moment she would have shrank from his touch.

It was only when his fingers were withdrawn, when the feeling of

the warmth of this proximity had passed away, that she became
aware that he had been so close to her, and that now they were

separated.
Then her father entered the carriage, and Roden.
" Good night, my lord," said the Quaker.

" I have passed my
evening very pleasantly. I doubt whether I may not feel the less

disposed for my day's work to-morrow."
"Not at all, Mr. Fay; not at all. You will be like a giant

refreshed. There is nothing like a little friendly conversation for

bracing up the mind. I hope it will not be long before you come
and try it again." Then the carriage was driven off, and Lord
Hampstead went in to warm himself before the fire which Marion

Fay had poked.
He had not intended to fall in love with her. Was there ever a

young man who, when he first found a girl to be pleasant to him,
has intended to fail in love with her ? Girls will intend to fall in

love, or, more frequently perhaps, to avoid it
;
but men in such

matters rarely have a purpose. Lord Hampstead had found her,
as he thought, to be an admirable specimen of excellence in that
class of mankind which his convictions and theories induced him
to extol. He thought that good could be done by mixing the racers
and plough-horses, and as regarded the present experiment, Marion
Fay was a plough-horse. No doubt he would not have made this

special attempt had she not pleased his eye, and his ear, and his

senses generally. He certainly was not a philosopher to whom in

his search after wisdom an old man such as Zachary Fay could
make himself as acceptable as his daughler. It may be acknow-

ledged of him that he was susceptible to female influences. But it

E
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had not at first occurred to him that it would be a good tnfng to

fall in love with Marion Fay. Why should he not be on friendly

terms with an excellent and lovely girl without lovi*ig her ? Such
had been his ideas after first meeting Marion at Mrs. Boden's house.

Then he had determined that friends could not become friends

without seeing each other, and he had concocted his scheme without

being aware of the feelings which she had excited. The scheme
had been carried out; he hnd had his dinner-party; Marion Fay
had poked his fire

;
there had been one little pressure of the hand

as he helped her into the carriage, one little whispered word, which
had it not been whispered would have been as nothing; onemomenl
of consciousness that his lips were close to her cheek ; and then h
returned to the warmth of his fire, quite conscious that he was IE

love.

What was to come of it? When he had argued both with his

sister and with Roden that their marriage would be unsuitably

because of their difference in social position, and had justified his

opinion by declaring it to be impossible that any two persons could

by their own doing, break through the conventions of the world
without ultimate damage to themselves and to others, he had

silently acknowledged to himself that he also was bound by th(

law which he was teaching. That such conventions should gra-

dually cease to be, would be good ;
but no man is strong enough tc

make a new law for his own governing at the spur of the moment;
and certainly no woman. The existing distances between mar

and man were radically bad. This was the very gist of his doctrine
but the instant abolition of such distances had been proved bj

many experiments to be a vain dream, and the diminution of then:

must be gradual and slow. That such diminution would go or

till the distances should ultimately disappear in some future

millennium was to him a certainty. The distances were beinj
diminished by the increasing wisdom and philanthropy of mankii.d,
To him, born to high rank and great wealth, it had been given tc

do more perhaps than another. In surrendering there is more

efficacy, as there is also more grace, than in seizing. What of hit

grandeur he might surrender without injury to others to whom h<

was bound, he would surrender. Of what exact nature or kind
should be the woman whom it might phase him to select as hii

wife, he had formed no accurate idea; but he would endeavour sc

to marry that he would make no step down in the world that migln
be oflvnpive to his family, but would yet satisfy his own convictions

by drawing himself somewhat away from aristocratic blood. His
father had done the same when choosing his first wife, and th(

happiness of his choice would have been perfect had not deatl
interfered. Actuated by such reasoning as this, he had endea\ ourec
in a mild way to s< parate his sister from her lover, thinking thai

they who were in love should l>e hound by the arguments whicl
eeemed good to him who was not in love. But now he also was ir

love, and the arguments as they applied to himself fell into shreds
and tatters as he sat gazing at his fire, holding the poker in his hand
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Had there ever been anything more graceful than the mock
violence with which she had pretended to strike heartily at the
coals? had there ever anything been more lovely than that mingled
glance of doubt, of fear, and of friendliness with which she had
looked into his face as she did it? She had quite understood his

feeling when he made his little request. There had been heart

enough in her, spirit enough, intelligence enough, to tell her at
once the purport of his demand. Or rather she had not seen it all

at once, but had only understood when her hand had gone too far

to be withdrawn that something of love as well as friendship had
been intended. Before long she should know how much of love

had been intended! Whether his purpose was or was not com-

patible with the wisdom of his theory as to a gradual diminution
of distances, his heart had gone too far now for any retracting.
As he sat there he at once began to teach himself that the argu-
ments he had used were only good in reference to high-born
females, and that they need not necessarily affect himself. Whom-
ever he might marry he would raise to his own rank. For his

rank he did not care a straw himself. It was of the prejudices of

others he was thinking when he assured himself that Marion would
make as good a Countess and as good a Marchioness as any lady
in the land. In regard to his sister it was otherwise. She must
follow the rank of her husband. It might be that the sores which
she would cause to many by becoming the wife of a Post Office

clerk ought to be avoided. But there need be no sores in regard
to his marriage with Marion Fay.

His present reasoning was, no doubt, bad, but such as it wns it

was allowed to prevail absolutely. It did not even occur to him
that he would make an attempt to enfranchise himself from Marion's
charms. Whatever might occur, whatever details there might be

w.hich would require his attention in regard to his father or others

of the family, everything must give way to his present passion.
She had poked his fire, and she must be made to sit at his hearth
for the remainder of their joint existence. She must be made to

sit there if he could so plead his cause that his love should prevail
with her. As to the Quaker father, he thought altogether well of
him too, an industrious, useful, intelligent man, of whose quaint
manners and manly bearing he would not be ashamed in any
society. She, too, was a Quaker, but that to him was little or

nothing. He also had his religious convictions, but they were not
of a nature to be affronted or shocked by those of any one who
believed that the increasing civilization of the world had come
from Christ's teaching. The simple, earnest purity of the girl's

faith would be an attraction to him rather than otherwise. Indeed,
ther>i was nothing in his Marion, as he saw her, that was not con-

ducive to feminine excellence.

His Marion ! How many words had he spoken to her ? How
m^.ny thoughts had he extracted from her? How many of her

daily doings had he ever witnessed ? But what did it matter ? It

is not the girl that the man loves, but the image which imagination
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has built up for Mm to fill the outside covering which has pleased

his senses. He was quite as sure that the Ten Commandments
were as safe in Marion's hands as though she were already a saint,

canonized for the perfection of all virtues. He was quite ready to

take that for granted ;
and having so convinced himself, was now

only anxious as to the means by which he might make this price-
less pearl his own.

There must be some other scheme. Ho sat, thinking of this,

cudgelling his brains for some contrivance by which he and Marion

Fay might be brought together again with the least possible delay.
His idea of a dinner-party had succeeded beyond all hope. But he
could not have another dinner-party next week. Nor could he

bring together the guests whom he had to-day entertained after his

sister's return. He was bound not to admit George Koden to his

house as long as she should be with him. Without George he could

hardly hope that Mrs. Eoden would come to him, and without Mrs.

Eoden how could he entice the Quaker and his daughter? His
sister would be with him on the following day, and would, no

doubt, bo willing to assist him with Marion if it were possible.
But the giving of such assistance on her part would tacitly demand
assistance also from him in her difficulties. Such assistance, ho

knew, he could not give, having pledged himself to his father in

regard to George Koden. He could at the present moment devise

no other scheme than the very simple one of going to Mrs. Eoden,
and declaring his love for the girl.******

The four guests in the carriage were silent throughout their

drive home. They all had thoughts of their own sufficient to

occupy them. George Eoden told himself that this, for a long day,
must be his last visit to Hendon Hall. He knew that Lady
Frances would arrive on the morrow, and that then his presence
was forbidden. He had refused to make any promise as to his

assured absence, not caring to subject himself to an absolute bond ;

but he was quite aware that he was bound in honour not to enter

the house in which he could not be made welcome. He felt him-
self to be safe, with a great security. The girl whom he loved
would certainly be true. He was not impatient, as was Hampstead.
He did not trouble his mind with schemes which were to be brought
to bear within the next few days. He could bide his time, com-

forting himself with his faith. But still a lover can hardly be
satisfied with the world unless he can see some point in his heaven
from which light may be expected to break through the clouds.

He could not see the point from which the light might be expected-
The Quaker was asking himself many questions. Had he done

well to take his girl to this young nobleman's house? Had he
done well to take himself there ? It had been as it were a sudden

disruption in the settled purposes of his life. What had he or his

girl to do with lords? And yet he had been pleased. Courtesy
always flatters, and flattery is always pleasant. A certain sense oi

softness had been grateful to him. There came upon him a painful
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question, as there does on so many of us, when for a time we
make a successful struggle against the world's allurements,
whether in abandoning the delights of life we do in truth get any
compensation for them. Would it not after all be better to do as

others use ? Phoebus as he touches our trembling ear encourages
us but with a faint voice. It had been very pleasant, the soft

chairs, the quiet attendance, the well-cooked dinner, the good
wines, the bright glasses, the white linen, and pleasanter than
all that silvery tone of conversation to which he was so little

accustomed either in King's Court or Paradise Bow. Marion
indeed was always gentle to him as a dove cooing ;

but he was
aware of himself that he was not gentle in return. Stern truth,

expressed shortly in strong language, was the staple of his con-

versation at home. He had declared to himself all through his life

that stern truth and strong language were better for mankind than
soft phrases. But in his own parlour in Paradise Eow, he had
rarely seen his Marion bright as she had been at this lord's table.

Was it good for his Marion that she should be encouraged to such

brightness; and if so, had he been cruel to her to suffuse her entire

life with a colour so dark as to admit of no light ? Why had her

beauty shone so brightly in the lord's presence? He too knew
something of love, and had it always present to his mind that the
time would come when his Marion's heart would be given to some
stranger. He did not think, he would not think, that the stranger
had now come

;
but would it be well that his girl's future should

be affected even as was his own? He argued the points much
within himself, and told himself that it could not be well.

Mrs. Eoden had read it nearly all, though she could not quite
read the simple honesty of the young lord's purpose. The
symptoms of love had been plain enough to her eyes, and she had
soon told herself that she had done wrong in taking the girl to the

young lord's house. She had seen that Hampstead had admired
Marion, but she had not dreamed that it would be carried to such
a length as this. But when he had knelt on the rug between them,
leaning just a little towards the girl, and had looked up into the

girl's face, smiling at his own little joke, but with his face full of

love; then she had known. And when Marion had whispered
the one word, with her little fingers lingering within the young
lord's touch, then she had known. It was not the young lord only
who had given way to the softness of the moment. If evil had
been done, she had done it

;
and it seemed as though evil had

certainly been done. If much evil had been done, how could she

forgive herself?

And what were Marion's thoughts ? Did she feel that an evil

had been done, an evil for which there could never be a cure found?
She would have so assured herself, had she as yet become aware
of the full power and depth and mortal nature of the wound she had
received. For such a wound, for such a hurt, there is but one
cure, and of that she certainly would have entertained no hope.
But, as it will sometimes be that a man shall in his flesh receive a,
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fatal injury, of which lie shall for awhile think that only some
bruise has pained him, some scratch annoyed him; that a little

time, with ointment and a plaister, will give him back his body as

pound as ever ;
but then after a short space it becomes known to

him that a deadly gangrene is affecting his very life; so will it be
with a girl's heart. She did not yet, not yet, tell herself that

half-a-dozen gentle words, that two or three soft glances, that a
touch of a hand, the mere presence of a youth whose comeliness

was endearing to the eye, had mastered and subdued all that there

was of Marion Fay. But it was so. Not for a moment did her
mind run away, as they were taken homewards, from the object
of her unconscious idolatry. Had she behaved ill ? that was her

regret ! He had been so gracious ;
that was "her joy ! Then there

came a pang from the wound, though it was not as yet a pang as
of death. What right had such a one as she to receive even an
idle word of compliment from a man such as was Lord Hampstead ?

What could he be to her, or she to him ? He had his high mission

to complete, his great duties to perform, and doubtless would find

some noble lady as a fit mother for his children. He had come
across her path for a moment, and she could not but remember
him for ever ! There was something of an idea present to her that

love would now be beyond her reach. But the pain necessarily
attached to such an idea had not ns yet reached her. There came
something of a regret that fortune had placed her so utterly

beyond his notice ;
but she was sure of this, sure of this, that if

the chance were offered to her, she would not mar his greatness by
accepting the priceless boon of his love. But why, why had he
been so tender to her ? Then she thought of what were the ways
of men, and of what she had heard of them. It had been bad for

her to go abroad thus with her poor foolish softness, with her girl's
untried tenderness, that thus she should be affected by the first

chance smile that had been thrown to her by one of those petted
darlings of Fortune! And then she was brought round to that
same resolution which was at the moment forming itself in her
father's mind

;
that it would have been better for her had she not

allowed herself to be taken to Hendon Hall. Then they were in
Paradise Eow, and were put down at their separate doors with but
few words of farewell to each other.

"
They have just come home," said Clara Demijohn, rushing

into her mother's bedroom. " You'll find it is qtiite true. They
have been dining with the lord !

"
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CHAPTER XXII.

AGAIN AT TBAFFOUD.

THE meeting between Hampstead and his sister was affectionate

and, upon the whole, satisfactory, though it was necessary that a few
words should be spoken which could hardly be pleasant in themselves.
" I had a dinner-party here last night," he said laughing, desirous
of telling her something of George Roden, and something also of

Marion Fay.
" Who were the guests ?

"

" Eoden was here." Then there was silence. She was glad that

her lover had been one of the guests, but she was not as yet moved
to say anything respecting him. " And his mother."

" I am sure I shall like his mother," said Lady Frances.
" I have mentioned it," continued her brother, speaking with

unusual care,
"
because, in compliance with the agreement I made

at Trafford, I cannot ask him here again at present."
" I am sorry that I should be in your way, John."
" You are not in my way, as I think you know. Let us say no

more than that at present. Then I had a singular old Quaker,
named Zachary Fay, an earnest, honest, but humble man, who blew
me up instantly for talking slang."

" Where did you pick him up ?
"

" He comes out of the City," he said, not wishing to refer again
to Paradise Row and the neighbourhood of the itodens,

" and he

brought his daughter."
" A young lady ?

"

"
Certainly a young lady."

"
Ah, but young, and beautiful ?

"

"
Young, and beautiful."

" Now you are laughing. I suppose she is some strong-minded,
rather repulsive, middle-aged woman."

"As to the strength of her mind, I have not seen enough to con-
stitute myself a judge," said Hampstead, almost with a tone of

offence.
" Why you should imagine her to be repulsive because she

is a Quaker, or why middle-aged, I do not understand. She is not

repulsive to me."
"
Oh, John, I am so sorry ! Now I know that you have found

some divine beauty."
" We sometimes entertain angels unawares. I thought that I

had done so when she took her departure."" Are you in earnest ?
"

" I am quite in earnest as to the angel. Now I have to consult

yo\i as to a project." It may be remembered that Hampstead had
spoken to his father as to the expediency of giving up his horses
if he found that his means were not sufficient to keep up Hendon
.Hall, his yacht, and his hunting establishment in Northamptonshire.
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The Marquis, without saying a word to his son, had settled that

matter, and Gorse Hall, with its stables, was continued. The pro-

position now made to Lady Frances was that she should go down with

him and remain there for a week or two till she should find the place

too dull. He had intended to fix an almost immediate day; but

now he was debarred from this by his determination to see Marion

yet once again before he took himself altogether beyond the reach

of HoHoway. The plan, therefore, though it was fixed as far as his

own intention went and the assent of Lady Frances, was left un-

defined as to time. The more he thought of Holloway, and the

difficulties of approaching Paradise Eow, the more convinced he

became that his only mode of approaching Marion must be through
Mrs. Eoden. He had taken two or three days to consider what
would be the most appropriate manner of going through this

operation, when on a sudden he was arrested by a letter from his

father, begging his presence down at Trafford. The Marquis was

ill, and was anxious to see his son. The letter in which the request
was made was sad and plaintive throughout. He was hardly able

to write, Lord Kingsbnry said, because he was so unwell; but he
had no one to write for him. Mr. Greenwood had made himself so

disagreeable that he could no longer employ him for such purposes.
" Your stepmother is causing me much vexation, which I do not

think that I deserve from her." He then added that it would be

necessary for him to have his lawyer down at Trafford, but that

he wished to see Hampstead first in order that they might settle

as to certain arrangements which were required in regard to the

disposition of the property. There were some things which Hamp-
stead could not fail to perceive from this letter. He was sure that

his father was alarmed as to his own condition, or he would not

have thought of sending for the lawyer to Trafford. He had
hitherto always been glad to seize an opportunity of running up
to London when any matter of business had seemed to justify the

journey. Then it occurred to his son that his father had rarely or

ever spoken or written to him of his "stepmother." In certain

moods the Marquis had been wont to call his wife either the

Marchioness or Lady Kingsbury. When in good humour he had

generally spoken of her to his son as "your mother." The injurious

though strictly legal name now given to her was a certain index
of abiding wrath. But things must have been very bad with the

Marquis at Trafford when he had utterly discarded the services of

Mr. Greenwood, services to which he had been used for a time
to which the memory of his son did not go back. Hampstead of

course obeyed his father's injunctions, and went down to Trafford

instantly, leaving his eister alone at Hendon Hall. He found the

Marquis not in bed indeed, but confined to his own sitting-room,
and to a very small bed-chamber which had been fitted up for him
close to it. Mr. Greenwood had been anxious to give up his own
rooms as being more spacious ;

but the offer had been peremptorily
and almost indignantly refused. The Marquis had been unwilling
to accept anything like a courtesy from Mr. Greenwood. Should
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he make up his mind to tarn Mr. Greenwood out of the house,
and he had almost made up his mind to do so, then he could do
what he pleased with Mr. Greenwood's rooms. But he wasn't going
to accept the loan of chambjrs iu his own house as a favour from
Mr. Greenwood.

\ Hampstead on arriving at the house saw the Marchioness for

a moment before he went to his father.
"

I cannot tell how he is,"

said Lady Kingsbury, speaking in evident dudgeon. "He will

hardly let me go near him. Doctor Spicer seems to think that we
need not be alarmed. He shuts himself up in those gloomy rooms
downstairs. Of course it would be better for him to be off the

ground floor, where he would have more light and air. But he has
become so obstinate, that I do not know how to deal with him."

" He has always liked to live in the room next to Mr. Green-
wood's."

" He has taken an absolute hatred to Mr. Greenwood. You had
better not mention the poor old gentleman's name to him. Shut

up as I am here, I have no one else to speak a word to, and for

that reason, I suppose, he wishes to get rid of him. He is absolutely
talking of sending the man away, after having had him with him
for nearly thirty years." In answer to all this Hampstead said

almost nothing. He knew his stepmother, and was aware that he
could do no service by telling her what he might find it to be his

duty to say to his father as to Mr. Greenwood, or on any other

subject. He did not hate his stepmother, as she hated him. But
he regarded her as one to whom it was quite useless to speak
seriously as to the affairs of the family. He knew her to be pre-

judiced, ignorant, and falsely proud, but he did not suppose her
to be either wicked or cruel.

His father began almost instantly about Mr. Greenwood, so
that it would have been quite impossible for him to follow Lady
Kingsbury's advice on that matter had he been ever so well minded.
"Of course I'm ill," he said;

" I suffer so much from sickness and
dyspepsia that I can eat nothing. Doctor Spicer seems to think
that I should get better if I did not worry myself; but there are
so many things to worry me. The conduct of that man is abomin-
able."

" What man, sir ?
" asked Hampstead, who knew, however, very

well what was coming.
"That clergyman," said Lord Kingsbury, pointing in the direction

of Mr. Greenwood's room.
" He does not come to you, sir, unless you send for him ?

"

" I haven't seen him for the last five days, and I don't care if I
never see him again."

"How has he offended you, sir?
"

" I gave him my express injunctions that he should not speak
of your sister either to me or the Marchioness. He gave me his
solemn promise, and I know very well that they are talking about
her every hour of the day."

"Perhaps that is not his fault."
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"
Yes, it is. A man needn't talk to a woman unless he likes.

It is downright impudence on his part. Your stepmother comes to

me every day, and never leaves me without abusing Fanny."
" That is why I thought it better that Fanny should come to me."
"And then, when I argue with her, she always tells me what

Mr. Greenwood says about it. Who cares about Mr. Greenwood ?

What business has Mr. Greenwood to interfere in my family ? He
does not know how to behave himself, and he shall go."

" He has been here a great many years, sir," said Hampstead,
pleading for the old man.

"Too many," said the Marquis. "When you've had a man
about you so long as that, he is sure to take liberties."

" You must provide for him, sir, if he goes."
"I have thought of that. He musfrhave something, of course.

He has had three hundred a-year for the last ten years, and has
had everything found for him down to his washing and his cab
fares. For five-and-twenty years he has never paid for a bed or a
meal out of his own pocket. What has he done with his money ?

He ought to be a rich man for his degree."
" What a man does with his money is, I suppose, no concern to

those who pay it. It is supposed to have been earned, and there is

an end of it as far as they are concerned."
" He shall have a thousand pounds," said the Marquis.
" That would hardly be liberal. I would think twice before I

dismissed him, sir."
" I have thought a dozen times."
" I would let him remain," said Hampstead,

"
if only tiecausc

he's a comfort to Lady Kingsbury. What does it matter though
he does talk of Fanny ? Were he to go she would talk to somebody
else who might be perhaps less fit to hear her, and he would, of

course, talk to everybody."" Why has he not obeyed me ?
" demanded the Marquis, angrily." It is I who have employed him. I have been his patron, and now

he turns against me." Thus the Marquis went on till his strength
would not suffice for any further talking. Hampstead found him-
self quite unable to bring him to any other subject on that day.
He was sore with the injury done him in that he was not allowed
to be the master in his own house.

On the next morning Hampstead heard from Dr. Spicer that his

father was in a state of health very far from satisfactory. The
doctor recommended that he should be taken away from Trafford,
and at last went so far as to s.ay that his advice extended to sepa-
rating his patient from Lady Kingsbury.

"
It is, of course, a very

disagreeable subject," said the doctor,
"
for a medical man to

meddle with ; but, my lord, the truth is that Lady Kingsbury frets

him. I don't, of course, care to hear what it is, but there is some-
thing wrong." Lord Hampstead, who knew very well what it was,
did not attempt to contradict him. When, however, he spoke to
his father of the expediency of change of air, the Marquis told him
that he would rather die at Trafford than elsewhere.
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That his father was really thinking of his death was only too-

apparent from all that was said and done. As to those matters of

business, they were soon settled between them. There was, at any
rate, that comfort to the poor man that there was no probability of

any difference between him and his heir as to the property or as to

money. Half-an-hour settled all that. Then came the time which
had been arranged for Hampstead's return to his sister. But before

he went there were conversations between him and Mr. Greenwood,
between him and his stepmother, and between him and his father,
to which, for the sake of our story, it may be as well to refer.

"I think your father is ill-treating me," said Mr. Greenwood.
Mr. Greenwood had allowed himself to be talked into a thorough
contempt and dislike for the young lord

;
so that he had almost

brought himself to believejp those predictions as to the young
lord's death in which Lady Kingsbury was always indulging. As a

consequence of this, he now spoke in a voice very different from
those obsequious tones which he had before been accustomed to use
when he had regarded Lord Hainpstead as his yoiing patron.

"I am sure my father would never do that," said Hampstead,
angrily." It looks very like it. I have devoted all the best of my life to
his service, and he now talks of dismissing me as though I were no
better than a servant."

" Whatever he does, he will, I am sure, have adequate cause for

doing."
" I have done nothing but my duty. It is out of the question

that a man in my position should submit to orders as to what he is

to talk about and what not. It is natural that Lady Kingsbury
should come to me in her troubles."

"If you will take my advice," said Lord Hampstead, in that
tone of voice which always produces in the mind of the listener

a determination that the special advice offered shall not be taken,"
you will comply with my father's wishes while it suits you to live

in his house. If you cannot do that, it would become you, I think,
to leave it." In every word of this there was a rebuke; and Mr.
Greenwood, who did not like being rebuked, remembered it.

"Of course I am nobody in this house now," said the Mar-
chioness in her last interview with her stepson. It is of no use to

argue with an angry woman, and in answer to this Hampstead
made some gentle murmur which was intended neither to assent
or to dispute the proposition made to him. " Because I ventured
to disapprove of Mr. Eoden as a husband for your sister I havo
been shut up here, and not allowed to speak to any one."

"
Fanny has left the house, so that she may no longer cause you

annoyance by her presence."
"She has left the house in order that she may be near the

abominable lover with whom you have furnished her."
" This is not true," said Hampstead, who was moved beyond his

control by the double falseness of the accusation.
" Of course you can be insolent to me, and tell mo that I speak
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falsehoods. It is part of your new creed that you should be neither

i-cspectful to a parent, nor civil to a lady."
" I beg your pardon, Lady Kingsbury," he had never called her

.Lady Kingsbury before,
"

if I have been disrespectful or uncivil,
but your statements were very hard to bear. Fanny's engagement
with Mr. Eoden has not even received my sanction. Much less was
it arranged or encouraged by me. She has not gone to Hendon
Hall to be near Mr. Eoden, with whom she had undertaken to hold
no communication as long as she remains there with me. Both for

my own sake and for hers I am bound to repudiate the accusation."

Then he went without further adieu, leaving with her a conviction

that she had been treated with the greatest contumely by her
husband's rebellious heir.

Nothing could be sadder than the last words which the Marquis
spoke to his sou.

" I don't suppose, Hampstead, that we shall ever
meet again in this world."

"Oh, father!"
"
I don't think Mr. Spicer knows how bad I am."

" Will you have Sir James down from London? "

" No Sir James can do me any good, I fear. It is ill ministering
to a mind diseased."

"
Why, sir, should you have a mind diseased ? With few men

can things be said to be more prosperous than with you. Surely
this affair of Fanny's is not of such a nature as to make you feel

that all things arc bitter round YOU."
" It is not that."
" What then ? I hope I have not been a cause of grief to you?"
"
No, my boy ; no. It irks me sometimes to think that I should

have trained you to ideas which you have taken up too violently.
But it is not that."

" My mother ?
"

" She has set her heart against me, against you and Fanny. I
feel that a division has been made between my two families. Why
should my daughter be expelled from my own house? Why should
I not be able to have you here, except as an enemy in the camp ?

Why am I to have that man take up arms against me, whom I have
fed in idleness all his life?"

" I would not let him trouble my thoughts."
"When you are old and weak you will find it hard to banish

thoughts that trouble you. As to going, where am I to go to ?
"

" Come to Hendon."
" And leave her here with him, so that all the world shall say

that I am running away from my own wife? Hendon is your
house now, and this is mine; and here I must stay till my time
has come."

This was very sad, not as indicating the state of his father's

health, as to which he was more disposed to take the doctor's

-opinion than that of the patient, but as showing the infirmity of his
father's mind. He had been aware of a certain weakness in his
father's character, a desire not so much for ruling as for seeming
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to rule all that were around him. The Marquis had wished to be

thought a despot even when he had delighted in submitting himself
. to the stronger mind of his first wife. Now he felt the chains that

were imposed upon him, so that they galled him when he could not
throw them off. All this was very sad to Hampstead ; but it did
not make him think that his father's health had in truth been

seriously affected.

CIIAPTEB XXIII.

THE IRREPBESSIBLE CEOCKEE.

JTAMPSTEAD remained nearly a fortnight down at Trafford, return-

ing to Hendon only a few days before Christmas. Crocker, tho

Pc-t Office clerk, came back to his duties at the same time, but, as

wa, the custom with him, stole a day more than belonged to him,
am thus incurred the frowns of Mr. Jerningham and the heavy
wrath of the great JEolns. The boluses of the Civil Service are

necessarily much exercised in their minds by such irregularities.
To them personally it matters not at all whether one or another

young man may be neglectful. It may be known to such a ono
that a Crocker may be missed from his scat without any great

injury, possibly with no injury at all, to the Queen's service.

There are Crockers whom it would be better to pay for their absence-

than their presence. This .ffiolus thought it was so with this

Crocker. Then why not dismiss Crocker, and thus save the waste
of public money ? But there is a necessity, almost a necessity,
that the Crockers of the world should live. They have mothers, or

perhaps even wives, with backs to be clothed and stomachs to bo

fed, or perhaps with hearts to be broken. There is, at any rate, a
dislike to proceed to the ultimate resort of what may be called tho

capital punishment of the Civil Service. To threaten, to frown, to

scold, to make a young man's life a burden to him, are all within
the compass of an official ^olus. You would think occasionally
that such a ono was resolved to turn half the clerks in his office

out into the streets, so loud are the threats. In regard to

individuals he often is resolved to do so at the very next fault.

But when the time comes his heart misgives him. Even an .ZEolus

is subject to mercy, and at last his conscience becomes so callous to-

his first imperative duty of protecting the public service, that it

grows to be a settled thing with him, that though a man's life is to
be made a burden to him, the man is not to be actually dismissed.
But there are men to whom you cannot make their life a burden,
men upon whom no frowns, no scoldings, no threats operate at all ;

and men unfortunately sharp enough to perceive what is that
ultimate decision to which their ^olus had been brought. Such a
one was our Crocker, who cared very little for the blusterings. Oa
this occasion he had remained away for the sake of having aa
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additional day with the Braeside Harriers, and when he pleaded a

bilious headache no one believed him for an instant. It was in

vain for .SSolus to tell him that a man subject to health so precarious-
was altogether unfitted for the Civil Service. Crocker had known
beforehand exactly what was going to be said to him, and had
discounted it at its exact worth. Even in the presence of Mr.

Jerningham he spoke openly of the day's hunting, knowing that

Mr. Jerningham would prefer hia own ease to the trouble of
renewed complaint. "If you would sit at your desk now that you
have come back, and go on with your docketing, instead of making
everybody else idle, it would be a great deal better," said Mr.

Jerningham.
" Then my horse took the wall in a fly, and old Amblethwaite

crept over afterwards," continued Crocker, standing with his back
to the fire, utterly disregarding Mr. Jerningham's admonitions.

On his first entrance into the room Crocker had shaken hands
with Mr. Jerningham, then with Bobbin and Geraghty, and at last

he came to lloden, with whom he would willingly have struck up
terms of affectionate friendship had it been possible for him to do
so. He had resolved that it should be so, but when the moment
came his courage a little failed him. He had made himself very
offensive to Eoden at their last interview, and could see at a glance
that Koden remembered it. As far as his own feelings were
concerned such "

tiffs," as he called them, went for nothing. He
had, indeed, no feelings, and was accustomed to say that he liked

the system of give and take, meaning that he liked being
impudent to others, and did not care how impudent others might
be to him. This toughness and insolence are as sharp as needles
to others who do not possess the same gifts. Roden had learned to

detest the presence of the young man, to be sore when he was even

spoken to, and yet did not know how to put him down. You
may have a fierce bull shut up. You may muzzle a dog that will

bite. You may shoot a horse that you cannot cure of biting and
tearing. But you cannot bring yourself to spend a morning in

hunting a bug or killing a flea. Crocker had made himself a
serious annoyance even to Lord Hampstead, though their presence
together ha'i only been for a very short time. But Eoden had to

pass his life at the same desk with the odious companion.
Absolutely to cut him, to let it be known all through the office

that they two did not speak, was to make too much of the matter.
But yet it was essentially necessary for his peace that some step
should be taken to save himsdf from the man's insolence. On the

present occasion he nodded his head to Crocker, being careful not
to lay the pen down from his fingers.

" Ain't you going to give us

your hand, old fellow ?
"
said Crocker, putting on his best show of

courage.
"I don't know that I am," said Eoden. "Perhaps some of

these days you may leara to make yourself less disagreeable."
"I'm sure I've always meant to be very friendly, especially

with you," said Crocker ;

" but it is so hard to get what one says
taken in the proper sense."
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After this not a word was spoken between the two all the

morning. This happened on a Saturday, Saturday, the '20th of

December, on which day Hampstead was to return to his own
house. Punctually at one Crocker left his desk, and *

ith a comic
bow of mock courtesy to Mr. Jerningham, stuck his 1? u on the side

of his head, and left the office. His mind, as he took nimself home
to his lodgings, was full of Roden's demeanour towards him. Since
he had become assured that his brother clerk was engaged to

marry Lady Frances Trafford,he was quite determined to cultivate

an enduring and affectionate friendship. But what steps should ho
take to recover the ground which he had lost ? It occurred to him
now that while he was in Cumberland he had established quite an

intimacy with Lord Hampstead, and he thought that it would bo
well to use Lord Hampstead's acknowledged good-nature for re-

covering the ground which he had lost with his brother clerk.******
At about three o'clock that afternoon, when Lady Frances was

beginning to think that the time of her brother's arrival was near
at hand, the servant came into the drawing-room, and told her
that a gentleman had called, and was desirous of seeing her.
" What gentleman ?

" asked Lady Frances. " Has he sent his
name ?

"

"N o, my lady ;
but he says, he says that he is a clerk from the

Post Office." Lady Frances was at the moment so dismayed that
she did not know what answer to give. There could be but one-

Post Office clerk who should be anxious to see her, and she had felt

from the tone of the servant's voice that he had known that it was
her lover who had called. Everybody knew that the Post Office

clerk was her lover. Some immediate answer was necessary. She

quite understood the pledge that her brother had made on her
behalf; and, though she had not herself made any actual promise,
she felt that she was bound not to receive George Eoden. But yet
she could not bring herself to turn him away from the door, and so

to let the servant suppose that she was ashamed to see him to

whom she had given the promise of her hand. " You had better

show the gentleman in/' she said at last, with a voice that almost
trembled. A moment afterwards the door was opened, and Mr.
Crocker entered the room !

She had endeavoured in the minute which had been allowed her
to study the manner in which she should receive her lover. As she
heard the approaching footsteps, she prepared herself. She had

just risen from her seat, nearly risen, when the strange man
appeared. It has to be acknowledged that she was grievously

disappointed, although she had told herself that Roden ought not

to have come to her. What woman is there will not forgive her

lover for coming, even though he certainly should not have come ?

What woman is there will fail to receive a stranger with hard looks

when a stranger shall appear to her instead of an expected lover ?

"Sir?" she said, standing as he walked up the room and made a
low bow to her as he took his position before her.
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Crocker was dressed up to the eyes, and wore yellow kid gloves.
"
Lady Frances," he saici,

" I am Mr. Crocker, Mr. Sanrael Crocker,
of the General Post Office. You may not perhaps have heard of

me from my friend, Mr. Eoden?"
"
No, indeed, sir."

" You might have done so, as we sit in the same room and at

she same desk. Or you may remember meeting me at dinner at

your uncle's castle in Cumberland."
" Is anything, anything the matter with Mr. Eoden ?

"

" Not in the least, my lady. I had the pleasure of leaving him
in very good health about two hours since. There is nothing at all

to occasion your ladyship the slightest uneasiness." A dark frown
came across her brow as she heard the man talk thus freely of her
interest in George Eoden's condition. She no doubt had betrayed
her own secret as far as there was a secret

;
but she was not on

that account the less angry because he had forced her to do so.
" Has Mr. Eoden sent you as a messenger ?

"
she asked.

"
No, my lady ; no. That would not be at all probable. I am

sure he would very much rather come with any message of his own."
At this he sniggered most offensively.

" I called with a hope of

seeing your brother, Lord Hampstead, with whom I may take th&

liberty of saying that I have a slight acquaintance."
" Lord Hampstead is not at home."
" So the servant told me. Then it occurred to me that as I had

come all the way down from London for a certain purpose, to ask a
little favour from his lordship, and as I was not fortunate enough
to find his lordship at home, I might ask the same from your lady-

ship."" There can be nothing that I can do for you, sir."
" You can do it, my lady, much better than any one else in the

world. You can be more powerful in this matter even than his

lordship."
" What can it be ?

" asked Lady Frances.
" If your ladyship will allow me I will sit down, as the story I

have to tell is somewliat particular." It was impossible to refuse
him the use of a chair, and she could therefore only bow as he
seated himself. " I and Georpe Eoden, my lady, have known each
other intimately for these ever so many years." Again she bowed
ler head. " And I may say that we used to be quite pals. When
two men sit at the same di?k together they ought to be thick as
thieves. See what a cat and dog life it is else ! Don't you think so,

my lady."
"

I know nothing of office life. As I don't think that I can help
you, perhaps you wouldn't mind going away?"

"
Oh, my lady, you must hear me to the end, because you are

just the person who can help me. Of course as you two are situated
he would do anything you were to bid him. Now he has taken it

into his head to be very nnffy with me."
" Indeed I can do nothing in the matter," she said, in a tone of

deep distress.
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" If you would only just tell him that I have never meant to

offend him! I am sure I don't -know what it is that has come up.
It may be that I said a word in joke about Lord Hampstead, only
that there really could not have been anything in that. Nobody
could have a more profound respect for his lordship's qualities
than I have, and I may say the same "for your ladyship most

sincerely. I have always thought it a great feather in Koden's cap
that he should be so closely connected, more than closely, I may
say, with your noble family."

What on earth was she to do with a man who would go on

talking to her, making at every moment insolent allusions to the

most cherished secret of her heart !

" I must beg you to go away
and leave me, sir," she said.

" My brother will be here almost

immediately."
This had escaped from her with a vain idea that the man would

receive it as a threat, that he would think probably that her
brother would turn him out of the house for his insolence. In this

she was altogether mistaken. He had no idea that he was insolent.
" Then perhaps you will allow me to wait for his lordship," he said.

" Oh dear, no ! He may come or he may not. You really can-

not wait. You ought not to have come at all."
" But for the sake of peace, my lady ! One word from your fair

lips
"

Lady Frances could endure it no longer. She got up
from her seat and walked out of the room, leaving Mr. Crocker

planted in his chair. In the hall she found one of the servants,
whom she told to " take that man to the front door at once." The
servant did as he was bid, and Crocker was ushered out of the house
without any feeling on his part that he had misbehaved himself.

Crocker had hardly got beyond the grounds when Hampstead
did in truth return. The first words spoken between him and
liis sister of course referred to their father's health. "He is

unhappy rather than ill," said Hampstead.
'
Is it about me ?

" she asked.
' No

;
not at all about you in the first instance."

What does that mean?"
'
It is not because of you ;

but from what others say about you."
' Mamma ?

" she asked.
" Yes

;
and Mr. Greenwood."

" Does he interfere ?
"

" I am afraid he does
; not directly with my father, but

through her ladyship, who daily tells my father what the stupid
old man says. Lady Kingsbury is most irrational and harassing.
I have always thought her to be silly, but now I cannot keep
mysulf from feeling that she misbehaves herself grievously. She
does everything she can to add to his annoyance."

" That is very bad."
" It is bad. He can turn Mr. Greenwood out of the house if

Mr. Greenwood becomes unbearable. But he cannot turn his wife

out."
" Could he not come here ?

"

It
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"I am afraid not, -without bringing her too. She has taken it

into her stupid head that you and I are disgracing the family. As
for me, she seems to think that I am actually robbicg her own
boys of their rights. I would do anything for them, or even for her,
if I could comfort her ;

but she is determined to look upon us as
enemies. My father says that it will worry him into his grave."" Poor papa !

"

" We can run away, but he cannot. I became very angry when
I was there, both with her ladyship and that pestilential old clergy-
man, and told them both pretty much what I thought. I have the
comfort of knowing that I have two bitter enemies in the house."

" Can they hurt you ?
"

" Not in the least, except in this, that they can teach those
little boys to regard me as an enemy. I would fain have had my
brothers left to me. Mr. Greenwood, and I must now say her lady-

ship also, are nothing to me."
It was not till after dinner that the story was told about

Crocker.
" Think what I must have felt when I was told that a

clerk from the Post Office wanted to see me !

"

' And then that brute Crocker was shown in ?
" asked Hamp-

stead-
" Do you really know him ?

"

" Know him ! I should rather think so. Don't you remember
him at Castle Hautboy ?

"'

" Not in the least. But he told me that he had been there."
" He never would leave me. He absolutely drove me out of the

country because he would follow me about when we were hunting.
He insulted me so grievously that I had to turn tail and run away
from him. What did he want of me ?

"

" To intercede for him with George Eoden."
" He is an abominable man, irrepressible, so thick-skinned that

you cannot possibly get at him so as to hurt him. It is of no use

telling him to keep his distance, for he does not in the least know
what you mean. I do not doubt that he has left the house with

a conviction that he has gained a sincere friend in you."#*****
It was now more than a fortnight since Marion Fay had dined

at Hendon, and Hampstead felt that unless he could succeed in

carrying on the attack which he had commenced, any little begin-

ing of a friendship which he had made with the Quaker would be

obliterated by the length of time. If she thought about him at all,

she must think that he was very indifferent to Jet so long a time

pass by without any struggle on his part to see her again. There

had been no word of love spoken. He had been sure of that. Bui
still there had been something of affectionate intercourse which she

could not have failed to recognize. What must she think of hirr

if he allowed that to pass away without any renewal, without ar

attempt at carrying it further? When she had bade him go in oul

of the cold there had been something in her voice which had madt
him feel that she was in truth anxious for him. Now more than t
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fortnight had gone, and there had been no renewal !
"
Fanny," he

paid,
" how would it be if we were to ask those Quakers to dino

here on Christmas Day ?
"

"It would be odd, wouldn't it, as they are strangers, aud dined
here so lately ?

"

"
People like that do not stand on ceremony at all. I don't see

why they shouldn't come. I could say that you want to make their

acquaintance."
" Would you ask them alone ?

"

In that he felt that the great difficulty lay. The Fays would
hardly come without Mrs. Roden, and the Rodens could not be
asked.

" One doesn't always ask the same people to meet each
other."

"It would be very odd, and I don't think they'd come," said

Lady Frances, gravely. Then after a pause she went on. " I fear,

John, that there is more in it than mere dinner company.""
Certainly there is," he said boldly ;

" much more in it."
" You are not in love with the Quaker's daughter?

"

"I rather think I am. When I have seen her three or four
times more, I shall bo able to find out. You may be sure of this,
that I mean to see her three or four times more, and at any rate
one of the times must be before I go down to Gorse Hall." Then
of course she knew the whole truth. He did, however, give up the
idea as to the Christmas dinner-party, having arrived at the belief,
after turning the matter over in his mind, that Zachary Fay would
not bring his daughter again so soon.

CHAPTER XXIV.

MRS. RODEN'S ELOQUENCE.

ON Sunday Hampstead was nervous and fidgety. He had at one
time thought that it would be the very day for him to go to

Holloway. He would be sure to find Mrs. Roden at home after

church, and then, if he could carry things to the necessary length,
he might also see Zachary Fay. But on consideration it appeared
to him that Sunday would not suit his purpose. George Roden
would be there, and would be sadly in the way. And the Quaker
himself would be in the way, as it would be necessary that he
shou/i have some preliminary interview with Marion before any-
thin/, could be serviceably said to her father. He was driven,
the' it'ore, to postpone his visit. Nor would Monday do, as he knew
enc agh of the manners of Paradise Row to be aware that on Monday
Mrs. Vincent would certainly be there. It would be his object, if

things could be made to go pleasantly, first to see Mrs. Roden for a
few minutes, and then to spend as much of the afternoon as might
be possible with Marion Fay. He therefore fixed on the Tuesday
for his purpose, and having telegraphed about the country for his
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horses, groom, and other appurtenances, he went down to Leigh ton

on tho Monday, and consoled himself with a day's hunting with the

staghounds.
On his return his sister spoke to him very seriously as to her

own affairs. "Is not this almost silly, John, about Mr. Roden not

coming here ?
"

"Not silly at all, according to my ideas."
" All the world knows that we are engaged. The very servants

have heard of it. That horrid young man who came from the Post
Office was aware of it."

"What has all that to do with it?
"

"
If it has been made public in that way, what can be tho object

of keeping us apart ? Mamma no doubt told her sister, and Lady
Persiflage has published it everywhere. Her daughter is going to

marry a duke, and it has crowned her triumph to let it be known
that I am going to marry only a Post Office clerk. I don't begrudge
her that in the least. But as they have talked about it so much,
they ought, at any rate, to let me have my Post Office clerk."

" I have nothing to say about it one way or the other," said

Hampstead. "I say nothing about it, at any rate now."
" What do you mean by that, John ?

"

" When I saw how miserable you were at Trafford I did my
best to bring you away. But 1 could only bring you here on an

express stipulation that you should not meet George Roden while

you were in my house. If you can get my father's consent to your
meeting him, then that part of the contract will be over."

"I don't think I made any promise."
"I understand it so."
" I said nothing to papa on the subject, and I do not remember

that I made any promise to you. I am sure I did not."
" I promised for you." To this she was silent.

" Are you going
to ask him to come here ?

"

"
Certainly not. But if he did come, how could I refuse to see

him? I thought that he was here on Saturday, and I told Richard
to admit him. I could not send hfm away from the door."

"I do not think he will come unless he is asked," said Hamp-
stead. Then the conversation was over.

On the following day, at two o'clock, Lord Hampstead again
started for Holloway. On this occasion he drove over, and left his

trap and servant at the " Duchess of Edinburgh." He was so well
known in the neighbourhood now as hardly to be able to hope to

enter on the domains of Paradise Row without being recognized.
He felt that it was hard that his motions should be watched, telling
himself that it was one of the evils belonging to an hereditary
nobility ;

but he must accept this mischief as he did others, and he
walked up the street trying to look as though he didn't know
that his motions were being watched first from Number Fifteen as
he passed it, and then from Number Ten opposite, as he stood at
Mrs. Roden's door.

Mrs. Roden was at home, and received him, of course, with her
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most gracious smile
;
but her heart sank within her as she saw him,

for she felt sure that he had come in pursuit of Marion Fay.
"
It

is very kind of you to call," she dd.
"
I had heard from George

that you had gone down into the country since we had the pleasure
of dining with you."

" Yes
; my father has been unwell, and I had to stay with him

a few days or I shoiild have been here sooner. You got home all

of you quite well ?
"

' Oh yes."
" Miss Fay did not catch cold ?

"

" Not at all
; though I fear she is hardly strong."

" She is not ill, I hope ?
"

" Oh no
;
not that. But she lives here very quietly, and I doubt

whether the excitement of going out is good for her."
" There was not much excitement at Heiidon Hall, I think," ho

said, laughing.
" Not for you, but for her perhaps. In appreciating our own

condition we are so apt to forget what is the condition of others !

To Marion Fay it was a strange event to have to dine at your
house, and strange also to receive little courtesies such as yours.
It is hard for you to conceive how strongly the nature of such a

girl may be effected by novelties. I have almost regretted, Lord

Uampstead, that I should have consented to take her there."
" Has she said anything ?

"

" Oh no ;
there was nothing for her to say. You are not to

suppose that any harm has been done."
" What harm could have been done ?

" he asked. Of what
nature was the harm of which Mrs. Roden was speaking? Could
it be that Marion had made any sign of altered feelings; had
declared in any way her liking or disliking; had given outward

testimony of thoughts which would have been pleasant to him, or

perhaps unpleasant, had he known them?
" No harm, of course," said Mrs. Eoden

;

"
only to a nature

such as hers all excitement is evil."
" I cannot believe that," he said, after a pause.

" Now and
then in the lives of all of us there must come moments of excite-

ment which cannot be all evil. What would Marion say if I were
to tell her that I loved her ?'"

"I hope you will not do that, my lord."
" Why should you hope so ? What right have you to hope so ?

If I do love her, is it not proper that I should tell her ?
"

" But it would not be proper that you should love her."

"There, Mrs. Eoden, I take the liberty of declaring that you
are altogether in the wrong, and that you speak without due
consideration."

" Do I, my lord ?
"

"
I think so. Why am I not to be allowed the ordinary privilege

of a man, that of declaring my passion to a woman when I meet
one who seems in all things to fulfil the image of perfection which I

have formed for myself, when I see a girl that I fancy I can love ?
"
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"
Ah, there is the worst ! It is only a fancy."

" I will not be accused in that way without defending myself.

Let it be fancy or what not, I love Marion Fay, and I have come
here to tell her so. If I can make any impression on her I shall

come again and tell her father so. I am here now because I think

that you can help me. If you will not, I shall go on without your

help."
" What can I do ?

"

" Go to her with me now, at once. You say that excitement is

bad for her. The excitement will be less if you will come with me
to her house."

Then there was a long pause in the conversation, during which
Mrs. Eoden was endeavouring to determine what might be her

duty at this moment. She certainly did not think that it would
be well that Lord Hampstead, the eldest son of the Marquis of

Kingsbury, should marry Marion Fay. She was quite sure that

she had all the world with her there. Were any one to know that

she had assisted in arranging such a marriage, that any one would

certainly condemn her. That would assuredly be the case, not

only with the young lord's family, not only with others of the

young lord's order, but with all the educated world of Great
Britain. How could it be that such a one as Marion Fay should be
a fitting wife for such a one as Lord Hampstead ? Marion Fay had

undoubtedly great gifts of her own. She was beautiful, intelligent,

sweet-minded, and possessed of natural delicacy, so much so that

to Mrs. Eoden herself she had become as dear almost as a daughter;
but it was impossible that she should have either the education or

the manners fit for the wife of a great English peer. Though her
manners might be good and her education excellent, they were not
those required for that special position. And then there was cause
for other fears. Marion's mother and brothers and sisters had all

died young. The girl herself had hitherto seemed to escape the

scourge under which they p.rished. But occasionally there would
rise to her cheeks a bright colour, which for the moment would
cause Mrs. Eoden's heart to sink within her. Occasionally there
would be heard from her not a cough, but that little preparation
for coughing which has become so painfully familiar to the ears
of those whose fate it has been to see their beloved ones- gradually
fade from presumed health. She had already found herself con-
strained to say a word or two to the old Quaker, not telling him
that she feared any coming evil, but hinting that change of air

would certainly be beneficial to such a one as Marion. Acting
under this impulse, he had taken her during the inclemency of the

past spring to the Isle of Wight. She was minded gradually to

go on with this counsel, so as if possible to induce the father to
send his girl out of London for some considerable portion of the

year. If this were so, how could she possibly encourage Lord
Hampstead in his desire to make Marion his wife ?

And then, as to the girl herself, could it be for her happiness
that she should be thus lifted into a strange world, a world that
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would be bard and ungracious to her, and in which it might bo

only too probable that the young lord should see her defects when
it would be too late for either of them to remedy the evil that had
been done ? She had thought something of all this before, having
recognized the possibility of such a step as this after what she bad
seen at Hendon Hall. She had told herself that it would be well
at any rate to discourage any such idea in Marion's heart, and had

spoken jokingly of the gallantry of men of rank. Marion had
smiled sweetly as she had listened to her friend'swords, and bad at

once said that such manners were at any rate pretty and becoming
in one so placed as Lord Hampstead. There had been something
in this to make Mrs. Roden almost fear that her words had been
taken as intending too much, that Marion had accepted them as
a caution against danger. Not for worlds would she have induced
the girl to think that any danger was apprehended. But now the

danger had come, and it behoved Mrs. Roden if possible to prevent
the evil.

" Will you come across with me now ?
"
said Hampstead,

having sat silent in his chair while these thoughts were passing
through the lady's mind.

"
I think not, my lord."

"Why not, Mrs. Roden? Will it not be better than that I

should go alone ?
"

" I hope you will not go at all."
" I shall go, certainly. I consider myself bound by all laws

of honesty to tell her what she has done to me. She can then

judge what may be best for herself."
" Do not go at any rate to-day, Lord Hampstead. Let me beg

at least as much as that of you. Consider the importance of the

step you will be taking."
" I have thought of it," said he.
" Marion is as good as gold."
" I know she is."
"
Marion, I say, is as good as gold ; but is it likely that any

girl should remain untouched and undazzled by such an offer as

you can make her ?
"

" Touched I hope she may be. As for dazzled, I do not
believe in it in the least. There are eyes which no false lights can
dazzle."

" But if she were touched, as would no doubt be the case," said

Mrs. Toden,
" could it be well that you with such duties before

you should marry the daughter of Zachary Fay ? Listen to me
a moment," she continued, as he attempted to interrupt her. " I
know what you would say, and I sympathize with much of it

; but
it cannot be well for society that classes should be mixed together
suddenly and roughly."

" What roughness would there be ?
" he asked.

"As lords and ladies are at present, as dukes are, and duchesses,
jmd such like, there would be a roughness to them in having
Marion Fay presented to them as one of themselves. Lords have
married low-born girls, I know, and the wives have been contented
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with a position which has almost been denied to them, or only

grudgingly accorded. I have known something of that, my lord,

and have felt at any rate I have seen its bitterness. Marion

Fay would fade and sink to nothing if she were subjected to such

contumely. To be Marion Fay is enough for her. To be your

wife, and not to be thought fit to be your wife, would not be half

enough."
" She shall be thought fit."

"You can make her Lady Hampstead, and demand that ehe

shall be received at Court. You can deck her with diamonds, and
cause her to be seated high in honour according to your own rank.

But could you induce your father's wife to smile on her?" In

answer to this he was dumb. " Do you think she would be con-

tented if your father's wife were to frown on her ?
"

" My father's wife is not everybody."
" She would necessarily be much to your wife. Take a week,

my lord, or a month, and think upon it. She expects nothing
from you yet, and it is still in your power to save her from un-

happiness."
" I would make her happy, Mrs. Eoden."
" Think about it

;
think about it."

"And I would make myself happy also. You count my feelings
as being nothing in the matter."

"Nothing as compared with hers. You see how plainly I deal

with you. Let me say that for a time your heart will be sore
;

that you do in truth love this girl so as to feel that she is necessary
to your happiness. Do you not know that if she were placed beyond
your reach you would recover from that sting? The duties of the

world would still be open to you. Being a man, you would still

have before you many years for recovery before your youth had

departed from you. Of course you would find some other woman,
and be happy with her. For her, if she came to shipwreck in this

venture, there would be no other chance."
" I would make this chance enough for her."
" So you think

;
but if you will look abroad you will see that

the perils to her happiness which I have attempted to describe are
not in vain. I can say no more, my lord, but can only beg that you
will take some little time to think of it before you put the thing
out of your own reach. If she had once accepted your love I know
that you would never go back."

" Never."
" Therefore think again while there is time." He slowly dragged

himself up from his chair, and left her almost without a word at

parting. She had persuaded him to take another week. It was
not that he doubted in the least his own purpose, but he did not
know how to gainsay her as to this small request. In that frame
of mind which is common to young men when they do not get all

that they want, angry, disappointed, and foiled, he went downstairs,
and opened the front door, and there on the very steps he met
Marion Fay.
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"
Marion," he said, pouring all the tenderness of his heart into

his voice.

"My lord?"
" Come in, Marion, for one moment." Then she followed him

into the little passage, and there they stogd.
" I had come over to

ask you how you are after our little party."
" I am quite well

;
and you ?

"

"I have been away with my father, or I should have corno
sooner."

"Nay; it was not necessary that you should trouble yourself.''
" It is necessary ;

it is necessary ; or I should be troubled very
much. I am troubled." She stood there looking down on the

ground as though she were biding her time, but she did not speak
to him.

" She would not come with me," he said, pointing up the
stairs on which Mrs. Eoden was now standing.

" She has told me
that it is bad that I should come

;
but I will come one day soon."

He was almost beside himself with love as he was speaking. The
girl was so completely after his own heart as he stood there close

to her, filled with her influences, that he was unable to restrain

himself.
" Come up, Marion dear," said Mrs. Eoden, speaking from the

landing.
"
It is hardly fair to keep Lord Hampstead standing in

the passage."
"
It is most unfair," said Marion. " Good day, my lord."

" I will stand hero till you come down to me, unless you will

speak to me again. I will not be turned out while you are here.

Marion, you are all the world to me. I love you with my whole,
whole heart. I had come here, dear, to tell you so; but she has

delayed me. She made me promise that I would not come again
for a week, as though weeks or years could change me ? Say one
word to me, Marion. One word shall suffice now, and then I will

go. Marion, can you love me ?
"

" Come to me, Marion, come to me," said Mrs. Eoden. " Do not
answer him now."

"
No," said Marion, looking up, and laying her hand gently or*

the sleeve of his coat. "I will not answer him now. It is too

sudden. I must think of words to answer such a speech. Lord
Hampstead, I will go to her now."

" But I shall hear from you."
" You shall come to me again, and I will tell you."
" To-morrow ?

"

"Nay; but give me a day or two. On Friday I will be ready
with my answer."

" You will give mo your hand, Marion." She gave it to him,
and he covered it with kisses.

"
Only have this in your mind, fixed

as fate, that no man ever loved a woman more truly than I love

you. No man was ever more determined to carry out his purpose.
1 am in your hands. Think if you cannot dare to trust yourself
into mine." Then he left her, and went back to the " Duchess of

Edinburgh," not thinking much of the eyes which might be looking
at him.
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CHAPTEE XXV.

MARION'S VIEWS ABOUT MABEIAGB.

WHEN Lord Hampstead shut the door behind him, Marion went

slowly up the stairs to Mrs. Eoden, who had returned to her draw-

ing-room. "When she entered, her friend was standing near the

door, with anxiety plainly written on her face, with almost more
than anxiety. She took Marion by the hand and, kissing her, led

her to the sofa.
" I would have stopped him if I could," she said.

" Why should you have stopped him ?
"

" Such things should be considered more."
" He had made it too late for considering to be of service. I

knew, I almost knew, that he would come."
"You did?"
" I can tell myself now that I did, though I could not say it

even to myself before." There was a smile on her face as she spoke,
and, though her colour was heightened, there was none of that

peculiar flush which Mrs. Eoden so greatly feared to see. Nor was
there any special excitement in her manner. There was no look
either of awe or of triumph. She seemed to take it as a matter of

course, quite as much at least as any Lady Amaldina could have

done, who might have been justified by her position in expecting
that some young noble eldest son would fling himself at her feet.

"And are you ready with your answer?" Marion turned her

eyes towards her friend, but made no immediate reply.
" My darling

girl, for you in truth are very dear to me, much thought should
be given to such an appeal as that before any answer is made.

1 '

" I have thought."
" And are you ready ?

"

" I think so. Dear Mrs. Eoden, do not look at me like that. If
I do not say more to tell you immediately it is because I am not

perhaps quite sure
;

not sure, at any rate, of the reasons I may
have to give. I will come to you to-morrow, and then I will tell

you."
There was room then at any rate for hope ! If the girl had not

quite resolved to grasp at the high destiny offered to her, it was still

tier friend's duty to say something that might influence her.
"
Marion, dear !

"

"
Say all that you think, Mrs. Eoden. Surely you know that I

know that whatever may come from you will come in love. I have
no mother, and to whom can I go better than to you to fill a
mother's place ?

"

"Dear Marion, it is thus I feel towards you. What I would
say to you I would say to my own child. There are great differ-

ences in the ranks of men."
"1 have felt that."
" And though I do in my honest belief think that the best and
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honestest of God's creatures arc not always to be found among
so-called nobles, yet I think that a certain great respect should be

paid to those whom chance has raised to high places."
" Do I not respect him ?

"

" I hope so. But perhaps you may not show it best by loving
him."

" As to that, it is a matter in which one can, perhaps, hardly
control oneself. If asked for love it will come from you like water
from a fountain. Unless it be so, then it cannot come at all."

" That surely is a dangerous doctrine for a young woman."
"
Young women, I think, are compassed by many dangers,"

said Marion
;

" and I know biTt one way of meeting them."
" What way is that, dear ?

"

" I will tell you, if I can find how to tell it, to-morrow."
" There is one point, Marion, on which I feel myself bound to

warn you, as I endeavoured also to warn him. To him my words
seemed to have availed nothing ; but you, I think, are more reason-

able. Unequal marriages never make happy either the one side

or the other."
" I hope I may do nothing to make him unhappy."
"Unhappy for a moment you must make him; for a month,

perhaps, or for a year; though it were for years, what would that
be to his whole life?"

" For years ?
"

said Marion. "
No, not for years. Would it be

more than for days, do you think ?
"

" I cannot tell what may be the nature of the young man's

heart; nor can you. But as to that, it cannot be your duty to

take much thought. Of his lasting welfare you are bound to

think."
" Oh yes ;

of that certainly ; of that above all things."
" I mean as to this world. Of what may come afterwards to

one so little known we here can hardly dare to speak, or even
to think. But a girl, when she has been asked to marry a man, is

bound to think of his welfare in this life."
" I cannot but think of his eternal welfare also," said Marion.

"Unequal marriages are always unhappy," said Mrs. Koden,
repeating her great argument.

"Always?"
" I fear so. Could you be happy if his great friends, his father,

and his stepmother, and all those high-born lords and ladies who
are connected with him, could you bo happy if they frowned
on you ?

"

" What would their frowns be to me ? If he smiled I should be

happy. If the world were light and bright to him, it would cer-

tainly be light and bright to me."
" I thought so once, Marion. I argued with myself once just

as you are arguing now."
"
Nay, Mrs. Roden, I am hardly arguing."

" It was just so that I spoke to myself, saying that the joy which
I took in a man's love would certaialj be enough for my happiness
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But oh, alas ! I fell to the ground. I will tell you now more of

myself than I have told any one for many a year, more even than.

I have told George. I will tell you because I know that I can

trust your faith."
" Yes ; you can trust me," said Marion.

"I also married greatly; greatly, as the world's honours are

concerned. In mere rank I stood as a girl higher perhaps than

you do now. But I was lifted out of my own degree, and in

accepting the name which my husband gave me I assured myself
that I would do honour to it, at any rate by my conduct. I did
it no dishonour ;

but my marriage was most unfortunate."
" Was he good ?

" asked Marion.
" Ho was weak. Are you sure that Lord Hampstead is strong ?

He was fickle-hearted. Can you be sure that Lord Hampstead will

be constant amidst the charms of others whose manners will be
more like his own than yours can be ?

"

" I think he would be constant," said Marion.
"Because you are ready to worship him who has condescended

to step down from his high pedestal and worship you. la it

not so ?
"

" It may be that it is so," said Marion.
"
Ah, yes, my child. It may be that it is so. And then, think

of what may follow, not only for him, but for you also ;
not only

for you, but for him also. Broken hearts, crushed ambitions,

hopes all dead, personal dislikes, and perhaps hatred."
" Not hatred ;

not hatred."

"I lived to be hated
;

and why not another?" Then she was
silent, and Marion rising from her seat kissed her, and went away
to her home.

She had very much to think of. Though she had declared that
she had almost expected this offer from her lover, still it could not
be that the Quaker girl, the daughter of Zachary Fay, Messrs.

Poyson and Littlebird's clerk, should not be astounded by having
such an offer from such a suitor as Lord Hampstead. But in truth
the glory of the thing was not very much to her. It was something,
no doubt. It must be something to a girl to find that her own
personal cliarrns have sufficed to lure down from his lofty perch
the topmost bird of them all. That Marion was open to some such
weakness may be acknowledged of her. But of the coronet, of the

diamonds, of the lofty title, and high seats, of the castle, and the

parks, and well-arranged equipages, of the rich dresses, of the

obsequious servants, and fawning world that would be gathered
around her, it may be said that she thought not at all. She had
in her short life seen one man who had pleased her ear and her

eye, and had touched her heart
;
and that one man had instantly

declared himself to be all her own. That made her bosom glow
with some feeling of triumph !

That same evening sho abruptly told the whole story to her
father. "

Father," she said,
" Lord Hampstead was here to-day.""

Here, in this house ?
"
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" Not in this house. But I met him at our friend's, whom
T went to see, as is my custom almost daily."

"I am glad he came uot here," said the Quaker.

"Why should you be glad?" To this the Quaker made no
answer.

" His purpose was to have come hero. It was to see me that

ho came."
" To see thee ?

"

"Father, the young lord has asked me to be his wife."

"Asked thee to be his wife !

"

"
Yes, indeed. Have you not often heard that young men may

be infatuated ? It has chanced that I have been the Cinderella for

his eyes."
" But thou art no princess, child."
"
And, therefore, am unfit to mate with this prince. I could

not answer him at once, father. It was too sudden for me to find

the words. And the place was hardly fitting. But I have found
them now."

" What words, my child ?
"

"I will tell him with all respect and deference, nay, I will tell

him with some love, for I do love him, that it will become him to

look for his wife elsewhere."
"
Marion," said the Quaker, who was somewhat moved by those

things which had altogether failed with the girl herself; "Marion,
must it be so ?

"

"
Father, it must certainly be so."

" And yet thou lovest him ?
"

"
Though I were dying for his love it must be so."

"Why, my child, why ? As far as I saw the young man he is

good and gracious, of great promise, and like to be true-hearted."
"
Good, and gracious, and true-hearted! Oh yes ! And would

you have it that I should bring such a one as that to sorrow,

perhaps to disgrace ?
"

" Why to sorrow ? Why to disgrace ? Wouldst thou be more
likely to disgrace a husband than one of those painted Jezebels who
know no worship but that of their faded beauty ? Thou hast not
answered him, Marion ?"

"
No, father. He is to come on Friday for my answer."

" Think of it yet again, my child. Three days are no time for

considering a matter of such moment. Bid him leave you for ten

clays further."
" I am ready now," said Marion.
"And yet thou lovest him ! That is not true to nature, Marion.

I would not bid thee take a man's hand because he is rich and
great if thou couldst not give him thy heart in return. I would
not have thee break any law of God or man for the plitter of gold
or tinsel of rank. But the good things of this world, if they be
come by honestly, are good. And the love of an honest man, if

thou lovest him thyself in return, is not of the less worth because
he stands high in wealth and in honour."
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"
Shall I think nothing of him, father ?

"

"
Yea, verily ;

it will be thy duty to think of him, almost ex-

clusively of him, when thou shalt be his wife."
"
Then, father, shall I never think of him."

" Wilt thou pay no heed to my words, so as to crave from him
further time for thought?"

" Not a moment. Father, you must not be angry "with your
child for this. My own feelings tell me true. My own heart, and

my own heart alone, can dictate to me what I shall say to him.
There are reasons

"

" What reasons ?
"

"There are reasons why my mother's daughter should not

marry this man." Then there came a cloud across his brow, and
he looked at her as though almost overcome by his anger. It

seemed as though he strove to speak; but he sat for a while in

silence. Then rising from his chair he left the room, and did not
see her again that night.

This was on a Tuesday ;
on the Wednesday he did not speak to

her on the subject. The Thursday was Christmas Day, and she
went to church with Mrs. Roden. Nor did he on that day allude

to the matter
;
but on the evening she made to him a little request."

To-morrow, father, is a holiday, is it not, in the City ?
"

"So they tell me. I hate such torn-fooleries. When I was
young a man might be allowed to earn his bread on all lawful days
of the week. Now he is expected to spend the wages he cannot
earn in drinking and shows."

"
Father, you must leave me here alone after our dinner. He

will come for his answer."
" And you will give it ?

"

"
Certainly, father, certainly. Do'not question me further, for it

must be as I told you." Then he left her as he had done before ;

but he did not urge her with any repetition of his request.
This was what occurred between Marion and her father; but

on the Wednesday she had gone to Mrs. Eoden as she had promised,
and there explained her purpose more fully than she had before

been able to do.
" I have come, you see," she paid, smiling.

" I

might have told you all at once, for I have changed nothing of my
mind since first he spoke to me all so suddenly in the passage
downstairs."

" Are you so sure of yourself?
"

"
Quite sure

; quite sure. Do you think I would hurt him ?
"

"
No, no. You would not, I know, do so willingly."

" And yet I must hurt him a little. I hope it will hurt him just
a little." Mrs. Eoden stared at her.

"
Oh, if I could make him

understand it all ! If I could bid him be a man, so that it should
wound him only for a short time."

" What wound !

"
*

" Did you think that I could take him, I, the daughter of a City
clerk, to go and sit in his halls, and shame him before all the

world, because he had thought fit to make me his wife ? Never !

"
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"
Marlon, Marion !

"

" Because he has made a mistake which has honoured me, shall

I mistake also, so as to dishonour him ? Because he has not seen

the distance, shall I be blind to it.? He would have given himself

npfor me. Shall I not be able to make a sacrifice ? To such a
one as I am to sacrifice myself is all that I can do in the world."

" Is it such a sacrifice ?
"

" Could it bo that I should not love him ? "When such a one

comes, casting his pearls about, throwing sweet odours through the

air, whispering words which are soft-sounding as music in the

heavens, whispering them to me, casting them at me, turning on
me the laughing glances of his young eyes, how could I help to love

him ? Do you remember when for a moment he knelt almost at

my feet, and told me that I was his friend, and spoke to me of his

hearth ? Did you think that that did not move me ?
"

" So soon, my child ;
so soon ?

"

" In a moment. Is it not so that it is done always ?
"

' : Hearts are harder than that, Marion."
"
Mine, I think, was so soft just then that the half of his sweet

brings would have ravished it from my bosom. But I feel for

myself that there are two parts in me. Though the one can melt

away, and pass altogether from my control, can gush like water
tli at runs out and cannot be checked, the other has something in it

of hard substance which can stand against blows, even from him."
" What is that something, Marion ?

"

"Nay, I cannot name it. I think it be another heart, of finer

substance, or it may be it is woman's pride, which will suffer all

things rather than hurt the one it loves. I know myself. No
words from him, no desire to see his joy, as he would be joyful,
if I told him that I could give him all he asks, no longing for all

his love could do for me, shall move me one tittle. He shall tell

himself to his dying day that the Quaker girl,, because she loved

him, was true to his interests."

"My child; my child!" said Mrs. Eodeu, taking Marion in

her arms.
" Do you think that I do not know, that I have forgotten ?

Was it nothing to me to see my mother die, and her little ones ?

Do I not know that I am not, as others are, free to wed, not a lord

like that, but even one of my own standing ? Mrs. Roden, if I can
live till my poor father shall have gone before me, so that he may
not be left alone when the weakness of age shall have come upon
him, then, then I shall be satisfied to follow them. No dream of

loving had ever crossed my mind. He has come, and withoiit my
mind, the dream has been dreamed. I think that my lot will be

happier so, than if I had passed away without any feeling such as

that I have now. Perhaps he will not marry till I am gone."
" Would that hurt you so sorely ?

"

"
It ought not. It shall not. It wiir be well that he should

nwy, and I will not wish to cause him evil. He will have gone
;- , and I shall hardly know of it. Perhaps they will not tell
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me." Mrs. Eoden could only embrace her, 'sobbing, wiping her

eyes with piteousness.
" But I will not begrudge aught of the

sacrifice," she continued.
" There is nothing, I think, sweeter than

to deny oneself all things for love. What are our lessons for but to

teach us that ? Shall I not do unto him as it would be well for me
that some such girl should do for my sake if I were such as he ?

"

"
Oh, Marion, you have got the better part."

"And yet, and yet I would that he should feel a little

because he cannot have the toy that has pleased his eye. What
was it that he saw in me, do you think ? As she asked the question
she cheered up wonderfully.

"The beauty of your brow and eyes, the softness of your
woman's voice."

"
Nay, but I think it was my Quaker dress. His eye, perhaps,

like things all of a colour. I had, too, new gloves and a new frock

when he saw me. How well I remember his coming, how he
would glance round at me till I hardly knew whether I was glad
that he should observe me so much, or offended at his persistence.
I think that I was glad, though I told myself that he should not
have glanced at me so often. And then, when he asked us to go
down .to his house I did long, I did long, to win father's consent
to the journey. Had he not gone

"

" Do not think of it, Marion."
" That I will not promise ;

but I will not talk of it. Now,
dear Mrs. Eoden, let all then be as though it had never been. I do
not mean to mope, or to neglect my work, because a young lord has
crossed my path and told me that he loves me. I must send him
from me, and then I will be just as I have been always." Having
made this promise she went away, leaving Mrs. Eoden much more
flurried by the interview than was she herself. When the Friday
came, holiday as it was, the Quaker took himself off to the City
after dinner, without another word as to his daughter's lover.

CHAPTER XXVI.

LORD HAMPSTEAD IS IMPATIENT.

HAMPSTEAP, when he was sent away from Paradise Row, and bade
to wait till Friday for an answer, was disappointed, almost cross,
and unreasonable in his feelings towards Mrs. Eoden. To Mrs.
Eoden altogether he attributed it that Marion had deferred her
reply. Whether the delay thus enjoined told well or ill for his
hopes he could not bring himself to determine. As he drove him-
self home his mind was swayed now in one direction and now in
the other. Unless she loved him somewhat, unless she thought it

possible that she should love him, she would hardly have asked for
time to think of it all. And yet, had she really have loved him,
"why should she have asked for time? He had done for her all
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that a man could do for a girl, and if she loved him she should not
have tormented him by foolish delays, by coying her love !

It should be said on his behalf that ho attributed to himself no

preponderance of excellence, either on the score of his money or
his rank. He was able so to honour the girl as to think of her-

that such things would go for nothing with her. It was not that

he had put his coronet at her feet, but his heart. It was of that
he thought when he reminded himself of all that he had done for

her, and told himself angrily that she should not have tormented
him. He was as arrogant and impatient of disappointment as any
young lord of them all, but it was not, however, because he was a
lord that he thought that Marion's heart was due to him.

"
I have been over to Holloway," he said to his sister, almost as

soon as he had returned.

Out of the full heart the mouth speaks. "Have you seen

George ?
" asked Lady Frances.

"No; I did not go to see him. He, of course, would be at his

office during the day. I went about my own business."
" You need not be so savage with me, John. What was your

own business at Holloway ?
"

"
I went to ask Marion Fay to be my wife."

"You did?"
" Yes

;
I did. Why should I not ? It seems the fashion for us

all now to marry just those we fancy best."

"And why not? Have I gainsaid you? If this Quaker's
daughter be good and honest, and fair to look at

"

" That she is fair to look at I can say certainly. That she is

good I believe thoroughly. That she is honest, at any rate to me,
I cannot say as yet."

"Not honest?"
" She will not steal or pick a pocket, if you mean that."
" What is it, John ? Why do you speak of her in this way ?

"

" Because I have chosen to tell you. Having made up my mind
to do this thing, I would not keep it secret as though I were
ashamed of it. How can I say that she is honest till she has
answered me honestly ?

"

" What answer has she made you ?
"
she asked.

.

" None
;

as yet ! She has told me to come again another day."
"I like her better for that,"

"Why should you like her better? Just because you're a

woman, and think that shilly-shallying and pretending not to

know your own mind, and keeping a fellow in suspense, is becom-

ing. I am not going to change my mind about Marion
; but I do

think that mock hesitation is unnecessary, and in some degree
dishonest."

"Must it necessarily be mock hesitation? Ought she not to

be sure of herself that she can love you ?
"

"
Certainly ;

or that she should not love me. I am not such a

puppy as to suppose that she is to throw herself into my arms just
because I ask her. But I think that she must have known something

M
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of herself so as to have been able to tell me either to hope or not to

hope. She was. as calm as a Minister in the House of Commons

answering a question ;
and she told me to wait till Friday just as

those fellows do when they have to find out from the clerks in the

office what it is they ought to say."
" You will go again on Friday ?

"
she asked.

" Of course I must. It is not likely that she should come to

me. And then if she says that she'd rather not, I must come home
once more with my tail between my legs."

" I do not think she will say that."
" How can you tell ?

"

" It is the nature of a girl, I think," said Lady Frances,
"
to

doubt a little when she thinks that she can love, but not to doubt
at all when she feels that she cannot. She may be persuaded after-

wards to change her mind, but at first she is certain enough."
" I call that shilly-shally."
" Not at all. The girl I'm speaking of is honest throughout.

And Miss Fay will have been honest should she accept you now. It

is not often that such a one as you, John, can ask a girl in vain."
" That is mean," he said, angrily.

" That is imputing falseness,
and greed, and dishonour to the girl I love. If she has liked some
fellow-clerk in her father's office better than she likes me, shall she

accept me merely because I am my father's son ?
"

" It was not that of which I was thinking. A man may have

personal gifts which will certainly prevail with a girl young and
unsullied by the world, as I suppose is your Marion Fay."

"
Bosh," he said, laughing.

" As far as personal gifts are con-

cerned, one fellow is pretty nearly the same as another. A girl has
to be good-looking. A man has got to have something to buy
bread and cheese with. After that it is all a mere matter of

liking and disliking unless, indeed, people are dishonest, which
they very often are."

Up to this period of his life Lord Hampstead had never met
any girl whom he had thought it desirable to make his wife. It

was now two years since the present Marchioness had endeavoured
to arrange an alliance between him and her own niece, Lady
Amaldina Hauteville. This, though but two years had passed
since, seemed to him to have occurred at a distant period of his

life. Very much had occurred to him during those two years. His

political creed had been strengthened by the convictions of others,

especially by those of George Eoden, till it had included those
advanced opinions which have been described. He had annoyed,
and then dismayed, his father by his continued refusal to go into

Parliament. He had taken to himself ways of living of his own,
which gave to him the manners and appearance of more advanced

age. At that period, two years since, his stepmother still conceived

high hopes of him, even though he would occasionally utter in her

presence opinions which seemed to be terrible. He was then not
of age, and there would be time enough for a woman of her tact

and intellect to cure all those follies. The best way of curing them,
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slie thought, would be by arranging a marriage between the heir

to the Marquisate and the daughter of so distinguished a con-

servative Peer as her brother-in-law, Lord Persiflage. Having this

high object in view, she opened the matter with diplomatic caution,

to her sister. Lady Persiflage had at that moment begun to regard
Lord Llwddythlw as a possible son-in-law, but was alive to the
fact that Lord Hampstead possessed some superior advantages.
It was possible that her girl should really love such a one as Lord
Hampstead, hardly possible that there should be anything
romantic in a marriage with the heir of the Duke of Merioneth.
As far as wealth and rank went there was enough in both com-

petitors. She whispered therefore to her girl the name of the

younger aspirant, aspirant as he might be hoped to be, and the

girl was not opposed to the idea. Only let there be no falling to

the ground between two stools; no starving for want of fodder
between two bundles of hay ! Lord Llwddythlw had already
begun to give symptoms. No doubt he was bald; no doubt he
was pro-occupied with Parliament and the county. There wtas no
doiibt that his wife would have to encounter that touch of ridicule

which a young girl incurs when she marries a man altogether
removed beyond the world of romance. But dukes are scarce, and
the man of business was known to be a man of high honour. There
would be no gambling, no difficulties, no possible question of a
want of money. And then his politics were the grandest known in

England, those of an old Tory willing always to work for his

party without desiring any of those rewards which the "party"
wishes to divide among as select a number as possible. What Lord
Hampstead might turn out to bo, there was as yet no knowing.
He had already declared himself to be a Radical. He was fond of

hunting, and it was quite on the cards that he should take to

Newmarket. Then, too, his father might live for five-and-twenty
years, whereas the Duke of Merioneth was already nearly eighty.
But Hampstead Avas as beautiful as a young Phoebus, and the pair
would instantly become famous if only from their good looks alone.

The chance was given to Lady Amaldina, but only given on the

understanding that she must make very quick work of her time.

Hampstead was coaxed down to Castle Hautboy for a month
in September, with an idea that the young lovers might be as
romantic as they pleased among the Lakes. Some little romance
there was

;
but at the end of the first week Amaldina wisely told

lier mother that the thing wouldn't do. She would always be glad
to regard Lord Hampstead as a cousin, but as to anything else,

there must be an end of it.
" I shall some day give up my titlo

and abandon the property to Freddy. I shall then go to the United

States, and do the best I can there to earn my own bread." This
little speech, made by the proposed lover to the girl he was expected
to marry, opened Lady Amaldiua's eyes to the danger of her situa-

tion. Lord Llwddythlw was induced to spend two days in the

following month at Castle Hautboy, and then the arrangements for

tho Welsh alliance were completed.
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From that time forth a feeling of ill-will on the part of Lady
Kingsbury towards her stepson had grown and become strong from
month to month. She had not at first conceived any idea that

her Lord Frederic ought to come to the throne. That had come
gradually when she perceived, or thought that she perceived, that

Hampstead would hardly make a marriage properly aristocratic.

Hitherto no tidings of any proposed marriage had reached her ears.

She lived at last in
daily fear, as any marriage would be the almost

sure forerunner of a little Lord Highgate. If something might
happen, something which she had taught herself to regard as
beneficent and fitting rather than fatal, something which might
ensure to her little Lord Frederic those prospects which he had
almost a right to expect, then in spite of all her sufferings Heaven
would have done something for her for which she might be
thankful. "What will her ladyship say when she hears of my
maid Marion? "

said Hampstead to his sister on the Christmas Day
before his further visit to Holloway." Will it matter much ?

" asked Lady Frances.
" I think my feelings towards her are softer than yours. She

is silly, arrogant, harsh, and insolent to my father, and altogether
unprincipled in her expectations and ambitions."

" What a character you give her !

"
said his sister.

" But nevertheless I feel for her to such an extent that I almost
think I ought to abolish myself."

" I cannot say that I feel for her."
"
It is all for her son that she wants it

;
and I agree with her

in thinking that Freddy will be better fitted than I am for the

position in question. I am determined to marry Marion if I can
get her ; but all the Traffords, unless it be yourself, will be broken-
hearted at such a marriage. If once I have a son of my own the
matter will be hopeless, if I were to call myself Snooks, and
refused to take a shilling from the property, I should do them no
good. Marion's boy would be just as much in their way as I am."

" What a way of looking at it !

"

"How my stepmother will hate her! A Quaker's daughter I

A clerk at Pogson and Littlebird's ! Living at Paradise Eowl
Can't you see her ! Is it not hard upon her that we should both

go to Paradise Eow ?
"

Lady Frances could not keep herself from:

laughing.
" You can't do her any permanent injury, because you

are only a girl ;
but I think she will poison me. It will end in her

getting Mr. Greenwood to give me some broth."
"
John, you are too terrible."

" If I could be on the jury afterwards, I would certainly acquit
them both on the ground of extreme provocation."

Early on the following morning he was in a fidget, having fixed
no hour for his visit to Holloway. It was not likely that she
should be out or engaged, but he determined not to go till after
lunch. All employment was out of the question, and he was rather
a trouble to his sister

;
but in the course of the morning there came

a letter which did for a while occupy his thoughts. The envelope-
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was addressed in a hand he did not know, and was absurdly
addressed to the

"PaGHi HONOURABLE,
"THE LORD HAMPSTEAD."

" I wonder who this ass is," said he, tearing it open. The ass

was Samuel Crocker, and the letter was as follows :

" Hcathcote Street,
"
Mecklenburg Square," Christmas Day, 18.

"My DEAR LORD HAMPSTEAD,
"
I hope I may be excused for addressing your lordship

in this familiar manner. I take occasion of this happy day to write

to your lordship on a message of peace. Since I had the honour of

meeting you at your noble uncle's mansion, Castle Hautboy, I have
considered it one of the greatest delights of my life to be able to

boast of your acquaintance. You will not, I am sure, forget that

we have been fellow-sportsmen, and that we rode together on that

celebrated run when we killed our fox in the field just over Airey
Force. I shall never forget the occasion, or how well your lordship
went over our rough country. To my mind there is no bond of
union so strong as that of sport.

' Up strikes little Davy with his musical horn.'

"
I am sure you will remember that, my lord, and the beautiful

song to which it belongs. I remember, too, how, as we were riding
home after the run, your lordship was talking all the way about
our mutual friend, George Roden.

" He is a man for whom I have a most sincere regard, both as

being an excellent public servant, and as a friend of your lordship's.
It is quite a pleasure to see the way in which he devotes himself
to the service, as I do also. When you have taken the Queen's
shilling you ought to earn it. Those are my principles, my lord.

We have a couple of young fellows there whose only object it is to

get through the day and eat their lunches. I always tell them that

official hours ain't their own. I suppose they'll understand me
some day.

"But as I was saying to your lordship about George Eoden,
there has something come up which I don't quite understand,
which seems to have turned him against me. Nothing has ever

given me so much pleasure as when I heard of his prospects as to
a certain matter which your lordship will know what I mean.

Nothing could be more flattering than the way I've wished him joy
ever so many times. So I do also your lordship and her ladyship,
because he is a most respectable young man, though his station in
life isn't so high as some people's. But a clerk in IJ.M.8. has

always l>een taken for a gentleman, which I am proud to think is

my r ,sition as well as his.

; But, as I was saying to your lordship, something seems to have
gone against him as to our mutual friendship. He sits there

opposite and won't speak a word to me, except just to answer a
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question, and that hardly civil. Ho is as sweet as sugar to those

fellows who ain't at the same des'v with him as I am, or I should
think it was his future prospects were making him upsetting.
Couldn't your lordship do something to make things up between
us again, especially on this festive occasion? I'm sure your
lordship will remember how pleasant we were together at Castle

Hautboy, and at the hunt, and especially as we were riding home-

together on that day. I did take the liberty of calling at Hendon
Hall, when her ladyship was kind enough to see me. Of course
there was a delicacy in speaking to her ladyship about Mr. Eoden,
which nobody could understand better than I do

; but I think she
made me something of a promise that she would say a word when
a proper time might come.

"
It could only have been a joke of mine

;
and I do joke some-

times, as your lordship may have observed. But I shouldn't thiiik

Eoden would be the man to be mortally offended by anything of
that sort. Anyway, I will leave the matter in your lordship's
hands, merely remarking that, as your lordship may remember,
' Blessed are the peacemakers, for theirs is the Kingdom of Heaven/

" I have the honour to be,
" My dear Lord Hampstead," Your lordship's most obedient,"

Very humble servant,
"SAMUEL CROCKER."

Fretful and impatient as lie was on that morning, it was im-

possible for Hampstead not to laugh at this letter. He showed it

to his sister, who, in spite of her annoyance, was constrained to

laugh also.
" I shall tell George to take him to his bosom at once,"

said he.
" Why should George be bothered with him? "

" Because George can't help himself. They sit at the same desk
together, as Crocker has not forgotten to tell me a dozen times.
When a man perseveres in this way, and is thick-skinned enough
to bear all rebuff's, there is nothing he will not accomplish. I have
no doubt he will be riding my horses in Leicestershire before the
season is over." An answer, however, was written to him in the

following words :

" DEAR MB. CROCKER,
" I am afraid I cannot interfere with Mr. Eoden, who*

doesn't like to be dictated to in such matters.
" Yours truly,

" HAMPSTEAD."

"
There," said ho ;

"
I do not think he can take that letter as a

mark of friendship."
In this way the morning was passed till the time came for the

start to Holloway. Lady Frances, standing at the hall door as he
got into his trap, saw that the fashion of his face was unusually
serious.
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CHAPTER XXVII.

THE QUAKER'S ELOQUENCE.

WHEN the Friday morning came in Paradise PiO\v both father and

daughter, at No. 17, were full of thought as they came down to

breakfast. To each of them it was a day laden with importance.
The father's mind had been full of the matter ever since the news
had been told to him. He had received Marion's~positive_"assurance
that such a marriage was altogether impossible with something of

impatience till she had used that argument as to her own health,
which was so powerful with her. On hearing that he had said

nothing, but had gone away. Nor had he spoken a word on the

subject since. But his mind had been full of it. He had lost his

wife, and all his little ones, as she had said ;
but he had declared

to himself with strong confidence that this child was to be spared
to him. He was a man whose confidence was unbounded in things
as to which he had resolved. It was as though he had determined,
in spite of Fate, in spite of God, that his Marion should live. And
she had grown up under his eyes, if not robust, by no means a,

weak creature. She did her work about the house, and never

complained. In his eyes she was very beautiful
;
but he saw

nothing in her colour which was not to him a sign of health. He
told himself that it was nothing that she, having seen so many die

in her own family, should condemn herself; but for himself he

repudiated the idea, and declared to himself that she should not
become an early victim. So thinking, he exercised his mind con-

stantly during those few days in considering whether there was any
adequate cause for the refusal which Marion had determined to give
this man.

He, in truth, was terribly anxious that this grand stroke of

fortune should be acknowledged and accepted. He wanted nothing
from the young lord himself, except, perhaps,'that he might be the

young lord's father-in-law. But he did want it all, long for it all,

pant for it all, on behalf of his girl. If all these good things came
in his girl's way because of her beauty, her grace, and her merit,

why should they not be accepted ? Others not only accepted these

things for their daughters, but
4
hunted for them, cheated for them,

did all mean things in searching for them, and had their tricks

and their lies regarded by the world quite as a matter of course,
because it was natural that parents should be anxious for their

children. Ho had not hunted. He had not cheated. The thing
had come in his girl's way. The man had found her to be the most

lovely, the most attractive, the most lovable among all whom ho
had seen. And was this glory to be thrown away because she had
filled her mind with false fears ? Though she were to die, must
not the man take his chance with her, as do other husbands in

marrying other wives ?



1G8 MABION FAY.

He had been thinking of this, and of nothing but this, during
the days which had intervened since Lord Hampstead had been in

Paradise Row. He had not said a word to his daughter, had
indeed not dared to say a word to her, so abhorrent to him was the

idea of discussing with her the probabilities of her own living or

dying.
"

And he was doubtful, too, whether any words coming from
him at the present might not strengthen her in her resolution. If

the man really loved her he might prevail. His words would be

stronger to overcome her than any that could be spoken by her
father. And then, too, if he really loved her, the one repulse would
not send him back for ever. It might, perhaps, be better that any
arguments from her father should be postponed till she should have
heard her lover's arguments. But his mind was so filled with the
whole matter that he could not bring himself to assure himself

certainly that his decision was the best. Though he was one who
rarely needed counsel from others, on this occasion he did need it,

and now it was his purpose to ask counsel of Mrs. Koden before the
moment should have come which might be fatal to his hopes.

As this was the day immediately following Christmas, there was
no business for him in the City. In order that the weary holiday
might be quicker consumed, they breakfasted at No. 17 an hour
later than was usual. After breakfast he got through the morning
as well as he could with his newspaper, and some record of stocks
and prices which he had brought with him from, the City. So he
remained, fretful, doing nothing, pretending to redd, but with his

,
mind fixed upon the one subject, till it was twelve o'clock, at which
hour he had determined to make his -visit, At half-past one they
were to dine, each of them having calculated, without, however,
a word having been spoken, that Lord Hampstead would certainly
not come till the ceremony of dinner would be over. Though the
matter was so vitally important to both of them, not a word con-

cerning it was spoken.
At twelve o'clock he took up his hat, and walked out. " You

will be back punctually for dinner, father?" she asked. He made
his promise simply by nodding his head, and then left the room.

'

...'Five minutes afterwards he was closeted with Mrs. Eoden in her
drawing-room. Having conceived the difficulty of leading up to
the subject gradually, he broke into it at once.

" Marion has told
thee that this young man will be here to-day?" She simply
assented. " Hast thou advised her as to what she should say ?

"
' She has not seemed to want advice."
' How should a girl not want advice in so great a matter ?

"

'

How, indeed ? But yet she has needed none."
' Has she told thee," he asked,

" what it is in her mind to do ?
"

'
I think so."

' Has she said that she would refuse the man ?
"

' Yes ; that certainly was her purpose."
'And given the reasons?" he said, almost trembling as he

asked the question."
Yes, she gave her reasons."
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" And didst thou agree with her ?
" Before she could reply io

this Mrs. Roden felt herself compelled to pause. When she thought
of that one strongest reason, fully as she agreed with it, she was
unable to tell the father of the girl that she did so. She sat looking
at him, wanting words with which she might express her full con-

currence with Marion without plunging a dagger into the other's

heart.
" Then thou didst agree with her ?

" There was something
terrible in the intensity and slowness of the words as he repeated
the question.

"On the -whole I did," she said. "I think that unequal
marriages are rarely happy."

"That was all?" he asked. Then when she was again silent,

he made the demand which was so important to him. " Did she

say aught of her health in discussing all this with thee ?
"

" She did, Mr. Fay."
"And thou?"
" It was a subject, my friend, on which I could not speak to

her. All that was said came from her. Her mind was so fully made
up, as I have said before, no advice from me could avail anything.
With some people it is easy to see that whether you agree with
them or differ from them it is impossible to turn them."

" But to me thou canst say whether thou bast agreed with her.

Yes
;
I know \vell that the subject is one difficult to talk of in a

father's hearing. But there are things which should be talked of,

though the heart should break." After another pause he continued :

41 Is mere, thinkest thou, sufficient cause in the girl's health to bid
her sever herself from these delights of life and customary habits

whi/h the Lord has intended for His creatures?" At every
sep/irate question he paused, but when she was silent he went on

wijfh
other questions.

" Is there that in her looks, is there that in

he/' present condition of life, which make it needful for thee, her

fr/end, or for me, her father, to treat her as though she were already
/rademned by the hand of the Lord to an early grave ?

"
Then,

7gain, looking almost fiercely into her face, he went on with his

/jxamination,
" That is what thou art doing."

" Xot I
; not I."

"
Yes, thou, my friend ; thou, with all thy woman's softness in

thy heart ! It is what I shall do, unless I bring myself to tell her
that her fears are vain. To me she has said that that is her
reason. It is not that she cannot love the man. Has she not said

as much to thee?"

"Yes; truly."
" And art thou not assenting to it unless thou tell'st her that

her fancies are not only vain, but wrong ? Though thou hast not

spoken the word, has not thy silence assented as fully as words
could do ? / Vnswer me at any rate to that."

"
It is so," she said.

" Is it then necessary to condemn her ? Art thou justified in
thine own thoughts in bidding her regard herself as one doomed ?

"

Again there was a pause. What was she to say? "Thou art
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aware that in our poor household she does all that the strictest

economy would demand from an active mother of a family ? She

is never idle. If she suffers I do not see it. She takes her food, if

not with strong appetite, yet regularly. She is upright, and walks

with no languor. No doctor comes near her. If like others she

requires change of air and scene, what can give her such chance
as this marriage? Hast thou not heard that for girls of feeblo

health marriage itself will strengthen them ? Is she such that thou
as her friend must bid her know that she must perish like a

blighted flower? Must I bid her to hem and stitch her own
winding-sheet ? It comes to that if no word be said to her to turn
her from this belief. She has seen them all die, one after another,

one after another, till the idea of death, of death for herself as

well as for them, has gotten hold of her. And yet it will be the

case that one in a family shall escape. I have asked among those

who know, and I have found that it is so. The Lord does not
strike them all, always. But if she thinks that she is stricken then
she will fall. If she goes forth to meet Death on the path, Death
will come half-way to encounter her. Dost thou believe of me that

it is because the man is a noble lord that I desire this marriage ?
"

" Oh no, Mr. Fay."
" He will take my child away from me. She will then be but

little to me. What want 1 with lords, who for the few days of active

life that are left to me would not change my City stool for any seat

that any lord can give me ? But I shall know that she has had
her chance in the world, and has not been unnecessarily doomed
to an early grave !

"

" What would you have me do ?
"

" Go to her, and tell her that she should look forward, with trust

in God, to such a state of health as He may vouchsafe to give her.

Her thoughts are mostly with her God. Bid her not shorten His
mercies. Bid her not to tell herself that she can examine His

purposes. Bid her do in this as her nature bids her, and, if she
can love this man, give herself into his arms and leave the rest to

the Lord."
" But he will be there at once."
" If he be there, what harm ? Thou canst go when he comes to-

the door. I shall go to her now, and we shall dine together, and
then at once I will leave her. When you see me pass the window
then thou canst take thine occasion." So saying, without waiting
for a promise, he left her and went back to his own house.

And Marion's heart had been full of many thoughts that

morning, some of them so trifling in their object, that she herself

would wonder at herself because that they should occupy her.

How should she be dressed to receive her lover ? In what words
first should she speak to him, and in what sort ? Should she let

any sign of love escape from her ? Her resolution as to her great

purpose was so fixed that there was no need for further thought on
that matter. It was on the little things that she was intent. How
far might she indulge herself in allowing some tenderness to-
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escape her ? How best might she save him from any great pain,
and yet show him that she was proud that he had loved her ? la
what dress she might receive him, in that would she sit at table

with her father. It was Christmas time, and the occasion would
justify whatever of feminine smartness her wardrobe possessed.
As she brought out from its recess the rich silk frock, still all but

new, in which he had first seen her, she told herself that she would

probably have worn it for her father's sake, had no lover been

coming. On the day before, the Christmas Day, she had worn it

at church. And the shoes with tho* pretty buckles, and the sober
but yet handsome morsel of lace which was made for her throat,
and which she had not been ashamed to wear at that memorable
dinner, they were all brought out. It was Christmas, and her
father's presence would surely have justified them all ! And would
ehe not wish to leave in her lover's eyes the memory of whatever

prettiness she might have possessed? They were all produced.
But when the moment came for arraying herself they were all re-

stored to their homes. She would be the simple Quaker girl as
she was to be found there on Monday, on Tuesday, and on Wednesday.
It would be better that he should know how little there was for

him to lose.

Zachary Fay ate his dinner almost without a word. She,

though she smiled on him and tried to look contented, found it

almost impossible to speak. She uttered some little phrases which
she intended to be peculiar to the period of the year ; but she felt

that her father's mind was intent on what was coming, and she
discontinued her efforts. She found it hardly possible to guess at

the frame of his mind, so silent had he been since first he had
yielded to her when she assured him of her purpose. But she had
assured him, and he could not doubt her purpose. If he were un-

happy for the moment it was needful that he should be unhappy.
There could be no change, and therefore it was well that he should
be silent. He had hardly swallowed his dinner when he rose from
his chair, and, bringing in his hat from the passage, spoke a word
to her before he departed.

"
I am going into the City, Marion," he

said.
" I know it is well that I should be absent this afternoon. I

shall return to tea. God bless thee, my child."

Marion, rising from her chair, kissed his lips and cheeks, and
accompanied him to the door. "

It will be all well, my father," she-

said
;

"
it will be all well, and your child will be happy."

About balf-an-hour afterwards there came a knock at the door,,
and Marion for a moment thought that her lover was already there.

But it was Mrs. Eoden who came up to her in the drawing-room.
"Am I in the way, Ma*"!on?" she asked. "I will bo gone in a
minute

;
but perhaps I can say a word first."

"
Why should you be in the way ?

"

" He is coming.""
Yes, I suppose so. He said that he would come. But what if

he come? You and he are old friends."
" I would not be here to interrupt him. I will escape when we

hear the knock. Oh, Marion !

"



" What is it, Mrs. Eoden ? You are sad, and something troubles

you ?
"

"
Yes, indeed. There is something which troubles me sorely.

This lover of yours ?
"

" It is fixed, dear friend ;
fixed as fate. It does not trouble me.

It shall not trouble me. Why should it be a trouble ? Suppose
I had never seen him !

"

" But you have seen him, my child."
"
Yes, indeed

;
and whether that be for good or evil, either to

him or to me, it must be accepted. Nothing now can alter that.

But I think, indeed, that it is a blessing. It will be something
to me to remember that such a one as he has loved me. And for

him "

" I would speak now of you, Marion."
" I am contented."

"It may be, Marion, that in this concerning your health you
-should be altogether wrong."

" How wrong ?
"

" What right have you or I to say that the Lord has determined
"

shorten your days."
" Who has said so ?

"

''.It -is on that theory that you are acting."
>*" No; not on that; not on that alone. Were I as strong as

:vre other girls, as the very strongest, I -would do the same. Has
5iy father been with you?

"

"
Yes, he has."

" My poor father! But it is of no avail. It would be wrong,
/and I will not do it. If I am to die, I must die. If I am to live,

^ let me live. I shall not die certainly because I have resolved to

Vsend this fine lover away. However weak Marion Fay may be, she
( is strong enough not to pine for that."

\ "If there be no need?"
L "No need? What was it you said of unequal marriages?
AVhat was the story that you told me of your own ? If I love this
onan, <kf whom am i to think the most ? Could it be possible that

T 4 $
ke to him what a wife ought to be to her husband ? Could

I stanto
nobly on his hearth-rug, and make his great guests

welcomed Should I be such a one that every day he should bless
the kind

_ fortune which had given him such a woman to help him

v,

ru
]f i

nouse ? How could I go from the littleness of these
.chambers Vo walk through his halls without showing that I knew
-ipyself to

Ipe
an intruder? And yet I should be so proud that

I should re\sent the looks of all who told me by their faces that I
was so. He\ has done wrong in allowing himself to love me. He
has done wri^g jn yielding to his passion, and telling me of his
love. I willl ke wiser and nobler than he. If the Lord will help
in

^4.i
-

m
7 Viour will be on my side, I will not do wrong. I did

<<m 1 vou
> ^rs - Eden, would turn against me."

Turn agaljnst thee, Marion ? I to turn against thec !

"

You
should strengthen me."
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"
It seems to me that you want no strength from others. It is

for your poor father that I would say a word."
" I would not have father believe that my health has aught to

do with it. You know, you know what right I have to think that
I am fit to marry and to hope to be the mother of children. It

needs not that he should know. Let it suffice for him to be told

that I am not equal to this greatness. A word escaped mo in

speaking to him, and I repent myself that I so spoke to him. But
tell him, and tell him truly, that were my days fixed here for

the next fifty years, were I sure of the rudest health, I would not

carry my birth, my manners, my habits into that young lord's

house. How long would it be, Mrs. Eoden, before he saw some
little trick that would displease him? Some word would be

wrongly spoken, some garment would be ill-folded, some awkward
movement woiald tell the tale, and then he would feel that he
had done wrong to marry the Quaker's daughter. All the virtues

under the sun cannot bolster up love so as to stand the battery of
one touch of disgust. Tell my father that, and tell him that I have
done well. Then you can tell him also, that, if God shall so choose

it, I shall live a strong old maid for many years, to think night and
day of his goodness to me, of his great love."

Mrs. Eoden, as she had come across from her own house, had
known that her mission would fail. To persuade another against
one's own belief is difficult in any case, but to persuade Marion Fay
on such, a matter as this was a task beyond the eloquence of man
or woman. She had made up her mind that she must fail utterly
when the knock came at the door. She took the girl in her arms
and kissed her without further attempt. She would not even bid
her think of it once again, as might have been so easy at parting.
" I will go into your room while he passes," she said. As she did
so Lord Hampstead's voice was heard at the door.

CHAPTEE XXVIII.

MARION'S OBSTINACY.

LORD HAMPSTEAD drove himself very fast from Hendon Hall to the
" Duchess of Edinburgh

"
at Holloway, and then, jumping ;

out of
his trap, left it without saying a word to his servant, and walked

quickly up Paradise Eow till he came to No. 17. There, without

pausing a moment, he knocked sharply at the door. Going on
such a business as this, he did n r

'; care who saw him. There was
an idea present to him that he would be doing honour to Marion

Fay if he made it known to all the world of Holloway that he had
come there to ask her to be his wife. It was this feeling which had
made him declare his purpose to his sister, and which restrained
him from any concealment as to his going and coming.

Marion was standing alone in the middle of the room, with her
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two hands clasped together, but with a smile on her face. She had

considered much as to this moment, determining even the very

words that she would use. The words probably were forgotten,

but the purpose was all there. He had resolved upon nothing, had

considered nothing, except that she should be made to understand

that, because of his exceeding love, he required her to come to him
as h'is wife. "Marion," he said, "Marion, you know why I am
here !

" And he advanced to her, as though he would at once have

taken her in his arms.
"
Yes, my lord, I know."

" You know that I love you. I think, surely, that never love

was stronger than mine. If you can love me say but the one word,
and you will make me absolutely happy. To have you for my
wife is all that the world can give me now. Why do you go from
me? Is it to tell me that you cannot love me, Marion? Do not

say that, or I think my heart will break."

She could not say that, but as he paused for her answer it was

necessary that she should say something. And the first word

spoken must tell the whole truth, even though it might be that the

Avord must be repeated often before he could be got to believe that

it was an earnest word. " My lord," she began.

"Oh, I do hate that form of address. My name is John.
Because of certain conventional arrangements the outside people
call me Lord Hampstead."

"
It is because I can be to you no more than one of the outside

people that I call you my lord."
" Marion !

"

"
Only one of the outside people ;

no more, though my gratitude
to you, my appreciation, my friendship for you may be ever so

strong. My father's daughter must be just one of the outside

people to Lord Hampstead, and no more."
" Why so ? Why do you say it ? Why do you torment me ?

Why do you banish me at once, and tell me that I must go home a
wretched, miserable man ? Why ? why ? why ?

"

"
Because, my lord

"

" I can give a reason, a good reason, a reason which I cannot

oppose, though it must be fatal to me unless I can remove it; a
reason to which I must succumb if necessary, but to which, Marion,
I will not succumb at once. If you say that you cannot love me
that will be a reason."

If it were necessary that she should tell him a lie, she must do
so. It would have been pleasant if she could have made him
understand that she would be content to love him on condition that
he would be content to leave her. That she should continue to love

him, and that he should cease to love her, unless, perhaps, just a
little, that had been a scheme for the future which had recom-
mended itself to her. There should be a something left which
should give a romance to her life, but which should leave him free
in all things. It had been a dream, in which she had much trusted,
but which, while she listened to the violence of his words, sho
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acknowledged to herself to be almost impossible. She must tell

the lie
;

but at the moment it seemed to her that there might be a
middle course.

" I dare not love you," she said.
" Dare not love me, Marion ? Who hinders you ? Who tells yon

that you may not ? Is it your father ?
"

"
No, my lord, no."

"
It is Mrs. Eoden."

"
No, my lord. This is a matter in which I could obey no friend,

no father. I have had to ask myself, and I have told myself that

I do not dare to love above my station in life."

"I am to have that bugbear again between me and my
happiness ?

"

"Between that and your immediate wishes
; yes. Is it not so

in all things ? If I, even I, had set my heart upon some one
below me, would not you, as my friend, have bade me conquer tho

feeling?"
"
I have set my heart on one whom in the things of the world

I regard as my equal, in all other things as infinitely my
superior."" The compliment is very sweet to me, but I have trained

myself to resist sweetness. It may not be, Lord Hampstead. It

may not be. You do not know as yet how obstinate such a girl as

I may become when she has to think of another's welfare, and a
little perhaps, of her own."

" Are you afraid of me ?
"

" Yes."
" That I should not love you?"
" Even of that. When you should come to see in me that which

is not lovable you would cease to love me. You would be good to

me because your nature is good ; kind to me because your nature
is kind. You would not ill-treat me because you are gentle, noble,
and forgiving. But that would not suffice for me. I should see it

in your eye, despite yourself, and hear it in your voice, even

though you tried to hide it by occasional softness. I should eat my
own heart when I came to see that you despised your Quaker
wife."

" All that is nonsense, Marion."
" My lord !

"

"
Say the word at once if it lias to be said, so that I may know

Tvhat it is that I have to contend with. For you my heart is so full

of love that it seems to be impossible that I should live without you.
If there could be any sympathy I should at once be happy. If there

be none, say so."
" There is none."
" No spark of sympathy in you for me, for one who loves you

so truly ?
" When the question was put to her in that guise sho

could not quite tell so monstrous a lie as would be needed for an
answer fit for her purpose.

" This is a matter, Marion, in which a
:iian has a right to demand an answer, to demand a true answer."

" Lord Hampstead, it may be that you should perplex me sorely.
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It may be that you should drive me away from you, and beg you
never to trouble me any further. It may be that you should force

me to remain dumb before you, because that I cannot reply to you
in proper words. But you will never alter my purpose. If

you think well of Marion Fay, take her word when she gives it you.
I can never become your lordship's wife."

( Never ?
"

' Never ! Certainly never !

"

' Have you told me why ;
all the reason why ?

"

' I have told you enough, Lord Hampstead."
'

By heavens, no ! You have not answered me the one question
that I have asked you. You have not given me the only reason
which I would take, even for a while. Can you love me,
Marion ?

"

" If you loved me you would spare me," she said. Then feeling
that such words utterly betrayed her, she recovered herself, and
went to work with what best eloquence was at her command to

cheat him out of the direct answer which he required. "I think,"
she said,

"
you do not understand the workings of a girl's heart in

such a matter. She does not dare to ask herself about her love,
when she knows that loving would avail her nothing. For what

purpose should I inquire into myself when the object of such

inquiry has already been obtained? Why should I trouble myself
to know whether this thing would be a gain to me or not, when
I am well aware that I can never have the gain ?

"

"
Marion, I think you love me." She looked at him and tried

to smile, tried to utter some half-joking word ; and then as she
felt that she could no longer repress her tears, she turned her face

from him, and made no attempt at a reply. "Marion," he said

again,
" I think that you love me."

" If you loved me, my lord, you would not torture me." She
had seated herself now on the sofa, turning her face away from him
over her shoulder so that she might in some degree hide her tears.

He sat himself at her side, and for a moment or two got possession
of her hand.

"
Marion," he said, pleading his case with all the strength of

words which was at his command, "
you know, do you not, that no

moment of life can be of more importance to me than this ?
"

" Is it so, my lord ?
"

" None can be so important. I am striving to get her for my
companion in life, who to me is the sweetest of all human beings.
To touch you as I do now is a joy to me, even though you have
made my heart so sad." At the moment she struggled to get her
hand away from him, but the struggle was not at first successful.
" You answer me with arguments which are to me of no avail at all.

They are, to my thinking, simply a repetition of prejudices to which
I have been all my life opposed. You will not be angry because
I say so?"

" Oh no, my lord," she said
;

" not angry. I am not angry, but
indeed you must not hold me." With that she extricated her hand,



OBSTINACY. Ill

which he allowed to pass from his grasp as he continued his address
lo her.

" As to all that, I have my opinion and you have yours. Can it

be right that you should hold to your own and sacrifice me who
have thought so much of what it is I want myself, if in truth you
love me? Let your opinion stand against mine, and neutralize it.

Let mine stand against yours, and in that we shall be equal. Then
<ifter that let love be lord of all. If you love me, Marion, I think
that I have a right to demand that you shall be my wife."

There was something in this which she did not know how to
answer

; but she did know, she was quite sure, that no word of

liis, no tenderness either on his part or on her own, would induce
her to yield an inch. It was her duty to sacrifice herself for him,
for reasons which were quite apparent to herself, and she would
do it. The fortress of her inner purpose was safe, although he had
succeeded in breaking down the bulwark by which it had been her

purpose to guard it. He had claimed her love, and she had not
been strong enough to deny the claim. Let the bulwark go. She
was bad at lying. Let her lie as she might, he had wit enough to

see through it. She would not take the trouble to deny her love
should he persist in saying that it had been accorded to him. But
surely she might succeed at last in making him understand that,
whether she loved him or no, she would not marry him. "

I cer-

tainly shall never be your wife," she said.
" And that is all ?

"

" What more, my lord ?
"

" You can let me go, and never wish me to return ?
"

" I can, my lord. Your return would only be a trouble to you,
and a pain to me. Another time do not turn your eyes too often

on a young woman because her face may chance to please you. It

is well that you should marry. Go and seek a wife, with judgment,
among your own people. When you have done that, then you may
return and tell Marion Fay that you have done well by following
her advice."

" I will come again, and again, and again, and I will tell Marion

Fay that her counsels are unnatural and impossible. I will teach

her to know that the man who loves her can seek no other wife
;

that no other mode of living is possible to him than one in which
he and Marion Fay shall be joined together. I think I shall per-
suade her at last that such is the

case^
I think she will come to

know that all her cold prudence and wtr "dly would-be wisdom can
be of no avail to separate those who love each other. I think that

when she finds that her lover so loves her that he cannot live with-

out her, she will abandon those fears as to his future fickleness,

and trust herself to one of whose truth she will have assured her-

self." Then he took her hand, and kneeling at her knee, he kissed

it before she was powerful enough to withdraw it. And so he left

her, without another word, and mounting on his vehicle, drove

Jiimself home without having exchanged a single word at Holloway
with any one save Marion Fay.
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She, when she was left alone, threw herself at full length on the

sofa and burst into an ecstasy of tears. Trust herself to him'

Yes, indeed. She would trust herself to him entirely, only in order

that she might have the joy, for one hour, of confessing her love to

him openly, let the consequences to herself afterwards be what they
might! As to that future injury to her pride of which she had

spoken both to her father and also to her friend, of which she had
said so much to herself in discussing this matter with her own
heart as to that he had convinced her. It did not become her in

any way to think of herself in this matter. He certainly would be
able to twist her as he would if she could stand upon no surer rock
than her fears for her own happiness. One kiss from him would
be payment for it all. But all his love, all his sweetness, all his

truth, all his eloquence should avail nothing with her towards

overcoming that spirit of self-sacrifice by which she was dominated.

Though he should extort from her all her secret, that would be her

strength. Though she should have to tell him of"her failing health,
her certainly failing health, though even that should be neces-

sary, she certainly would not be won from her purpose. It might
be sweet, she thought, to make him in all respects her friend of

friends; to tell him everything; to keep no fear, no doubt, no

sspiration a secret from him. " Love you, oh my dearest, thou

very pearl of my heart, love you indeed ! Oh yes. Do you not
know that not even for an instant could I hide my love ? Are you
not aware, did you not see at the moment, that when you first

knelt at my feet, my heart had flown to you without an effort on

my part to arrest it ? But now, my beloved one, now we under-
stand each other. Now there need be no reproaches between us.

Now there need be no speaking of distrust. I am all yours ; only
it is not fit, as you know, dearest, that the poor Quaker girl should
become your wife. Now that we both understand that, why should
we be sad ? Why should we mourn ?

" Why should she not succeed
in bringing things to such a pass as this; and if so, why should
life be unhappy cither to him or to her ?

Thus she was thinking of it till she had almost brought hersell

to a state of bliss, when her father returned to her.
"
Father," she

said, getting up and embracing his arm as he stood,
"

it is all over.'
' What is over ?

" asked the Quaker.
' He has been here."
'

Well, Marion
;
and what has he said ?

"
' What he said it is hardly for me to tell you. What I said,

I would you could know it all without my repeating a word of it."
' Has he gone away contented ?

"

'Nay, not that, father. I hardly expected that. I hardlj
hoped for that. Had he been quite contented perhaps I might uol
have been so."

" Why should you not have both been made happy ?
"
asked the

father.
"
It may be that we shall be so. It may be that he shall under-

stand."
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" Thou hast not taken his offer, then ?
"

" Oh no ! No, father, no. I can never accept his offer. If that

be in your mind put it forth. You shall never see your Marion the
wife of any man, whether of that young lord or of another more
fitted to her. No one ever shall be allowed to speak to me as ho
has spoken."

" Why dost thou make thyself different from other girls ?
" ho

said, angrily.
"
Oh, father, father !

"

"
It is romance and false sentiment, than which nothing is more

odious to me. There is no reason why thou shouldst be different

from others. The Lord has not marked thee out as different from
other girls, either in His pleasure or His displeasure. It is wrong
for thee to think it of thyself." She looked up piteously into his

face, but said not a word. " It is thy duty to take thyself from
His hands as He has made thee

;
and to give way to no vain ecstatic

terrors. If, as I gather from thy words, this young man be dear to

thee, and if, as I gather from this second coming of his, thou art

dear to him, then I as thy father tell thee that thy duty calls thee
to him. It is not that he is a lord."

" Oh no, father."
"
It is not, I say, that he is a lord, or that he is rich, or that he

is comely to the eyes, that I would have thee go to him as his wife.

It is because thou and he love each other, as it is the ordinance of

the Lord Almighty that men and women should do. Marriage is

honourable, and I, thy father, would fain see thee married. I believe

the young man to be good and true. I could give thee to him, lord

though he be, with a trusting heart, and think that in so disposing
of my child I had done well for her. Think of this, Marion, if it bo
not already too late." All this he had said standing, so that he
was able to leave the room without the ceremony of rising from his

chair. Without giving her a moment for reply, having his hand
on the lock of the door as he uttered the last words of his counsel
to her, he marched off, leaving her alone.

It may be doubted whether at the moment she coiild have found
words for reply, so full was her heart with the feelings that were
crowded there. But she was well aware that all her father's words
could go for nothing. Of only one thing was she sure, that no
counsel, no eloquence, no love would ever induce her to become the

wife of Lord Harnpstead.
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CHAPTER XXIX.

MRS. DEMIJOHN'S PARTY.

" MES. DEMIJOHN presents her compliments to Mr. Crocker, and
begs the honour of his company to tea at nine o'clock on Wednes-
day, 31st of December, to see the New Year in.

"
R.I.V.P. (Do come, C. D.)"

10, Paradise Row, Holloway.
" 29th December, 18."

This note was delivered to Crocker on his arrival at his office on
the morning of Saturday, the 27th.

It must be explained that Crocker had lately made the acquaint-
ance of Miss Clara Demijohn without any very formal introduction.

Crocker, with that determination which marked his character, in

pursuit of the one present purport of his mind to effect a friendly
reconciliation with George Koden, had taken himself down to Hol-

loway, and had called at No. 11, thinking that he might induce his

friend's mother to act on his behalf in a matter appertaining to

peace and charity. Mrs. Eoden had unhappily been from home,
but he had had the good fortune to encounter Miss Demijohn.
Perhaps it xvas that she had seen him going in and out of the house,
and had associated him with the great mystery of the young noble-
man

; perhaps she had been simply attracted by the easy air with
which he cocked his hat and swung his gloves : or, perhaps it was

simply chance. But so it was that in the gloom of the evening she
met him just round the corner opposite to the " Duchess of Edin-

burgh," and the happy acquaintance was commenced. No doubt,
as in all such cases, it was the gentleman who spoke first. Let us,
at any rate, hope so for the sake of Paradise Eow generally. Be
that as it may, before many minutes were over she had explained
to him that Mrs. Eoden had gone out in a cab soon after dinner,
and that probably something was up at Wimbledon, as Mrs. Eoden
never went anywhere else, and this was not the day of the week on
which her visits to Mrs. Vincent were generally made. Crocker,
who was simplicity itself, soon gave her various details as to his

own character and position in life. He, too, was a clerk in the Post

Office, and was George Eoden's particular friend. "Oh yes; he
knew all about Lord Hampstead, and was, he might say, intimately
acquainted with his lordship. He had been in the habit of meeting
his lordship at Castle Hautboy, the seat of his friend, Lord Persi-

flage, and had often ridden with his lordship in the hunting-field.
He knew all about Lady Frances and the engagement, and had had
the pleasure of making the acquaintance of her ladyship. He had
been corresponding lately with Lord Hampstead on the subject.
No ; he had not as yet heard anything of Marion Fay, the Quaker's
daughter." Then Clara had something to say on her side. She
quite iinderstood that if she expected to be communicated with,
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she also must communicate ; and moreover, young Mr. Crocker was,

by his age, appearance, and sex, just such a one as prompted her to

be communicative without loss of self-respect. What was the good
of telling things to Mrs. Duffer, who was only an old widow with-
out any friends, and with very small means of existence ? She had
communicated her secrets to Mrs. Duffer simply from want of a
better pair of ears into which she could pour them. But here was
one in telling secrets to whom she could take delight, and who had
secrets of his own to give in return. It is not to be supposed that
the friendship which arose grew from the incidents of one meeting
only. On that first evening Crocker could not leave the fair one
without making arrangements for a further interview, and so the
matter grew. The intimacy between them was already of three

days' standing when the letter of invitation above given reached
Crocker's hands. To tell the very truth, the proposed party was
made up chiefly for Crocker's sake. What is the good of having
a young man if you cannot show him to your friends ?

" Crocker !

"
said Mrs. Demijohn to her niece

;

" where did you
pick up Crocker ?

"

" What questions you do ask, aunt ! Pick him up, indeed !

"

" So you have ; picked him up, as you're always a doing
with young men. Only you never know how to keep 'em when
you've got 'em."

" I declare, aunt, your vulgarity is unbearable."
"I'm not going to have any Crocker in my house," said the

old woman,
" unless I know where he comes from. Perhaps he's a

counter-skipper. He may be a ticket-of-leave man for all you know."
"Aunt Jemima, you're so provoking that I sometimes think

I shall have to leave you."" Where will you go to, my dear ?
"

To this question which had often been asked before, Clara

thought it unnecessary to make any answer
;
but returned at once

to the inquiries which were not unnaturally made by the lady
who stood to her in the place of a mother. " Mr. Crocker, Aunt
Jemima, is a clerk in the Post Office, who sits at the same desk
with George Koden, and is intimately acquainted both with Lord
Hampstead and with Lady Frances Trafford. He used to be

George Eoden's bosom friend
;
but there has lately Deen some little

tiff between the young men, which would be so pleasant if we could
make it up. You have got to a speaking acquaintance with Mrs.

Eoden, and perhaps if you will ask them they'll come. I am sure
Marion Fay will come, because you always get your money from

Pogson and Littlebird. I wish I had the cheek to ask Lord Hamp-
stead." Having heard all this, the old lady consented to receive

our sporting friend from the Post Office, and also assented to tho

other invitations, which were given.
Crocker, of course, sent his compliments, and expressed the

great pleasure he would have in "seeing the New Year in" in

company with Mrs. Demijohn. As the old lady was much afflicted

\vith rheumatism, the proposition as coming from her would have
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been indiscreet had she not known that her niece on such occasions

was well able to act as her deputy. Mrs. Eoden also promised to

come, and with difficulty persuaded her son that it would be

gracious on his part to be so far civil to his neighbours. Had he

known that Crocker also would be there he certainly would not

have yielded ;
but Crocker, when at the office, kept the secret of

his engagement to himself. The Quaker also and Marion Fay were

to be there. Mr. Fay and Mrs. Demijohn had long known each

other in regard to matters of business, and he, for the sake of

Messrs. Pogson and Littlebird's firm, could not refuse to drink a

cup of tea at their client's house. A junior clerk from the same

counting-house, one Daniel Tribbledale by name, with whom Clara

had made acquaintance at King's Court some two years since, was
also to be of the party. Mr. Tribbledale had at one time, among
all Clara's young men, been the favourite. But circumstances had
occurred which had somewhat lessened her goodwill towards him.

Mr- Littlebird had quarrelled with him, and he had been refused

promotion. It was generally supposed at the present time in the

neighbourhood of Old Broad Street that Daniel Tribbledale was

languishing for the love of Clara Demijohn. Mrs. Duffer, of course,
was to be there, and so the list of friends for the festive occasion

was completed.
Mrs. Duffer was the first to come. Her aid, indeed, was required

for the cutting up of the cakes and arrangements of the cups and
saucers. The Quaker and his daughter were next, appearing
exactly at nine o'clock, to do which he protested to be the best

sign of good manners that could be shown. " If they want me
at ten, why do they ask me at nine ?

" demanded the Quaker.
Marion was forced to give way, though she was by no means
anxious to spend a long evening in company with Mrs. Demijohn.
As to that seeing of the New Year in, it was quite out of the

question for the Quaker or for his daughter. The company alto-

gether came early. The only touch of fashion evinced on this

occasion was shown by Mr. Crocker. The Eodens, with Mr. Trib-
bledale at their heels, appeared not long after Mr. Fay, and then
the demolition of the Sally Lunns was commenced. "I declare
I think he means to deceive us," whispered Clara to her friend,
Mrs. Duffer, when all the good tea had been consumed before
the young man appeared. "I don't suppose he cares much for

tea," said Mrs. Duffer; "they don't now-a-days." "It isn't just
for the tea that a man is expected to come," said Clara, indignantly.
It was now nearly ten, and she could not but feel that the evening
was going heavily. Tribbledale had said one tender word to

her; but she had snubbed him, expecting Crocker to be there
almost at once, and he had retired silent into a corner. George
Eodcn had altogether declined to make himself agreeable to
her

; but as he was an engaged man, and engaged to a lady of

rank, much could not be expected of him. Mrs. Eoden and the
Quaker and Mrs. Demijohn did manage to keep up something of
conversation. Eoden from time to time said a few words to
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Marion. Clara, who was repenting herself of her hardness to

young Tribbledale, was forced to put up with Mrs. Duffer. \Vhcn

suddenly there came a thundering knock at the door, and Mr.
Crocker was announced by the maid, who had been duly instructed

beforehand as to all peculiarities in the names of the guests.
There was a little stir, as there always is when a solitary guest

comes in much after the appointed time. Of course there was
rebuke, suppressed rebuke from Mrs. Demijohn, mild rebuke from
Mrs. Duffer, a very outburst of rebuke from Clara. But Crocker
was up to the occasion.

"
Upon my word, ladies, I had no help for

it. I was dining with a few friends in the City, and I couldn't get
away earlier. If my own ideas of happiness had been consulted I

should have been here an hour ago. Ah, Eoden, how are you?
Though I know you live in the same street, I didn't think of meet-

ing you." Eoden gave him a nod, but did not vouchsafe him a
word. "How's his lordship? I told you, didn't I, that I had
heard from him the other day?" Crocker had mentioned more
than once at his office the fact that he had received a letter from
Lord Hampstead.

" I don't often see him, and very rarely hear from him," said

Eoden, without turning away from Marion, to whom he was at the
moment speaking.

" If all our young nobleman were like Hampstead," said Crocker,
who had told the truth in declaring that he had been dining
"
England would be a very different sort of place from what it is.

The most affable young lord that ever sat in the House of Peers."
Then he turned himself towards Marion Fay, at whose identity he
made a guess. He was anxious at once to claim her as a mutual
friend, as connected- with himself by her connection with the lord

in question. But as he could find no immediate excuse for intro-

ducing himself, he only winked at her.

"Are you acquainted with Mr. Tribbledale, Mr. Crocker?"
asked Clara.

"Never had the pleasure as yet," said Crocker. Then the
introduction was effected.

" In the Civil Service?" asked Crocker.
Tribbledale blushed, and of necessity repudiated the honour. " I

thought, perhaps, you were in the Customs. You have something
of the H.M.S. cut about you." Tribbledalo acknowledged the

compliment with a bow. "
I think the Service is the best thing a

man can do with himself," continued Crocker.
"
It is genteel," said Mrs. Duffer.

" And the hours so pleasant," said Clara. " Bank clerks have

always to be there by nine."
" Is a young man to be afraid of that ?

" asked the Quaker,
indignantly.

" Ten till four, with one hour for the newspapers and
smother for lunch. See the consequence. I never knew a young
man yet from a public office who understood the meanirg of a day's
work.'"

"
I think that is a little hard," said Eoden. If a man really

works, six hours continuously is as much as he can do with any
good to his employers or himself."
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" Well done, Eoden," said Crocker.
" Stick up for Her Majesty's

shop." Eoden turned himself more round than before, and con-

tinued to address himself to Marion.
" Our employers wouldn't think much of us," said the Quaker,

"
if we didn't do better for them than that in private offices. 1 say

that the Civil Service destroys a young man, and teaches him to

think that the bread of idleness is sweet. As far as I can see,

nothing is so destructive of individual energy as what is called

public money. If Daniel Tribbledale would bestir himself he might
do very well in the world without envying any young man his seat

either at the Custom House or the Post Office." Mr. Fay had

spoken so seriously that they all declined to carry that subject
further. Mrs. Demijohn and Mrs. Duffer murmured their agree-

ment, thinking it civil to do so, as the Quaker was a guest. Trib-

bledale sat silent in his corner, awestruck at the idea of having

given rise to the conversation. Crocker winked at Mrs. Demijohn,
and thrust his hands into his pockets as much as to say that he
could get the better of the Quaker altogether if he chose to

exercise his powers of wit and argument.
Soon after this Mr. Fay rose to take his daughter away. "But,"

said Clara, with affected indignation,
"
you are to see the Old Year

out and the New Year in."

"I have seen enough of the one," said Mr. Fay, "and shall

see enough of the other if I live to be as near its close as I am to its

birth."

"But there are refreshments coming up," said Mrs. Demijohn.
" I have refreshed myself sufficiently with thy tea, madam. I

rarely take anything stronger before retiring to my rest. Come,
Marion, thou requirest to be at no form of welcoming the New
Year. Thou, too, wilt be better in thy bed, as thy duties call upon
thee to be early." So saying, the Quaker bowed formally to each

person present, and took his daughter out with him under his arm.
Mrs. Eoden and her son escaped almost at the same moment, and
Mrs. Demijohn, having waited to take what she called just a
thimbleful of hot toddy, went also to her rest.

" Here's a pretty way of seeing the New Year in," said Clara,

laughing.
"We are quite enough of us for the purpose," said Crocker," unless we also are expected to go away." But as he spoke he

mixed a tumbler of brandy and water, which he divided among
two smaller glasses, handing them to the two ladies present.

" I declare," said Mrs. Duffer,
" I never do anything of the kind,

almost never."
" On such an occasion as this everybody does it," said Crocker.
"I hope Mr. Tribbledale will join us," said Clara. Then the

bashful clerk came out of his corner, and seating himself at the
table prepared to do as he was bid. He made his toddy very weak,
not because he disliked brandy, but guided by an innate spirit of

modesty which prevented him always from going more than half-

way when he was in company.
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Then the evening became very pleasant.
" You are quite sure

that he is really engaged to her ladyship?" asked Clara.
" I wish I were as certainly engaged to you," replied the polite

Crocker.
"What nonsense yoxi do talk, Mr. Crocker; and before other-

people too. But you think he is ?
"

" I am sure of it. Both Hampstead and she have told me so

much themselves out of their own mouths."
" My !

" exclaimed Mrs. Duffer.
" And here's her brother engaged to Marion Fay," said Clara.

Crocker declared that as to this he was by no means so well

assured. Lord Hampstead in spite of their intimacy had told him
nothing about it.

" But it is so, Mr. Crocker, as sure as ever you
are sitting there. He has been coming here after her over and over

again, and was closeted with her only last Friday for hours. It

was a holiday, but that sly old Quaker went out of the way, so as

to leave them together. That Mrs. Eoden, though she's as stifi?'

as buckram, knows all about it. To the best of my belief she got
it all up. Marion Fay is with her every day. It's my belief there's-

something we don't understand yet. She's got a hold of them
young people, and means to do just what she likes with 'em.'

r

Crocker, however, could not agree to this. He had heard of Lord

Hampstead's peculiar politics, and was assured that the young lord

was only carrying out his peculiar principles in selecting Marion-

Fay for himself and devoting his sister to George Eoden.
" Not that I like that kind of thing, if you ask me," said Crocker.

" I'm very fond of Hampstead, and I've always found Lady Frances
to be a pleasant and affable lady. I've no cause to speak other than
civil of both of them. But when a man has been born a lord, and
a lady a lady A lady of that kind, Miss Demijohn."

"
Oh, exactly ;

titled you mean, Mr. Crocker ?
"

"
Quite high among the nobs, you know. Hampstead will be a

Marquis some of these days, which is next to a Duke."
"And do you know him, yourself?" asked Tribblcdale with i

a voice of awe.
" Oh yes," said Crocker.
" To speak to him when you see him ?

"

" I had a long correspondence with him about a week ago about
a matter which interested both of us very much."

"And how does ho address you?" asked Clara, also with

something of awe.
" ' Dear Crocker

;

'

-just that. I always say
' My dear Lord'

Hampstead,' in return. I look upon
' Dear Hampstead

'
as a little

vulgar, you know, and I always think that one ought to bo par-
ticular in these matters. But, as I was saying, when it comes to

marriage, people ought to be true to themselves. Now if I was a

/ Marquis, I don't know what I mightn't do if I saw you, you know,
/ Clara." "Clara" pouted, but did not appear to have been offended

either by the compliment or by the familiarity.
"
Bu.t under any-

other circumstances less forcible I would stick to my order."
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"So would I," said Mrs. Duffer. "Marquises ought to marry

marquises, and dukes dukes."

"There it is!
" said Clara, "and now we must drink its health,

and I hope we may be all married to them we like best before it comes

round again." This had reference to the little clock on the mantel-

piece the hands of which had just crept round to twelve o'clock."

"I wish we might," said Crocker, "and have a baby in the

cradle too."
" Go away," Faid Clara.
" That would be quick," said Mrs. Duffer. " What do you say,

Mr. Tribbledale?"
"Where my heart's fixed," said Tribbledale, who was just

becoming warm with the brandy-and-water,
" there ain't no hope

for this year, nor yet for the one after." "Whereupon Crocker

remarked that
" care killed a cat."

" You just put on your coat and hat, and take me across to my
lodgings. See if I don't give you a chance," said Mrs. Duffer, who
was also becoming somewhat merry under the influences of the

moment. But she knew that it was her duty to do something for

her young hostess, and, true woman as she was, thought that this

was the best way of doing it. Tribbledale did as he was bid, though
he was obliged thus to leave his lady-love and her new admirer

together. "Do you really mean it?" said Clara, when she and

Crocker were alone.
" Of course I do, honest," said Crocker.
" Then you may," said Clara, turning her face to him.

CHAPTER XXX.

NEW YEAR'S DAY.

OEOCKER had by no means as yet got through his evening. Having
dined with his friends in the City, and

" drank tea
" with the lady

-of his love, he was disposed to proceed, if not to pleasanter delights,
at any rate to those which might be more hilarious. Every
Londoner, from Holloway up to Gower Street, in which he lived,
would be seeing the'New Year in, and beyond Gower Street down
in Holborn, and from thence all across to the Strand, especially in

the neighbourhood of Covent Garden and the theatres, there would
be a whole world of happy revellers engaged in the same way. On
such a night as this there could certainly be no need of going to

bed soon after twelve for such a one as Samuel Crocker. In Paradise
Eow he again encountered Tribbledale, and suggested to that young
man that they should first have a glass of something at the "Duchess"
and then proceed to more exalted realms in a hansom. "I did
think of walking there this fine starlight night," said Tribbledale,
mindful of the small stipend at which his services were at present
valued by Pogson and Littlebird. But Crocker soon got the better
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of all this.
"

I'll stand Sammy for this occasion," said he.
" The

New Year comes in only once in twelve months." Then Tribbledale

went into
" The Duchess," and after that was as indifferent, while

his money lasted him, as was Crocker himself. "
I've loved that

girl for three years," said Tribbledale, as soon as they had left "The
Duchess " and were again in the open air.

It was a beautiful night, and Crocker thought that they might
as well walk a little way. It was pleasant under the bright stars

to hear of the love adventures of his new friend, especially as ho
himself was now the happy hero.

" For three years ?
" he asked.

" Indeed I have, Crocker." That glass of hot whiskey-and-
water, though it enhanced the melancholy tenderness of the young
man, robbed him of his bashfulness, and loosened the strings of his

tongue.
" For three years ! And there was a time when she

worshipped the very stool on which I sat at the office. I don't like

to boast."
" You have to be short, sharp, and decisive if you mean to get

<i girl like that to travel with you."
"I should have taken the ball at the hop, Crocker

; that's what
I ought to have done. But I see it all now. She's as fickle as she
is fair ; fickler, perhaps, if anything."

"
Come, Tribbledale ;

I ain't going to let you abuse her, you
know."

" I don't want to abuse her. God knows I love her too well in

spite of all. It's your turn now. I can see that. There's a great

many of them have had their turns."
.

" Were there, now ?
" asked Crocker anxiously.

" There was Pollocky ;
him at the Highbury Gas Works. He

came after me. It was because of him she dropped me."
" Was that going on for a marriage ?

"

"Eight ahead, I used to think. Pollocky is a widower with

five children."

"Oh Lord!"
" But he's the head of all the gas, and has four hundred a year.

It wasn't love as carried her on with him. I could see Pn,t. She
wouldn't go and meet him anywhere about the City, as she did me.
I suppose Pollocky is fifty, if he's a day."

" And she dropped him also ?
"

"Or else it was he." On receipt of this information Crocker
whistled.

"
It was something about money," continued Tribbledale.

" The old woman wouldn't part."
" There is money, I suppose ?

"

" The old woman has a lot."
" And isn't the niece to have it ?

" asked Crocker.
"No doubt she will; because there never was a pair more

loving. But the old lady will keep it herself as long as t\ic is

here." Then there entered an idea into Crocker's head that if he
could manage to make Clara his own, he might have power enough
to manage the aunt as well as the niece. They had a little moro
whiskey- and-water at the Angel at Islington before they got into
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the cab which was to take them down to the Paphian Music-Half,
and after that Tribbledale passed from the realm of partial fact to

that of perfect poetry.
" He would never," the said,

" abandon
Clara Demijohn, though he should live to an age beyond that of

any known patriarch. He quite knew all that there was against
him. Crocker, he thought, might probably prevail. He rather

hoped that Crocker might prevail ;
for why should not so good a

fellow be made happy, seeing how utterly impossible it was thafc

he, Daniel Tribbledale, should ever reach that perfect bliss in

dreaming of which he passed his miserable existence ? But as to

one thing he had quite made up his mind. The day that saw
Clara Demijohn a bride would most undoubtedly be the last of his

existence.
" Oh no, damme : you won't," said Crocker, turning round upon

him in the cab.
" I shall !

"
said Tribbledale with emphasis.

" And I've made
up my mind how to do it too. They've caged up the Monument,
and you're so looked after on the Duke of York's, that there isn't a
chance. But there's nothing to prevent you from taking a header
at the "Whispering Gallery of Saint Paul's. You'd be more talked
of that way, and the vergers would be sure to show the stains

made on the stones below. ' It was here young Tribbledale fell,

a clerk at Pogson and Littlebird's, who dashed out his brains for

love on the very day as Clara Demijohn got herself married.' I'm
of that disposition, Crocker, as I'd do anything for love; any-
thing." Crocker was obliged to reply that he trusted he might
never be the cause of such a fatal attempt at glory ;

but he went on
to explain that in the pursuit of love a man could not in any
degree give way to friendship. Even though numberless lovers,

might fall from the Whispering Gallery in a confused heap of

mangled bodies, he must still tread the path which was open to

him. These were his principles, and he could not abandon them
even for the sake of Tribbledale. "Nor would I have you,"
shouted Tribbledale, leaning out over the door of the cab. "I
would not delay you not for a day, not for an hour. Were to-

morrow to be your bridal morning it would find me prepared. My
only request to you is that a boy might be called Daniel after me.
You might tell her it was an uncle or grandfather. She would
never think that in her own child was perpetuated a monument of

poor Daniel Tribbledale." Crocker, as he jumped out of the cab
with a light step in front of the Paphian Hall, promised that in

this particular he would attend to the wishes of his friend.

The performances at the Paphian Hall on that festive occasion
need not be described here with accuracy. The New Year had
been seen well in with music, dancing, and wine. The seeing of it

in was continued yet for an hour, till an indulgent policeman was
forced to interfere. It is believed that on the final ejection of our
two friends, the forlorn lover, kept steady, no doubt by the weight
of his woe, did find his way home to his own lodgings. The
exultant Crocker was less fortunate, and passed his night without
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the accommodation of sheets and blankets somewhere in tho

neighbourhood of Bow Street. The fact is important to us, as it

threatened to have considerable effect upon our friend's position
at his office. Having been locked up in a cell during the night,
and kept in durance till he was brought on the following morning
before a magistrate, he could not well be in his room at ten o'clock.

Indeed, when ho did escape from the hands of the Philistines, at

about two in the day, sick, unwashed and unfed, ho thought it

better to remain away altogether for that day. The great sin of

total absence would be better than making an appearance before

Mr. Jerningham in his present tell-tale condition. He well knew
his own strength and his own weakness. All power of repartee
would be gone from him for the day. Mr. Jerningham would
domineer over him, and .ZEolus, should the violent god be pleased
to send for him, would at once annihilate him. So he sneaked
home to Gower Street, took a hair of the dog that bit him, and
then got the old woman who looked after him to make him some
tea and to fry a bit of bacon for him. In this ignominious way he

passed New Year's Day, at least so much of it as was left to him
after the occurrences which have been described.

But on the next morning the great weight of his troubles fell

upon him heavily. In his very heart of hearts he was afraid of
JEolus. In spite of his

"
brummagem

"
courage the wrath of the

violent god was tremendous to him. He knew what it was to

stand with his hand on the lock of the door and tremble before he
dared to enter the room. There was something in the frown of the

god which was terrible to him. There was something worse in the

god's smile. He remembered how he had once been unable to

move himself out of the room when the god had told him that he
need not remain at the office, but might go home and amuse him-
self just as he pleased. Nothing crushes a young man so much as
an assurance that his presence can be dispensed with without loss

to any one. Though Crocker had often felt the mercies of /Solus,
and had told himself again and again that the god never did in

truth lift up his hand for final irrevocable punishment, stiU he
trembled as he anticipated the dread encounter.

When the morning came, and while he was yet in his bed, he

struggled to bethink himself of some strategy by which he might
evade the evil hour. Could he have been sent for suddenly into

Cumberland ? But in this case he wouldN^f course have telegraphed
to the Post Office on the preceding day.

' vJould he have been taken
ill with a fit, so as to make his absence absolutely necessary, say
for an entire week '( He well knew that they had a doctor at the

Post Office, a crafty, far-seeing, obdurate man, who would be with
him at once and would show him no mercy. He had tried these

schemes all round, and had found that there were none left with
which .ZEolus was not better acquainted than was he himself.

There was nothing for it but to go and bear the brunt.

Exactly at ten o'clock he entered the room, hung his hat up on
the accustomed peg, and took his sent on the accustomed chair
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before any one spoke a word to him. Roden on the opposite seat

took no notice of him. "
Bedad, he's here anyhow this morning,"

whispered Geraghty to Bobbin, very audibly.
" Mr. Crocker," said

Mr. Jerningham, "you were absent throughout the entire day
yesterday. Have you any account to give of yourself ?

"
There

was certainly falsehood implied in this question, as Mr. Jerningham
knew very well what had become of Crocker. Crocker's mis-
adventure at the police office had found its way into the newspapers,
and had been discussed by .ZEolus with Mr. Jerningham. I am
afraid that Mr. Jerningham must have intended to tempt the

culprit into some false excuse.

"I was horribly ill," said Crocker, without stopping the pen
with which he was making entries in the big book before him.
This no doubt was true, and so far the trap had been avoided.

"What made you ill, Mr. Crocker?"
" Headache."
"It seems to me, Mr. Crocker, you're more subject to such

attacks as these than any young man in the office."
" I always was as a baby," said Crocker, resuming something

of his courage. Could it be possible that .ZEolus should not have
heard of the day's

absence ?

"There is ill-health of so aggravated a nature," said Mr.

Jerningham, "as to make the sufferer altogether unfit for the
Civil Service."

" I'm happy to say I'm growing out of them gradually," said

Crocker. Then Geraghty got up from his chair and whispered the

whole truth into the sufferer's ears.
" It was all in the Pall Mall

yesterday, and JEolus knew it before he went away." A sick

qualm came upon the poor fellow as though it were a repetition
of yesterday's sufferings. But still it was necessary that he should

say something. "New Year's Day comes only once a year, I

suppose."
"
It was only & few weeks since that you remained a day behind

your time when you were on leave. But Sir Boreas has taken the
matter up, and I have nothing to say to it. No doubt Sir Boreas
will send for you." Sir Boreas Bodkin was that great Civil servant
in the General Post Office whom men were wont to call .ZEolus.

It was a wretched morning for poor Crocker. He was not sent
for till one o'clock, just at the moment when he was going to eat

his lunch ! That horrid sickness, the combined result of the
dinner in the City, of Mrs. Demijohn's brandy, and of the many
whiskies which followed, still clung to him. The mutton-chop
and porter which he had promised himself would have relieved

him
;
but now he was obliged to appear before the god in all his

weakness. Without a word he followed a messenger who had
summoned him, with his .tail only too visibly between his legs.
JEolus was writing a note when he was ushered into the room, and
did not condescend to arrest himself in the progress merely because
Crocker was present. JSolus well knew the effect on a sinner of

having to stand silent and all alone in the presence of an offended

deity.
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"So, Mr. Crocker," said 2Eolus at last, looking up from hi.>

completed work
;

" no doubt you saw the Old Year out on

Wednesday night." The jokes of the god were infinitely worse to

bear than his most furious blasts.
" Like some other great men,"

continued JEolus, "you have contrived to have your festivities

chronicled in the newspapers." Crocker found it impossible to

utter a word. " You have probably seen the Pall Mall of yesterday,
and the Standard of this morning ?

"

" I haven't looked at the newspaper, sir, since
"

" Since the festive occasion," suggested 2Eolus.
"
Oh, Sir Boreas

"

"
Well, Mr. Crocker

;
what is it that you have to say for your-

self?"'
" I did dine with a few friends."
" And kept it up tolerably late, I should think."
" And then afterwards went to a tea-party," said Crocker.
" A tea-party !

"

"
It was not all tea," said Crocker, with a whine.

" I shoiild think not. Tiiero was a good deal besides tea, I
should say." Then the god left off to smile, and the blasts began
to blow. "

Now, Mr. Crocker, I should like to know what you
think of yourself. After having read the accounts of your appear-
ance before the magistrate in two newspapers, I suppose I may
take it for granted that you were abominably drunk out in the
streets on Wednesday night." It is very hard for a young man
to have to admit under any circumstances that he has been

abominably drunk out in the streets
;

so that Crocker stood dumb
before his accuser. "I choose to have an answer, sir. I must
either have your own acknowledgment, or must have an official

account from the police magistrate."
"
I had taken something, sir."

" Were you drunk ? If you will not answer me you had better

go, and I shall know how to deal with you." Crocker thought
that he had perhaps better go and leave the god to deal with him.
He remained quite silent.

" Your personal habits would be nothing
to me, sir," continued 2Eolus,

"
if you were able to do your work

and did not bring disgrace on the department. But you neglect
the office. You are unable to do your work. And you do b*"*jg

disgrace on the department. How long is it since you remained

away a day before ?
"

"
I was detained down in Cumberland for one day, after my

leave of absence."
" Detained in Cumberland ! I never tell a gentleman, Mr.

Crocker, that I do not believe him, never. If it conies to that

with a gentleman, he must go." This was hard to bear
;
but yet

Crocker was aware that he had told a fib on that occasion in

reference to the day's hunting. Then Sir Boreas took up his pen
and again had recourse to his paper, as though the interview was
over. Crocker remained standing, not quite knowing what ho was

expected to do.
"
It's of no use your remaining there," said Sir
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Borca?. "Whereupon Crocker retired, and, with his tail still

between his legs, returned to his own desk. Soon afterwards Mr.

Jerningham was sent for, and came back with an intimation that

Mr. Crocker's services were no longer required, at any rate for that

day. When the matter had been properly represented to the

Postmaster-General, a letter would be written to him. The im-

pression made on the minds of Bobbin and Geraghty was that poor
Crocker would certainly be dismissed on this occasion. Eoden, too,

thought that it was now over with the unfortunate young man,
as far as the Queen's service was concerned, and could not abstain

from shaking hands with the unhappy wretch as he bade them all

~a melancholy good-bye.
" Good afternoon," said Mr. Jerningham

to him severely, not condescending to shake hands with him at all.

But Mr. Jerningham heard the last words which the god had

spoken on the subject, and was not therefore called upon to be

specially soft-hearted.
" I never saw a poor devil look so sick in

my life," JEolus had said.
" He must have been very bad, Sir Boreas."

JEolus was fond of a good dinner himself, and had a sympathy
for convivial offences. Indeed for all offences he had a sympathy.
No man less prone to punish ever lived. But what is [a man to do
with inveterate offenders 7 .ZEolus would tear his hair sometimes
in dismay because he knew that he was retaining in the service

men whom he would have been bound to get rid of had he done his

duty.
" You had better tell him to go home," said JEoltis,

"
for

to-day, you know."
" And what then, Sir Boreas t

"

" I suppose he'll sleep it off by to-morrow. Have a letter

written to him, to frighten him, you know. After all, New Year's

Day only does come once a year." Mr. Jerningham, having thus
received instructions, went back to his room and dismissed Crocker
in the way we have seen. As soon as Crocker's back was turned
Eoden was desired to write the letter.

"
SIR,

" Your conduct in absenting yourself without leave from
the office yesterday is of such a nature as to make it necessary for

me to inform you, that should it be repeated I shall have no
^alternative but to bring your name under the serious consideration
of my Lord the Postmaster-General .

" I am, sir," Your obedient servant,

(Signed)
" BOKEAS BODKIN."

In the same envelope was a short note from one of his brother
clerks.

" DEAR CROCKER,
"You had better be here sharp at ten to-morrow. Mr.

Jerningham bids me tell you. Yours truly,
" BART. BOBBIN."

Thus Crocker got through his troubles on this occasion.
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CHAPTER XXXI.

MISB DEMIJOHN'S INGENUITY.

ON the day on which Crocker was going through his purgatory at

the Post Office, a letter reached Lady Kingsbury at Traffoi d Park,
which added much to the troubles and annoyances felt by different

members of the family there. It was an anonymous letter, and the

reader, who in regard to such mysteries should never be kept a
moment in ignorance, may as well be told at once that the letter

was written by that enterprising young lady, Miss Demijohn. The
letter was written on New Year's Day, after the party, perhaps in

consequence of the party, as the rash doings of some of the younger
members of the Trafford family were made specially obvious to

Miss Demijohn by what was said on that occasion. The letter ran
as follows :

"My LADY MARCHIONESS,
" I conceive it to be my duty as a well-wisher of the family

to inform you that your stepson, Lord Hampstead, has become
entangled in what I think to be a dangerous way with a young
woman living in a neighbouring street to this." The "

neighbouring
"

street was of course a stroke of cunning on the part of Miss Demi-

john.
" She lives at No. 17, Paradise Eow, Holloway, and her name

is Marion Fay. She is daughter to an old Quaker, who is clerk to

Pogson and Littlebird, King's Court, Great Broad Street, and isn't

of course in any position to entertain such hopes as these. He may
have a little money paved, but what's that to the likes of your lady-
ship and his lordship the Marquis ? Some think she is pretty. I
don't. Now I don't like such cunning ways. Of what I tell your
ladyship there isn't any manner of doubt. His lordship was there

for hours the other day, and the girl is going about as proud as a

peacock."
It's what I call a regular Paradise Eow conspiracy, and itough

the Quaker has lent himself to it, he ain't at the bottom* atfext

door but two to the Fays there is a Mrs. Eoden living, who has got
a son, a stuck-up fellow and a clerk in the Post Office. I believe

there isn't a bit of doubt but he has been and got himself engaged
to another of your ladyship's noble family^- As to that, all Holloway
is talking of it. I don't believe there is a 'bus-driver up and down
the road as doesn't know it. It's my belief that Mrs. Eoden is tho

doing of it all ! She has taken Marion Fay by the hand just as

though she were her own, and now she has got the young lord and
the young lady right into her mashes. If none of 'em isn't ma'rried

yet it won't be long so unless somebody interferes. If you don't

believe me do you send to the ' Duchess of Edinburgh
'
at the

corner, and you'll find that they know all about it.

"
Now, my Lady Marchioness, I've thought it my duty to tell

o
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you all this because I don't like to see a noble family put upon.
There isn't nothing for me to get out of it myself. But I do it just
as one of the family's well-wishers. Therefore I sign myself your
very respectful,

A WELL-WISHER."

The young lady had told her story completely as far as her

object was concerned, which was simply that of making mischief.

But the business of anonymous letter-writing was one not new to

her hand. It is easy, and offers considerable excitement to the
minds of those whose time hangs heavy on their hands.

The Marchioness, though she would probably have declared
beforehand that anonymous letters were of all things the most con-

temptible, nevertheless read this more than once with a great deal
of care. And she believed it altogether. As to Lady Frances, of
course she knew the allegations to be true. Seeing that the writer
was so well acquainted with the facts as to Lady Frances, why
should she be less well-informed in reference to Lord Hampstead ?

Such a marriage as this with the Quaker girl was exactly the sort

of match which Hampstead would be pleased to make. Then she
was especially annoyed by the publicity of the whole affair. That
Holloway and the drivers of the omnibuses, and the "Duchess of

Edinburgh," should know all the secrets of her husband's family,
should be able to discuss the disgrace to which " her own darlings

"

would be subjected, was terrible to her. But perhaps the sting
that went sharpest to her heart was that which came from the fact

that Lord Hampstead was about to be married at all. Let the wife
be a Quaker or what not, let her be as low as any woman that
could be found within the sound of Bow Bells, still, if the marriage
ceremony were once pronounced over them, that woman's son would
become Lord Highgate, and would be heir to all the wealth and all

the titles of the Marquis of Kingsbury, to the absolute exclusion
of the eldest-born of her own darlings.

She had had her hopes in the impracticability ofLord Hampstead.
Such men as that, she had told herself, were likely to keep themselves

altogether free of marriage. He would not improbably, she thought,
entertain some abominable but not unlucky idea that marriage in
itself was an absurdity. At any rate, there was hope as long as he
could be kept unmarried. Were he to marry and then have a son,
even though he broke his neck out hunting next day, no good
would come of it. In this condition of mind she thought it well to

show the letter to Mr. Greenwood before she read it to her husband.
Lord Kingsbury was still very ill, so ill as to have given rise to

much apprehension ;
but still it would be necessary to discuss this

letter with him, ill as he might be. Only it should be first discussed
with Mr. Greenwood.

Mr. Greenwood's face became flatter, and his jaw longer, and his

eyes more like gooseberries as he read the letter. He had gradually
trained himself to say and to hear all manner of evil things about
Lady Frances in the presence of the Marchioness. He had, too,
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accustomed himself to speak of Lord Hampstead as a great obstacle
which it would be well if the Lord would think proper to take out
of the way. He had also so far followed the lead of his patroness
as to be deep if not loud in his denunciations of the folly of the

Marquis. The Marquis had sent him word that he had better look
out for a new home, and without naming an especial day for his

dismissal, had given him to understand that it would not be con-
venient to receive him again in the house in Park Lane. But the

Marquis hadbeen illwhen he had thus expressed his displeasure, and
was now worse. It might be that the Marquis himself would never

again visit Park Lane. As no positive limit had been fixed for Mr.
Greenwood's departure from Trafford Park, there he remained,
and there he intended to remain for the present. As he folded up
the letter carefully after reading it slowly, he only shook his head.

" Is it true, I wonder ?
" asked the Marchioness.

" There is no reason why it should not be."

"That's just what I say to myself. We know it is true about

Fanny. Of course there's that Mr. Roden, and the Mrs. Eoden.
When the writer knows so much, there is reason to believe the rest."

"A great many people do tell a great many lies," said Mr.
Greenwood.

"I suppose there is such a person as this Quaker, and that

there is such a girl ?
"

"
Quite likely."

"If so, why shouldn't Hampstead. fall in love with her? Of
course he's always going to the street because of his friend Eoden."

" Not a doubt, Lady Kingsbury."
"What ought we to do?" To this question Mr. Greenwood

was not prepared with an immediate answer. If Lord Hampstead
chose to get himself married to a Quaker's daughter, how could it

be helped ?
" His father would hardly have any influence over

him now." Mr. Greenwood shook his head. " And yet he must be
told." Mr. Greenwood nodded his head. "Perhaps something
might be done about the property."

"He wouldn't care two straws about settlements," saM Mr.
Greenwood.

"He doesn't care about anything he ought to. If I were to

write and ask him, would he tell the trutltabput this marriage ?
"

" He wouldn't tell the truth about an^tning," said Mr. Green-
wood.

The Marchioness passed this by, though she knew it at the

moment to be calumny. But she was not unwilling to hear calumny
against Lord Hampstead.

" There used to be ways," she said,
" in

which a marriage of that kind could be put on one side after-

wards."
" You must put it on one side before, now-a-days, if you mean

to do it at all," said the clergyman.
"But how? how?"
" If he could be got out of the way."
"How out of the wav?"
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" Well ;
that's what I don't know. Suppose he could be made

to go out yachting, and she be married to somebody else when he's

at sea !

"
Lady Kingsbury felt that her friend was but little good

at a stratagem. But she felt also that she was not very good
herself. She could wish ;

but wishing in such matters is very vain.

She had right on her side. She was quite confident as to that.

There could be no doubt but that "
gods and men " would desire

to see her little Lord Frederic succeed to the Marquisate rather

than this infidel Kepublican. If this wretched Eadical could be

kept from marrying there would evidently be room for hope,
because there was the fact, proved by the incontestable evidence

of Burke's Peerage, that younger sons did so often succeed. But
if another heir were to be born, then, as far as she was aware,
Burke's Peerage promised her nothing.

"
It's a pity he shouldn't

break his neck out hunting," said Mr. Greenwood.
" Even that wouldn't be much if he were to be married first,"

said the Marchioness.

Every day she went to her husband for half-an-hour before her

lunch, at which time the nurse who attended him during the day
was accustomed to go to her dinner. He had had a physician down
from London since his son had visited him, and the physician had
told the Marchioness that though there was not apparently any
immediate danger, still the symptoms were such as almost to pre-
clude a hope of ultimate recovery. "When this opinion had been

pronounced there had arisen between the Marchioness and the

chaplain a discussion as to whether Lord Hampstead should be
once again summoned. The Marquis himself had expressed no
such wish. A bulletin of a certain fashion had been sent three or
four times a week to Hendon Hall purporting to express the
doctor's opinion of the health of their noble patient; but the
bulletin had not been scrupulously true. Neither of the two con-

spirators had wished to have Lord Hampstead at Trafford Park.

Lady Kingsbury was anxious to make the separation complete
between her own darlings and their brother, and Mr. Greenwood
remembered, down to every tittle of a word and tone, the insolence
of the rebuke which he had received from the heir. But if Lord
Kingsbury were really to be dying, then they would hardly dare to

keep his son in ignorance.
"I've got something I'd better show you," she said, as she

seated herself by her husband's sofa. Then she proceeded to read
to him the letter, without telling him as she did so that it was
anonymous. When he had heard the first paragraph he demanded
to know the name of the writer.

" I'd better read it all first," said
the Marchioness. And she did read it all to the end, closing it,

however, without mentioning the final
" Well-Wisher." " Of course

it's anonymous," she said, as she held the letter in her hand.
" Then I don't believe a word of it," said the Marquis."
Very likely not

;
but yet it sounds true."

" I don't think it sounds true at all. Why should it be true ?
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"
If it isn't true about Hampstead it's true at any rate of Fanny.

That man comes from Holloway, and Paradise Row and the
' Duchess of Edinburgh.' Where Fanny goes for her lover, Hamp-
stead is likely to follow.

' Birds of a feather flock together.'
"

" I won't have you speak of my children in that way," said the
sick lord.

" What can I do ? Is it not true about Fanny ? If you wish
it, I will write to Hampstead and ask him all about it." In order
to escape from the misery of the moment he assented to this pro-
position. The letter being anonymous had to his thinking been

disgraceful, and therefore he had disbelieved it. And having
induced himself to disbelieve the statements made, he had been
drawn into expressing, or at any rate to acknowledging by his

silence, a conviction that such a marriage as that proposed with
Marion Fay would bo very base. Her ladyship felt therefore that
if Lord Hampstead could be got to acknowledge the engagement,
something would have been done towards establishing a quarrel
between the father and the son.

" Has that man gone yet ?
" he asked as his wife rose to leave

the room.
" Has what man gone ?

"

" Mr. Greenwood."
" Gone ? How should he have gone ? It has never been expected

that he should go by this time. I don't see why he should go at

all. He was told that you would not again require his services up
in London. As far as I know, that is all that has been said about

going." The poor man turned himself on his sofa angrily, but did
not at the moment give any further instructions as to the chaplain's

departure." He wants to know why you have not gone," Lady Kingsbury
said to the clergyman that afternoon.

" Where am I to go to ?
" whined the unfortunate one.

" Does
he mean to say that I am to be turned out into the road^at a
moment's notice because I can't approve of what Lady Franoos is

doing ? I haven't had any orders as to going. If I am to go I

suppose he will make some arrangement first." Lady Kingsbury
said what she could to comfort him, and explained that there was
no necessity for his immediate departure. * "Perhaps the Marquis
might not think of it again for another week or two ;

and there was
no knowing in what condition they might find themselves.

Her ladyship's letter to her stepson was as follows; and by
return of post her stepson's answer came :

"MY DEAB HAMPSTEAD,
"Tidings have reached your father that you have

engaged yourself to marry a girl, the daughter of a Quaker named

Fay, living at No. 17, Paradise Eow. He, the Quaker, is represented
as being a clerk in a counting-house in the City. Of the girl your
father has heard nothing, but can only imagine that she should bo
c-n/-i>i no Vinv r>r\itiVin Ttr/->nlrl rv-iol YMviViaKIa TTo rtaairps Tnft tn nsk



198 MARION FAY.

you whether there is any truth in the statement. You -will observe

that I express no opinion myself whether it be true or false,

whether proper or improper. After your conduct the other day I

should not think of interfering myself; but your father wishes me
to ask for his information.

" Yours truly,
"CLABA KINGSBTJEY."

Hampstead's answer was very short, but quite sufficient for the

purpose :

"My DEAB LADY KINGSBTTBY,
" I am not engaged to marry Miss Fay, as yet. I think

that I may be some day soon.
" Yours affectionately,

" HAMPSTEAD."

By the same post he wrote a letter to his father, and that shall

also be shown to the reader.

"MY DEAB FATHEB,
" I have received a letter from Lady Kingsbury, asking

me as to a report of an engagement between me and a young lady
named Marion Fay. I am sorry that her writing should be evidence
that you are hardly yet strong enough to write yourself. I trust

that it may not long be so.
" Would you wish to see me again at Trafford ? I do not like

to go there without the expression of a wish from you ; but I hold

myself in readiness to start whenever you may desire it. I had

hoped from the last accounts that you were becoming stronger.
" I do not know how you may have heard anything of Marion

Fay. Had I engaged myself to her, or to any other young lady, I

should have told you at once. I do not know whether a young
man is supposed to declare his own failures in such matters, when
he has failed, even to his father. But, as I am ashamed of

nothing in the matter, I will avow that I have asked the young
lady to be my wife, but she has as yet declined. I shall ask her

again, and still hope to succeed.
" She is the daughter of a Mr. Fay who, as Lady Kingsbury

says, is a Quaker, and is a clerk in a house in the City. As he is

in all respects a good man, standing high for probity and honour
among those who know him, I cannot think that there is any draw-
back. She, I think, has all the qualities which I would wish to find
in the woman whom I might hope to make my wife. They live

at No. 17, Paradise Eow, Holloway. Lady Kingsbury, indeed, is

right in all her details.

"Pray let me have a line, if not from yourself, at any rate
dictated by you, to say how you are.

"Your affectionate son,
" HAMPSTEAD."
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It was impossible to keep the letter from Lady Kingsbury. It
thus became a recognized fact by the Marquis, by the Marchioness,
and by Mr. Greenwood, that Hampstead was going to marry the
Quaker's daughter. As to that pretence of a refusal, it went for

nothing, even with the father. Was it probable that a Quaker's
daughter, the daughter of a merchant's clerk out of the City, should
refuse to become a Marchioness? The sick man was obliged to

express anger, having been already made to treat the report as
incredible because of the disgrace which would accompany it, if

true. Had he been left to himself he would have endeavoured to
think as little about it as possible. Not to quarrel with his two
eldest children was the wish that was now strongest at his heart.
But his wife recalled the matter to him at each of the two daily
visits which she made. " What can I do ?

" he was driven to ask
on the third morning." Mr. Greenwood suggests ," began his wife, not intending
to irritate him, having really forgotten at the moment that no
suggestion coming from Mr. Greenwood could be welcome to him.

" D Mr. Greenwood," ho shouted, lifting himself up erect

from the pillows on his sofa. The Marchioness was in truth so
startled by the violence of his movement, and by the rage expressed
on his haggard face, that she jumped from her chair with un-

expected surprise.
" I desire," said the Marquis,

" that that man
shall leave the house by the end of this month."

CHAPTER XXXII.

KING'S COURT, OLD BROAD STREET.

HAMPSTEAD received the letter from Lady Kingsbury, and answered
it on Saturday, the 3rd of January, having at that time taken no

active steps in regard to Marion Fay after the rejection of his suit

on the day following Christmas. Eight days had thus elapse/i, and
he had done nothing. He had done nothing, though there was not

an hour in the day in which he was not confirming his own resolve

to do something by which he might make Marion Fay his own.

He felt that he could hardly go to the girl po,in immediately after

the expression of her resolution. At first he thought that he
would write to her, and did sit down to the table for that purpose ;

but as he strove to produce words which might move her, he told

himself that the words which he might speak would be better.

Then he rode half-way to Holloway, with the object of asking aid

from Mrs. Eoden
; but he returned without completing his purpose,

telling himself that any such aid, even if it could be obtained,

would avail him nothing. In such a contest, if a man cannot

succeed by his own doing, surely he will not do so by the assistance

of any one else
;
and thus he was in doubt.

After having written to Lady Kingsbury and his father he
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reflected that, in his father's state of health, he ought to go again
to Trafford Park. If it were only for a day or for an hour he

ought to see his father. He knew that he was not wanted by his

stepmother. He knew also that no desire to see him had reached
him from the Marquis. He was afraid that the Marquis himself
did not wish to see him. It was almost impossible for him to take
his sister to the house unless an especial demand for her attend-

ance was made; and he could not very well leave her alone for

any lengthened period. Nevertheless he determined to make a

rapid run into Shropshire, with the intention of returning the

following day, unless he found the state of his father's health so

bad as to make it expedient that he should remain. He intended
to hunt on the Monday and the Tuesday, travelling from London
to Leighton and back. But be would leave London by the night
mail train from Paddington on Wednesday evening so as to reach
Trafford Park House on the following morning between four and
five. It was a journey which he had often made before in the
same manner, and to which the servants at Trafford were well

accustomed. Even at that time in the morning he would walk to

the Park from the station, which was four miles distant, leaving
his luggage, if he had any, to be sent for on the following morning ;

but he would usually travel without luggage, having all things
necessary for his use in his own room at Trafford.

It had hitherto been his custom to acquaint his sister with his
manoeuvres on these occasions, having never been free in his

correspondence with his stepmother. He had written or telegraphed
to Lady Frances, and she had quite understood that his instructions,
whatever they might be, were to be obeyed. But Lady Frances
was no longer a resident at Trafford Park, and he therefore

telegraphed to the old butler, who had been a servant in the family
from a period previous to. his own birth. This telegram he sent
on the Monday, as follows: "Shall be at Trafford Thursday
morning, 4.30 A.M. Will walk over. Let Dick be up. Have room
ready. Tell my father." He fixed Wednesday night for his

journey, having made up his mind to devote a portion of the

Wednesday morning to the business which he had on hand in
reference to Marion Fay.

It was not the proper thing, he thought, to go to a girl's father
for permission to ask the girl to be his wife, before the girl had
herself assented

;
but the circumstances in this case were peculiar.

It had seemed to him that Marion's only reason for rejecting him
was based on disparity in their social condition, which to his

thinking was the worst reason that could be given. It might be
that the reason had sprung from some absurd idea originating with
the Quaker father

;
or it might be that the Quaker father would

altogether disapprove of any such reason. At any rate he would
be glad to know whether the old man was for him or against him.
And with the object of ascertaining this, he determined that he
would pay a visit to the office in King's Court on the Wednesday
morning. He could not endure the thought of leaving London,
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it might be for much more than the one day intended, without

making some effort in regard to the object which was nearest his

heart.

Early in the day he walked into Messrs. Pogson and Littlebird's

office, and saw Mr. Tribbledale seated on a high stool behind a

huge desk, which nearly filled up the whole place. He was rather
struck by the smallness and meanness of Messrs. Pogson and
Littlebird's premises, which, from a certain nobility belonging to

the Quaker's appearance, he would have thought to be spacious
and important. It is impossible not to connect ideas after this

fashion. Pogson and Littlebird themselves carried in their own
names no flavour of commercial grandeur. Had they been only
known to Hampstead by their name, any small mercantile retreat

at the top of the meanest alley in the City might have sufficed for

them. But there was something in the demeanour of Zachary Fay
which seemed to give promise of one of those palaces of trade which
are now being erected in every street and lane devoted in the City
to business. Nothing could be less palatial than Pogson and
Littlebird's counting-house. Hampstead had entered it from a
little court, which it seemed to share with one other equally
unimportant tenement opposite to it, by a narrow low passage.
Here he saw two doors only, through one of which he passed, as it

was open, having noticed that the word " Private
" was written on

the other. Here he found himself face to face with Tribbledale and
with a little boy who sat at Tribbledale's right hand on a stool

equally high. Of these two, as far as he could see, consisted the
establishment of Messrs. Pogson and Littlebird.

" Could I see Mr.

Fay ?
" asked Hampstead.

"Business?" suggested Tribbledale.
" Not exactly. That is to say, my business is private."
Then there appeared a face looking at him over a screen about

five feet and a half high, which divided off from the small apart-
ment a much smaller apartment, having, as Hampstead now
regarded it, the appearance of a cage. In this cage, small a^it was,
there was a desk, and there were two chairs ; and here Zachai., Fay
carried on the business of his life, and transacted most of those
affairs appertaining to Messrs. Pogson and Littlebird which could
be performed in an office. Messrs. Pogson and Littlebird them-

selves, though they had a room of their wn, to which that door
marked "Private" belonged, were generally supposed to be

walking on 'Change as British merchants should do, or making
purchases of whole ships' cargoes in the Docks, or discounting bills,

the least of which would probably represent 10,000. The face

which looked over the barrier of the cage at Lord Hampstead was
of course that of Zachary Fay.

" Lord Hampstead !

" he said, with

surprise."
Oh, Mr. Fay, how do you do ? I have something I want to

say to you. Could you spare me five minutes ?
"

The Quaker opened the door of the cage and asked Lord
Hampstead to walk in. Tribbledale, who had heard and recognized
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the name, stared hard at the young nobleman, at his fijencl

Crocker's noble friend, at the lord of whom it had been asserted

positively that he was engaged to marry Mr. Fay's daughter. The

boy, too, having heard that the visitor was a lord, stared also.

Hampstead did as he was bid, but remembering that the inhabitant

of the cage had at once heard what had been said in the office, felt

that it would be impossible for him to carry on his conversation

about Marion without other protection from the ears of the world.
"
It is a little private what I have to say," remarked Hampstead.
The Quaker looked towards the private room. " Old Mr.

Pogson is there," whispered Tribbledale. " I heard him come in a

quarter of an hour ago."

"Perhaps thou wouldst not mind walking up and down the

yard," said the Quaker. Hampstead of course walked out, but on

looking about him found that the court was very small for the

communication which he had to make. Space would be required,
so that he might not be troubled by turning when he was in the

midst of his eloquence. Half-a-dozen steps would carry him the

whole length of King's Court
;
and who could tell his love-story in

a walk limited to six steps?
"
Perhaps we might go out into the street ?

" he suggested.
"
Certainly, my lord," said the Quaker.

"
Tribbledale, should

any one call before I return, and be unable to wait for five minutes,
I shall be found outside the court, not above fifty yards either to

the right or to the left." Hampstead, thus limited to a course not

exceeding a hundred yards in one of the most crowded thorough-
fares of the City, began the execution of his difficult task.

" Mr. Fay," he said,
" are you aware of what has passed between

me and your daughter Marion ?
"

"
Hardly, my lord."

" Has she told you nothing of it ?
"

"
Yea, my lord

;
she has in truth told me much. She has told

me no doubt all that it behoves a father to hear from a daughter in

such circumstances. I live on such terms with my Marion that
there are not many secrets kept by either of us from the other."

( Then you do know ?
"

'I know that your lordship tendered to her your hand,
honestly, nobly, and truly, as I take it."

' With perfect honesty and perfect truth most certainly."
' And I know also that she declined the honour thus offered her."
'She did."

'Is this you, Zachary? How are you this morning?" This
came from a stout, short, red-faced man, who stopped them, stand-

ing in the middle of the pavement.
"Well, I thank thee, Mr. Gruby. At this moment I am

particularly engaged. That is Jonathan Gruby," said the Quaker
to his companion as soon as the stout man had walked on

;

" one of
the busiest men in the City. You have heard probably of Gruby
and Inderwald."

Hampstead had never heard of Gruby and Inderwald, and
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wished that tho stout man had been minding his business at that

moment. " But as to Miss Fay," he said, endeavouring to continue
to tell his love-story.

"Yes, as to Marion. I hardly do know what passed between

you two, not having heard the reasons she gave thee."
" No reasons at all ; nothing worth speaking of between persons

who know anything of the world."
" Did she tell thee that she did not love thee, my lord ? because

that to my thinking would be reason enough."
"
Nothing of the kind. I don't mean to boast, but I don't see

why she should not like me well enough."
" Nor in sooth do I either."
"
What, Zachary ; you walking about at this busy time of the

day?"" I am walking about, Sir Thomas. It is not customary with

me, but I am walking about." Then he turned on his heel, moved
almost to dudgeon by the interruption, and walked the other way.
"Sir Thomas Bolster, my lord

;
a very busy sort of gentleman, but

one who has done well in the world. Nor in sooth do I either
; but

this is a matter in which a young maiden must decide for herself.

I shall not bid her not to love thee, but I cannot bid her to do so."
"
It isn't that, Mr. Fay. Of course I have no right to pretend

to any regard from her. But as to that there has been no question."
" What did she say to thee ?

"

" Some trash about rank."
"
Nay, my lord, it is not trash. I cannot hear thee speak so of

thine own order without contradiction."
"Am I to be like a king in the old days, who was forced to

marry any ugly old princess that might be found for him, even

though she were odious to him ? I will have nothing to do with
rank on such terms. I claim the right to please myself, as do other

men, and I come to you as father to the young lady to ask from

you your assistance in winning her to bo my wife." AJ; this

moment up came Tribbledale running from the office.
" There is Cooke there," said Tribbledale, with, much eriSphasis

in his voice, as though Cooke's was a very serious affair
;

" from
Pollock and Austen's."

" Is not Mr. Pogson within ?
"

" He went out just after you. Cooke ^ays that it's most im-

portant that he should see some one immediately.""
Tell him that he must wait yet five minutes longer," said

Zachary Fay, frowning. Tribbledale, awestruck as he bethought
himself how great were the affairs of Pollock and Austen, retreated
back hurriedly to the court.

" You know what I mean, Mr. Fay," continued Lord Hampstead." I know well what thou meanest, my lord. I think I know
what thou meanest. Thou meanest to offer to my girl not only
high rank and great wealth, but, which should be of infinitely moro
value to her, the heart and the hand of an honest man. I believe
thee to be an honest man, my lord."
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" In this matter, Mr. Fay, at any rate, I am."
" In all matters as I believe ;

and how should I, being such a

one as I am, not be willing to give my girl to such a suitor as thee ?

And what is it now ?
" he shrieked in his anger, as the little boy off

the high stool came rushing to him.
" Mr. Pogson has just come back, Mr. Fay, and he says that he

can't find those letters from Pollock and Austen anywhere about
the place. He wants them immediately, because he can't tell the

prices named without seeing them."
" Lord Hampstead," said the Quaker, almost white with rage,

" I must pray thee to excuse me for five minutes." Hampstead
promised that he would confine himself to the same uninteresting
plot of ground till the Quaker should return to him, and then
reflected that there were certain reasons upon which he had not
calculated against falling in love with the daughter of a City clerk.

" We will go a little further afield," said the Quaker, when he

returned,
" so that we may not be troubled again by those imbeciles

in the court. It is little, however, that I have to say to thee further.

Thou hast my leave."
"
I am glad of that."

" And all my sympathies. But, my lord, I suppose I had better

tell the truth."
"
Oh, certainly."" My girl fears that her health may fail her."

"Her health!"
"
It is that as I think. She has not said so to me openly ; but

I think it is that. Her mother died early, and her brothers and
her sisters. It is a sad tale, my lord."

" But need that hinder her ?
"

" I think not, my lord. But it must be for thee to judge. As
far as I know she is as fit to become a man's wife as are other girls.
Her health has not failed her. She is not robust, but she does her
work in looking after my household, such as it is, well and punctu-
ally. I think that her mind is pervaded with vain terrors. Now I
have told thee all, placing full confidence in thee as in an honest
man. There is my house. Thou art welcome to go there, if it

seemeth thee good, and to deal with Marion in this matter as thy
love and thy judgment may direct thee." Having said this he
returned hurriedly to King's Court as though he feared that Trib-
bledale or the boy might again find him out.

So far Hampstead had succeeded ;
btit he was much troubled

in his mind by what he had heard as to Marion's health. Not that
it occurred to him for a moment that such a marriage as he con-

templated would be undesirable because his Marion might become
ill. He was too thoroughly in love to entertain such an idea.

Nor is it one which can find ready entrance into the mind of
a young man who sees a girl blooming with the freshness and
beauty of youth. It would have seemed to him, had he thought
about it at all, that Marion's health was perfect. But he was
Afraid of her obstinacy, and he felt that this objection might be.
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more binding on her than that which she put forward in reference

to his rank. He went back, therefore, to Hendon Hall only half-

satisfied, sometimes elated, but sometimes depressed. He would,
however, go and discuss the matter with her at full length as soon
as he should have returned from Shropshire. He would remain
there only for one day, though it might be necessary for him to

repeat the journey almost immediately, so that no time might bo
lost in using his eloquence upon Marion. After what had passed
between him and the Quaker, he thought that he was almost

justified in assuring himself that the girl did in truth love him.
" Give my father my kindest love," said Lady Frances, as her

brother was about to start for the train.
" Of course I will."
" And tell him that I will start at a moment's notice whenever

he may wish to see me."
" In such case of course I should take you."
" And be courteous to her if you can."

"I doubt whether she will allow me. If she abuses you or
insults me I must answer her."

" I wouldn't."
" You would be more ready than I am. One cannot but answer

her because she expects to hear something said in return. I shall

keep out of her way as much as possible. I shall have my break-
fast brought to me in my own room to-morrow, and shall then
remain with my father as much as possible. If I leave him at all I

shall get a walk. There will only be the dinner. As to one thing
I have quite made up my mind. Nothing shall drive me into-

having any words with Mr. Greenwood
; unless, indeed, my father

were to ask me to speak to him."

CHAPTER XXXIII.

MB. GBEENWOOD BECOMES AMBITIOUS.

MB. GBEENWOOD was still anxious as to the health of the Hector of

Appleslocombe. There might be even yet a hope for him
;
but his

chance, he thought, woiild be better with the present Marquis ill-

disposed towards him as the Marquis ..as than with the heir.

The Marquis was weary of him, and anxious to get rid of him,
was acting very meanly to him, as Mr. Greenwood thought, having
offered him 1000 as a final payment for a whole life's attention.

The Marquis, who had ever been a liberal man, had now, perhaps
on his death-bed, become unjust, harsh, and cruel. But he was
weak and forgetful, and might possibly be willing to save his

money and get rid of the nuisance of the whole affair by surrender-

ing the living. This was Mr. Greenwood's reading of the circum
stances as they at present existed. But the Marquis could not

dispose of the living while the Eector was still alive ;
nor could he
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even promise it, to any good effect, without his son's assent. That
Lord Hampstead would neither himself so bestow his patronage or

allow it to be so bestowed, Mr. Greenwood was very sure. There had
been that between him and Lord Hampstead which convinced him
that the young man was more hostile to him even than the father.

The Marquis, as Mr. Greenwood thought, had insulted him of late
;

but Lord Hampstead, young as he was, had also been insolent
;

and what was worse, he had insulted Lord Hampstead. There had
been something in the young lord's eye which had assured him of

the young lord's contempt as well as dislike. If anything could be
done about the living it must be done by the Marquis. The Marquis
was very ill ;

but it was still probable that the old rector should
die first. He had been given to understand that the old rector

could hardly live many weeks.

Mr. Greenwood understood but little of the young lord's charac-

ter. The Marquis, no doubt, he knew well, having lived with him
for many years. When he supposed his patron to be fretful and
irascible because of his infirmities, but to be by nature forgiving,

unreasonable, and weak, he drew an easy portrait, which was like

the person portrayed. But in attributing revenge, or harshness,
or pride of power to Lord Hampstead he was altogether wrong. As
regarded Appleslocombe and other parishes, the patronage of which
would some day belong to him, Lord Hampstead had long since

made up his mind that he would have nothing to do with them,
feeling himself unfit to appoint clergymen to ministrations in a
Church to which he did not consider himself to belong. All that
he would leave to the Bishop, thinking that the Bishop must know
more about it than himself. Was his father, however, to make any
request to him with reference to Appleslocombe especially, he would
no doubt regard the living as bestowed before his father's death.

But of all this Mr. Greenwood could understand nothing. He felt,

however, that as the Marquis had given him cause for anger, so
had the young lord given him cause for hatred as well as anger.

Daily, almost hourly, these matters were discussed between Lady
Kingsbury and the chaplain. There had come to be strong sympathy
between them as far as sympathy can exist where the feelings are
much stronger on the one side than on the other. The mother of

the "
darlings

" had allowed herself to inveigh very bitterly against
her husband's children by his former marriage, and at first had
been received only half-way by her confidential friend. But of late

her confidential friend had become more animated and more bitter

than herself, and had almost startled her by the boldness of his

denunciations. She in her passion had allowed herself more than
once to express a wish that her stepson were dead. She had
hardly in truth meant as much as she implied, or meaning it had
hardly thought of what she meant. But the chaplain, taking the
words from her lips, had repeated them till she was almost terrified

by their iniquity and horror. He had no darlings to justify him !

No great injury had been done to him by an unkind fortune !

Gredt as were the sin of Lord Hampstead and his sister, they could
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bring no disgrace upon him ! And yet there was a settled purpose
of hatred in his words which frightened her, though she could not

bring herself to oppose them. She in her rage had declared that

it would be well that Lord Hampstead should break his neck out

hunting or go down in his yacht at sea
;
and she had been gratified

to find that her friend had sanctioned her ill wishes. But when Mr.
Greenwood spoke as though something might possibly be done to

further those wishes, then she almost repented herself.

She had been induced to say that if any power should come to

her of bestowing the living of Appleslocombe she would bestow
it on Mr. Greenwood. Were Lord Hampstead to die before the

Marquis, and were the Marquis to die before the old rector, such

power would belong to her during the minority of her eldest son.

There had, therefore, been some meaning in the promise ;
and the

clergyman 'had referred to it more than once or twice. "
It is

most improbable, you know, Mr. Greenwood," she had said very
seriously. He had replied as seriously that such improbabilities
were of frequent occurrence. "If it should happen I will do so,"
she had answered. But after that she had never of her own accord
referred to the probability of Lord Hampstead's death.

^ A
From day to day there grew upon her a feeling that she had

^subjected herself to domination, almost to tyranny, from Mr.

t j1(
Greenwood. The man whom she had known intimately during

^kjher entire married life now appeared to assume different proportions

raevnd almost a different character. He would still stand before her

^a-with his flabby hands hanging listlessly by his side, and with eyes

tk/ipparently full of hesitation, and would seem to tremble as though
jn , lie feared the effect of his own words ; but still the words that fell

ch i'om him were felt to be bonds from which she could not escape.
When he looked at her from his lack-lustre eyes, fixing them upon
ler for minutes together, till the minutes seemed to be hours, she
)ecame afraid. She did not confess to herself that she had fallen

,

nto his power ;
nor did she realize the fact that it was so

;
but

^without realizing it she was dominated, so that she also began to

tl
think that it would be well that the chaplain should be made to

t\ leave Trafford Park. He, however, continued to discuss with her
ill family matters as though his services were indispensable to her

;

and she was unable to answer him in such a way as to reject his

confidences.

The telegram reached the butler as to Hampstead's coming on
the Monday, and was, of course, communicated ct once to Lord
Kingsbury. The Marquis, who was now confined to his bed,

expressed himself as greatly gratified, and himself told the news to

his wife. She, however, had already heard it, as had also the

chaplain. It quickly went through the whole household, in which

among the servants there existed an opinion that Lord Hampstead
ought to have been again sent for some days since. The doctor
had hinted as much to the Marchioness, and had said so plainly
to the butler. Mr. Greenwood had expressed to her ladyship his

belief that the Marquis had no desire to see his son, and that the
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son certainly had no wish to pay another visit to Trafford. " He
cares more about the Quaker's daughter than anything else," he
had said," about her and his hunting. He and his sister consider
themselves as separated from the whole of the family. I should
leave them alone if I were you." Then she had said a faint word
to her husband, and had extracted from him something that was
supposed to be the expression of a wish that Lord Hampstead
should not be disturbed. Now Lord Hampstead was coming with-
out any invitation.

"
Going to walk over, is he, in the middle of the night ?

"
said

Mr. Greenwood, preparing to discuss the matter with the Mar-
chioness. There was something of scorn in his voice, as though he
were taking upon himself to laugh at Lord Hampstead for having
chosen this way of reaching his father's house.

" He often does that," said the Marchioness.
"
It's an odd way of coming into a sick house, to disturb it in

the middle of the night." Mr. Greenwood, as he spoke, stood

looking at her ladyship severely.
" How am I to help it ? I don't suppose anybody will be dis-

turbed at all. He'll come round to the side door, and one of the
servants will be up to let him in. He always does things differently .

from anybody else." h
" One would have thought that when his father was dying

':
e

" Don't say that, Mr. Greenwood. There's nothing to make yota,

say that. The Marquis is very ill, but nobody has said that he'sa

so bad as that." Mr. Greenwood shook his head, but did not movct
from the position in which he was standing.

" I suppose that orv
this occasion Hampstead is doing what is right." y" I doubt whether he ever does what is right. I am only think-i

ing that if anything should happen to the Marquis, how very badi.

it would be for you and the young lords."
,

"Won't you sit down, Mr. Greenwood?" said the Marchioness o
to whom the presence of the standing chaplain had become almost
intolerable. 7

The man sat down, not comfortably in lifcs chair, but hardly?
more than on the edge of it, so as still to have that air of restraint
which had annoyed his companion.

" As I was saying, if anythingf
should happen to my lord it would be very sad for your ladyship

1
;

and for Lord Frederic, and Lord Augustus, and Lord Gregory."" We are all in the hands of God," said her ladyship, piously.
" Yes

;
we are all in the hands of God. But it is the Lord's

intention that we should all look out for ourselves, and do the best
we can to avoid injustice, and cruelty, and, and robbery."

" I do not think there will be any robbery, Mr. Greenwood."
" Would it not be robbery if you and their little lordships should

be turned at once out of this house ?
"

"
It would be his own; Lord Hampstead's, of course. I should

have Slocombe Abbey in Somersetshire. As far as a house goes,
I should like it better than this. Of course it is much smaller ;

but what comfort do I ever have out of a house like this ?
"
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" That's true enough. But why ? ",
" There is no good in talking about it, Mr. Greenwood."
" I cannot help talking about it. It is because Lady Frances

has broken up the family by allowing herself to be engaged to a

young man beneath her own station in life." Here he shook his head,
as he always did when he spoke of Lady Frances. " As for Lord
Hampstead, I look upon it as a national misfortune that he should
outlive his father."

" What can we do ?"
"
Well, my lady, it is hard to say. What will my feelings be,

should anything happen to the Marquis, and should I be left to the

tender mercies of his eldest sou ? I should have no claim upon
Lord Hampstead for a shilling. As he is an infidel, of course he
would not want a chaplain. Indeed I could not reconcile it to my
conscience to remain with him. I should be cast out penniless,

having devoted all my life, as I may say, to his lordship's service."
" He has offered you a thousand pounds."
" A thousand pounds, for the labours of a whole life ! And

what assurance shall I have of that ? I don't suppose he has ever
dreamed of putting it into his will. And if he has, what will a
thousand pounds do for me ? You can go to Slocombe Abbey. But
the rectory, which was as good as promised, will be closed against
me." The Marchioness knew that this was a falsehood, but did not
dare to tell him so. The living had been talked about between
them till it was assumed that he had a right to it.

"
If the young

man were out of the way," he continued,
" there would be somo

chance for me."
" I cannot put him out of the way," said the Marchioness.
" And some chance for Lord Frederic and his brothers."
" You need not tell me of that, Mr. Greenwood. "

" But one has to look the truth in the face. It is for your sake
that I have been anxious, rather than my own. You must own
that." She would not own anything of the kind. " I suppose
there was no doubt about the first marriage ?

"

" None at all," said the Marchioness, terrified.
"
Though it was thought very odd at the time. It ought to be

looked to, I think. No stone ought to be left unturned."
" There is nothing to be hoped for in that direction, Mr. Green-

wood."
" It ought to be looked to

; that's all. Only think what it will

be if he marries, and has a son before anything is is settled."

To this Lady Kingsbury made no answer
;
and after a pause Mr.

Greenwood turned to his own grievances. "I shall make bold,"
lie said,

"
to see the Marquis once again before Lord Hampstead

comes down. He cannot but acknowledge that I have a great right
to be anxious. I do not suppose that any promise would be sacred

in his son's eyes, but I must do the best I can." To this her lady-

ship would make no answer, and they parted, not in the best

humour with each other.

That was on the Monday. On tho Tuesday Mr. Greenwood,
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having asked to be allowed an interview, crept slowly into the sick

man's room. " I hope your lordship find yourself better this

morning ?
" The sick man turned in his bed, and only made some

feeble grunt in reply.
" I hear that Lord Hampstead is coming

down to-morrow, my lord."
" Why should he not come ?

" There must have been something
in the tone of Mr. Greenwood's voice which had grated against tho

sick man's ears, or he would not have answered so sulkily.
" Oh no, my lord. I did not mean to say that there was any

reason why his lordship should not come. Perhaps it might have
bsen better had he come earlier."

"
It wouldn't have been at all better."

"I only just meant to make the remark, my lord; there was

nothing in it."
"
Nothing at all," said the sick man. " Was there anything else

you wished to say, Mr. Greenwood ?
"

The nurse all this time was sitting in the room, which the

chaplain felt to be uncomfortable. " Could we be alone for a few

minutes, my lord ?
" he asked.

" I don't think we could," said the sick man.
" There are a few points which are of so much importance to

me, Lord Kingsbury."
" I ain't well enough to talk business, and I won't do it. Mr.

Eoberts will be here to-morrow, and you can see him."

Mr. Eoberts was a man of business, or agent to the property,
who lived at Shrewsbury, and whom Mr. Greenwood especially dis-

liked. Mr. Greenwood being a clergyman was, of course, supposed
to be a gentleman, and regarded Mr. Eoberts as being much beneath
himself. It was not customary for Mr. Eoberts to dine at the house,
and he was therefore regarded by the chaplain as being hardly
more than an upper servant. It was therefore very grievous to

him to be told that he must discuss his own private affairs and
make his renewed request as to the living through Mr. Eoberts. It

was evidently intended that he should have no opportunity of dis-

cussing his private affairs. Whatever the Marquis might offer him
he must take

;
and that, as far as he could see, without any power

of redress on his side. If Mr. Eoberts were to cffer him a thousand

pounds, he could only accept the cheque and depart with it from
Trafford Park, shaking off from his feet the dust which such in-

gratitude would forbid him to carry with him.
He was in the habit of walking daily for an hour before sunset,

moving very slowly up and down the driest of the roads near the

house, generally with his hands clasped behind his back, believing
that in doing so he was consulting his health, and maintaining that

bodily vigour which might be necessary to him for the performance
of the parochial duties at Appleslocombe. Now when he had left

the bed-room of the Marquis he went out of the front door, and

proceeded on his walk at a somewhat quicker pace than usual. He
was full of wrath, and his passion gave some alacrity to his move-
ments. He was of course incensed against the Marquis ;

but his
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anger burnt hottest against Lord Hampstead. In this he was
altogether unreasonable, for Lord Hampstead had said nothing
and done nothing that could injure his position. Lord Hampstead
disliked him and, perhaps, despised him, but had been anxious
that the Marquis should be liberal in the mode of severing a con-
nection which had lasted so long. But to Mr. Greenwood himself
it was manifest that all his troubles came from the iniquities of his

patron's two elder children ; and he remembered at every moment
that Lord Hampstead had insulted him when they were both

together. He was certainly not a man to forgive an enemy, or to

lose any opportunity for revenge which might come in his way.
Certainly it would be good if the young man could be got to

break his neck out hunting ;
or good if the yacht could be made

to founder, or go to pieces on a rock, or come to any other fatal

maritime misfortune. But these were accidents which he personally
could have no power to produce. Such wishing was infantine, and
fit only for a weak woman, such as the Marchioness. If anything
were to be done it must be done by some great endeavour

; and
the endeavour must come from himself. Then he reflected how far

the Marchioness would certainly be in his power, if both the Marquis
and his eldest son were dead. He did believe that he had obtained

great influence over her. That she should rebel against him was
of course on the cards. But he was aware that within the last

month, since the date, indeed, at which the Marquis had threatened
to turn him out of the house, he had made considerable progress
in imposing himself upon her as a master. He gave himself in

this respect much more credit than was in truth due to him. Lady
Kingsbury, though she had learnt to fear him, had not so subjected
herself to his influence as not to be able to throw him off should
a time come at which it might be essential to her comfort to do so.

But he had misread the symptoms, and had misread also the fret-

fulness of her impatience. He now assured himself that if anything
could be done he might rely entirely on her support. After all that
she had said to him, it would be impossible that she should throw
him over. Thinking of all this, and thinking also how expedient
it was that something should be done, he returned to the house
when he had taken the exact amount of exercise which he supposed
necessary for his health.

CHAPTEE XXXIV.

LIKE THE POOB CAT l' THE ADAGE.

WISHING will do nothing. If a man has sufficient cause for action
he should act.

"
Letting I dare not wait upon I would, Like the

poor cat i' the adage," never can produce results. Cherries will

not fall into your mouth without picking.
" If it were done, when

tis done then 'twere well it were done quickly." If grapes hang
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too high what is the use of thinking of them? Nevertheless,
*' Where there's a will there's a way." But certainly no way will

foe found amidst difficulties, unless a man set himself to work
eeriously to look for it. With such self-given admonitions, counsels,
and tags of old quotations as these, Mr. Greenwood went to work
with himself on Monday night, and came to a conclusion that if

anything were to be done it must be done at once.

Then came the question what was tho thing to be done, and
what at once meant ? When a thing has to be done which requires
a special summoning of resolution, it is too often something which
ought not to be done. To virtuous deeds, if they recommend
themselves to us at all,-we can generally make up our minds more
easily. It was pleasanter to Mr. Greenwood to think of the thing
as something in the future, as something which might possibly

get itself done for him by accident, than as an act the doing of
which must fall into his own hands. Then came the "

cat i' the

adage," and the " when 'tis done then 'twere well," and the rest

of it." Thursday morning, between four and five o'clock, when it

would be pitch dark, with neither star nor moon in the heavens,
when Lord Hampstead would certainly be alone in a certain spot,
unattended and easily assailable; would Thursday morning be
the fittest time for any such deed as that which he had now in

truth began to contemplate ?

When the thing presented itself to him in this new form, he
recoiled from it. It cannot be said that Mr. Greenwood was a man
of any strong religious feelings. He had been ordained early in

life to a curacy, having probably followed, in choosing his profession,
the bent given to him by his family connections, and had thus
from circumstances fallen into the household of his present patron's
uncle. From that to this he had never performed a service in a

church, and his domestic services as chaplain had very soon
become nothing. The old Lord Kingsbury had died very soon

afterwards, and Mr. Greenwood's services had been continued
rather as private secretary and librarian than as domestic chaplain.
He had been crafty, willing, and, though anxious, he had been able
to conceal his anxiety in that respect, and ready to obey when ho
found it necessary. In this manner he had come to his present
condition of life, and had but few of the manners or feelings of

a clergyman about him. He was quite willing to take a living
if it should come in his way, but to take it with a purpose that

the duties should be chiefly performed by a curate. He was not a

religious man
;
but when he came to look the matter in the face,

not on that account could he regard himself as a possible murderer
without terrible doubts.

As he thought of it his first and prevailing fear did not come
from the ignominious punishment which is attached to, and which

generally attends, the crime. He has been described as a man
flabby in appearance, as one who seemed to tremble in his shoes

when called upon for any special words, as one who might be

supposed to be devoid of strong physical daring. But the true
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character of the man was opposed to his outward bearing. Courage
is a virtue of too high a nature to be included among his gifts ;

but
lie had that command of his own nerves, that free action of blood
round his heart, that personal audacity coming from self-confidence,
which is often taken to represent courage. Given the fact that he
wanted an enemy out of the way, he could go to work to prepare
to put him out of the way without exaggerated dread of the

consequences as far as this world is concerned. He trusted much
in himself, and thought it possible that he could so look through
all the concomitant incidents of such an act as that he contemplated
without allowing one to escape him which might lead to detection.

He could so look at the matter, he thought, as to be sure whether
this or the other plot might or might not be safe. It might be that

no safe plot were possible, and that the attempt must therefore

be abandoned. These, at any rate, were not the dangers which
made him creep about in dismay at his own intentions.

There were other dangers of which he could not shake off the
dread. Whether he had any clear hope as to eternal bliss in

another life, it may be doubted. He probably drove from his mind
thoughts on the subject, not caring to investigate his own belief.

It is the practice of many to have their minds utterly callous in

that respect. To suppose that such men think this or think the
other as to future rewards and punishments is to give them credit

for a condition of mind to which they have never risen. Such
a one was probably Mr. Greenwood

;
but nevertheless he feared

something when this idea respecting Lord Hampstead presented
itself to him. It was as is some boggy-bo to a child, some half-

belief in a spectre to a nervous woman, some dread of undefined
evil to an imaginative but melancholy man. He did not think that

by meditating such a deed, by hardening his heart to the necessary
resolution, by steeling himself up to its perpetration, he would
bring himself into a condition unfitted for a life of bliss. His

thoughts did not take any such direction. But though there might
be no punishment in this world, even though there were to be
no other world in which punishment could come, still something
of evil would surely fall upon him. The conviction of the world
since the days of Cain have all gone in that direction. It was thus
that he allowed himself to be cowed, and to be made to declare

to himself again and again that the project must be abandoned.
But " the cat i' the adage

" succeeded so far on the Tuesday
in getting the better of his scruples, that he absolutely did form a

plot. He did not as yet quite see his way .to that security which
would be indispensable ;

but he did form a plot. Then came the

bitter reflection that what he would do would be done for the

benefit of others rather than his own. What would Lord Frederic

know of his benefactor when he should come to the throne as in

such case he would do as Marquis of Kingsbury ? Lord Frederic

would give him no thanks, even were he to know it, which of

course could never bo the case. And why had not that woman
assisted him, she who had instigated him to the doing of tho
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deed ?
" For Banquo's issue have I filed my mind," he said to

himself over and over again, not, however, in truth thinking of the
deed with any of the true remorse to which Macbeth was a prey.
The "

filing of his mind "
only occurred to him because the words

were otherwise apt. Would she even be grateful when she should
tell herself, as she surely would do, that the deed had been done

by the partner of her confidences ?

When he thought of the reward which was to come to him in

payment of the intended deed, something like a feeling of true

conscience did arise within him. Might it not be the case that even

he, callous as he was to most things, should find himself unable
to go down to Appleslocombe and read himself in, as the phrase
goes, as rector and pastor of the parish ? He thought of this as he

lay in his bed, and acknowledged to himself that his own audacity
would probably be insufficient to carry him through such a struggle.
But still on the morning when he rose he had not altogether

rejected the idea. The young man had scorned him and had
insulted him, and was hateful to him. But still why should he be
the Macbeth, seeing that the Lady Macbeth of the occasion was
untrue to him ? In all this he was unaware how very little his

Lady Macbeth had really meant when she had allowed herself in

his presence to express wishes as to her stepson's death.

He thought he saw his plan. The weapon was there ready
to his hand; a weapon which he had not bought, which could
not be traced to him, which would certainly be fatal if .used with
the assurance of which he was confident. And there would be

ample time for retreat. But still as he arranged it all in his mind
he regarded it all not as a thing fixed, but as a thing which was

barely possible. It was thus that it might be done, had the Lady
Macbeth of the occasion really shown herself competent to such a
task. Why should he trouble himself on such a matter ? Why
should he file his mind for Banquo's issue ? Yet he looked at the

pistol and at the window as he prepared to go up to her ladyship's
room before lunch on the Wednesday morning. It certainly could
be done, he said to himself, telling himself at the same time that
all that had been passing in his own mind was no more than a

vague speculation. A man is apt to speculate on things which
have no reality to him, till they become real.

He had assumed the practice of going to her ladyship's sitting-
room upstairs without a special summons, latterly to her ladyship's
great disgust. When her quarrel had first become strong with

Lady Frances she had no doubt received comfort from his support.
But now she had become weary of him, and had sometimes been
almost dismayed by the words he spoke to her. At half-past twelve

punctually she went down to her husband's room, and it was now
customary with the chaplain to visit her before she did so. She
had more than once almost resolved to toll him that she preferred
to be left alone during the morning. But she had not as yet
assumed the courage to do this. She was aware that words had
fallen from her in her anger which it was possible ho might use



LIKE THE POOR CAT P TEL ADAGE. 215

against her, were she to subject herself to his displeasure.
" Lord

Hampstead will be here at half-past four what you may call the
middle of the night to-morrow morning, Lady Kingsbury," said

he, repeating an assertion which he had already made to her two
or three times. As he did so he stood in the middle of the room,
looking down upon her with a gaze under which she had often

suffered, but which she did not in the least understand.
" Of course I know he's coming."
" Don't you think it a very improper time, with a sick man in

the house?"
" He won't disturb his father."
" I don't know. There will be the opening and the shutting of

the door, and the servant will be going about the passages, and
there will be the bringing in of the luggage."

" He won't have any luggage." Mr. Greenwood had been aware
of this ;

but it might be well that he should affect ignorance.
" It is like everything else that he does," he said, being anxious

to induce the stepmother to speak ill of her stepson. But the bent
of her mind had been turned. She was not conscious of the cause
which had produced the change, but she was determined to speak
no further evil of her stepchildren before Mr. Greenwood. "I
suppose there is nothing to be done ?

"
said Mr. Greenwood.

"What should there be to be done? If you do remain here I
wish you would sit down, Mr. Greenwood. You oppress me by
standing up in that way in the middle of the room."

"I do not wonder that you should be oppressed," he said,

seating himself, as was his wont, on the edge of a chair.
" I am

oppressed, I know. No one ever says a word to comfort me. What
am I to do if anything should happen ?

"

" Mr. Greenwood, what is the use of all this ?
"

" What would you think, Lady Kingsbury, if you had to live

all the rest of your life on an income arising from a thousand

pounds?"" It isn't my fault. What's the good of your coming to me with
nil that ? I have had nothing to do with the arrangement which
Lord Kingsbury has made with you. You know very well that I

do not dare even to mention your name to him, lest he should order

that you should be turned out of the house."
" Turned out of the house !

" he said, jumping off his chair on
to his legs with an alacrity which was quite unusual to him.
" Turned out of the house ? as if I were a dog 1 No man alive

would stand such language."
" You know very well that I've always stood your friend," said

the Marchioness, alarmed by the man's impetuosity.
" And you tell me that I'm to be turned out of the house !

"

" I only say that it would be better not to mention your name
to him. I must go now, because he will be waiting for me."

" He doesn't care a straw for you ;
not a straw."

" Mr. Greenwood !

"

"He cares only for his son and daughter; for the son and
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daughter of his first wife; for those two ignoble young persons
who, as you have said so often, are altogether unworthy of their

name."
" Mr. Greenwood, I cannot admit this."

"Have you not said it over and over again? Have you not
declared how good a thing it would be that Lord Hampstead should
die ? You cannot go back from all that, Lady Kingsbury."

"I must go now, Mr. Greenwood," she said, shuffling out of the
room. He had altogether frightened her, and, as she went down-
stairs, she determined that at whatever cost she must save herself

from further private conversation with the chaplain.
Mr. Greenwood, when he was thus left alone, did not at once

leave the room. He had reseated himself, and there he remained
still gazing as though there had been some one for him to gaze at,
and still seated on the edge of his chair as though there were some
one to see the affected humility of his position. But in truth the

gazing and the manner of sitting had become so customary to him
that they were assumed without thought. His mind was now full

of the injury done to him by the Marchioness. She had made him
her confidant

;
she had poured her secret thoughts into his ears ;

she had done her best to inspire him with her hatred and her

desires; and now, when she had almost taught him to be the
minister of her wishes, she turned upon him, and upbraided him
and deserted him ! Of course when he had sympathized with her
as to her ill-used darlings he had expected her to sympathize with
him as to the hardships inflicted upon him. But she cared nothing
for his hardships, and was anxious to repudiate the memory of all

the hard words which she had spoken as to her husband's children.

It should not be so! She should not escape from him in this

manner ! When confidences have been made, the persons making
them must abide the consequences. When a partnership has been

formed, neither partner has a right to retreat at once, leaving the
burden of all debts upon the other. Had not all these thoughts,
and plottings, which had been so heavy on his mind since that

telegram had come, which had been so heavy on his soul, been her

doing? Had not the idea come from her? Had there not been an
unspoken understanding between them that in consequence of

certain mutual troubles and mutual aspirations there should be a
plan of action arranged between them? Now she was deserting
him ! Well

;
he thought that he could so contrive things that she

should not do so with impunity. Having considered all this he

got up from his chair and slowly walked down to his own room.
He lunched by himself, and then sat himself down with a

novel, as was his wont at that hour of the day. There could be
no man more punctual in all his daily avocations than Mr. Green-
wood. After lunch there always came the novel; but there was
seldom much of it read. He would generally go to sleep, and would
remain so, enjoying perfect tranquillity for the best part of an hour.
Then he would go out for his constitutional walk, after which he
would again take up the novel till the time came for her ladyship's
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tea. On this occasion ho did not read at all, but neither did he at

once sleep. There had been that on his mind which, even though
it had not been perfected, banished sleep from him for some
minutes. There was no need of any further conversation as to

safety or danger. The deed, whether it would or could not have
been done in the manner he had premeditated, certainly would not
ba done now. Certainly not now would he file his mind for

Banquo's issue. But after half-an-hour of silent meditation he did

sleep.
When he arose and went out for a walk he felt that his heart

was light within him. He had done nothing by which he had

compromised himself. He had bound himself to no deed. As ho
walked up and down the road he assured himself that he had never

really thought of doing it. He had only speculated as to the pro-
bability, which is so common for men to do as to performances
which they had no thought of attempting. There was a great
burden gone from him. Had he desired to get rid of Lord Hamp-
stead, it was in that way that he would have done it

;
and he

would so have done it that he would never have been suspected of

the deed. He had never intended more than that. As he returned
to the house he assured himself that ho had never intended any-
thing more. And yet there was a great burden gone from him.

At five o'clock a message was brought to him that her ladyship,

finding herself to be rather unwell, begged to be excused from

asking him up to tea. The message was brought by the butler

himself, with a suggestion that he should have tea in his own room.
" I think I will, Harris," he said,

"
just take a cup. By-the-bye,

Harris, have you seen my lord to-day ?
" Harris declared that he

had seen his lordship, in a tone of voice which implied that he at

any rate had not been banished from my lord's presence.
" And

how do you find him ?
" Harris thought that the Marquis was a

little more like himself to-day than ho had been for the last three

days.
" That's right. I am very glad to hear that. Lord Hamp-

stead's coming to-morrow will be a great comfort to him."
"
Yes, indeed," said Harris, who was quite on Lord Hampstead's

side in the family quarrels. He had not been pleased with the idea

of the Eoden marriage, which certainly was unfortunate for the

daughter of a Marquis ; but he was by no means inclined to take

part against the heir to the family honours.
" I wish he were coming at a little more reasonable hour in the

day," said Mr. Greenwood with a smile. But Harris thought that

the time of the day would do very well. It was the kind of thing
which his lordship very often did, and Harris did not see any harm
in it.' This Harris said with his hand on the lock of the door.

Rowing that he was not anxious for a prolonged conversation with
the chaplain.
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CHAPTEK XXXV.

LADY FBANCES SEES HER LOVEK.

ON the Monday in that week, Monday, the 5th of January, on
which day Hampstead had been hunting and meditating the attack
which he subsequently made on Zachary Fay, in King's Court,
Mrs. Yincent had paid a somewhat unusually long visit in Paradise
Eow. As the visit was always made on Monday, neither had Clara

Demijohn or Mrs. Duffer been very much surprised ;
but still it had

been observed that the brougham had been left at the " Duchess of

Edinburgh
"

for an hour beyond the usual time, and a few remarks
were made. " She is so punctual about her time generally," Clara
had said. But Mrs. Duffer remarked that as she had exceeded the

hour usually devoted to her friend's company she had probably
found it quite as well to stay another. "

They don't make half-

hours in any of those yards, you know," said Mrs. Duffer. And so

the matter had been allowed to pass as having been sufficiently

explained.
But there had in truth been more than that in Mrs. Vincent's

prolonged visit to her cousin. There had been much to be dis-

cussed, and the discussion led to a proposition made that evening
by Mrs. Eoden to her son by which the latter was much surprised.
She was desirous of starting almost immediately for Italy, and was
anxious that he should accompany her. If it were to be so he was

quite alive to the expediency of going with her.
" But what is it,

mother ?
" he asked, when she had requested his attendance without

giving the cause which rendered the journey necessary. Then she

paused as though considering whether she would comply with his

request, and tell him that whole secret of his life which she had
hitherto concealed from him. " Of course, I will not press you,"
he said,

"
if you think that you cannot trust me."

"
Oh, George, that is unkind."

" What else am I to say ? Is it possible that I should start

suddenly upon such a journey, or that I should see you doing so,
without asking the reason why ? Or can I suppose, if you do
not tell me, but that there is some reason why you should not
trust me ?

"

" You know I trust you. No mother ever trusted a son more

implicitly. You ought to know that. It is not a matter of trusting.
There may be secrets to which a person shall be so pledged that she
cannot tell them to her dearest friend. If I had made a promise
would you not have me keep it ?

"

" Promises such as that should not be exacted, and should not

oe made."
" But if they have been exacted and have been made ? Do as I

ask you now, and it is probable that everything will be clear to

you before wo return, or at any rate as clear to you as it is to me."
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After this, with a certain spirit of reticence which was peculiar
with him, he made up his mind to do as his mother would have
him without asking further questions. He set himself to work
immediately to make the necessary arrangements for his journey
with as much apparent satisfaction as though it were to be done on
his own behalf. It was decided that tfcgf 'srosid start on the next

Friday, travel through France and by the tunnel of the Mont Cenis

to Turin, and thence on to Milan. Of what further there was to

befall them he knew nothing at this period.
It was necessary in the first place that he should get leave of

absence from Sir Boreas, as to which he professed himself to be
in much doubt, because he had already enjoyed the usual leave of

absence allowed by the rules of the office. But on this matter he
found .ZEolus to be very complaisant.

"
"What, Italy ?

"
said Sir

Boreas.
"
Very nice when you get there, I should say, but a bad

time of year for travelling. Sudden business, eh ? To go with your
mother ! It is bad for a lady to go alone. How long ? You don't

know? Well! come back as soon as you can; that's all. You
couldn't take Crocker with you, could you ?

" For at this time
Crocker had already got into further trouble in regard to imper-
fections of handwriting. He had been promised absolution as to

some complaint made against him on condition that he could read
a page of his own manuscript. But he had altogether failed in the

attempt. Eoden didn't think that he could carry Crocker to Italy,
but arranged his own affair without that impediment.

But there was another matter which must be arranged also. It

was now six weeks since he had walked with Lord Hampstead
half-way back from Holloway to Hendon, and had been desired by
his friend not to visit Lady Frances while she was staying at

Hendon Hall. The reader may remember that he had absolutely
refused to make any promise, and that there had consequently been
some sharp words spoken between the two friends. There might,
he had then said, arise an occasion on which he should find it im-

possible not to endeavour to see the girl he loved. But hitherto,

though he had refused to submit himself to the demand made upon
him, he had complied with its spirit. At this moment, as it seemed
to him, a period had come in which it was essential to him that he
should visit her. There had been no correspondence between them
since those Konigsgraaf days in consequence of the resolutions
which she herself had made. Now, as he often told himself, they
were as completely separated as though each had determined never

again to communicate with the other. Months had gone by since
a word had passed between them. He was a man patient, retentive,
and by nature capable of enduring such a trouble without loud

complaint ; but 'he did remember from day to day how near they
were to each other, and he did not fail to remind himself that he
could hardly expect to find constancy in her unless he took some
means of proving to her that he was constant himself. Thinking
of all this, he determined that he would do his best to see her
before he started for Italy. Should he fail to be received at Hendon
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Hall, then he would write. But he would go to the house and
make his attempt.

On Thursday morning, the day on which Hampstead arrived at

Trafford Park, he went down from London, and knocking at the
door asked at once for Lady Frances. Lady Frances was at home
and alone ; alone altogether, having no companion with her in the
house during her brother's absence. The servant who opened the

door, the same who had admitted poor Crocker and had understood
how much his young mistress had been dismayed when the Post
Office clerk had been announced, was unwilling at once to show
this other Post Office clerk into the house, although he probably
understood well the difference between the two comers. "

I'll go
and see," he said, leaving George Eoden to sit or stand in the hall

as he liked best. Then the man, with a sagacity which certainly
did him credit, made a roundabout journey through the house, so
that the lover stationed in the hall might not know that his mistress

was to be reached merely by the opening of a single door. "A
gentleman in the hall ?

"
said Lady Frances.

" Mr. Roden, my lady," said the man.
" Show him in," said Lady Frances, allowing herself just a

moment for consideration, a moment so short that she trusted
that no hesitation had been visible. And yet she had doubted
much. She had been very clear in explaining to her brother that
she had made no promise. She had never pledged herself to any
one that she would deny herself to her lover should he come to

see her. She would not admit to herself that even her brother,
even her father, had a right to demand from her such a pledge.
But she knew what were her brother's wishes on this matter, and
what were the reasons for them. She knew also how much she
owed to him. But she too had suffered from that long silence.

She had considered that a lover whom she never saw, and from
whom she never heard, was almost as bad as no lover at all. She
had beaten her feathers against her cage, as she thought of this

cruel separation. She had told herself of the short distance which
separated Hendon from Holloway. She perhaps had reflected that
had the man been as true to her as was she to him, he would not
have allowed himself to be deterred by the injunctions either of

father or brother. Now, at any rate, when her lover was at the

door, she could not turn him away. It had all to be thought of,

but it was thought of so quickly that the order for her lover's

admittance was given almost without a pause which could have
been felt. Then, in half a minute, her lover was in the room with her.

Need the chronicler of such scenes declare that they were in

each other's arms before a word was spoken between them-? The
first word that was spoken came from her. "

Oh, George, how
long it has been !

"

" It has been long to me."
" But at last you have come ?

"

" Did you expect me sooner ? Had you not agreed with Hamp-
stead and your father that I was not to come ?

"
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" Never mind. You are here now. Poor papa, you know, is

very ill. Perhaps I may have to go down there. John is there
now."

"
Is he so ill as that ?"

" John went last night. We do not quite know how ill he is.

He does not write, and we doubt whether we get at the truth. I
was very nearly going with him

;
and then, sir, you would not have

seen me at all."
" Another month, another six months, another year, would have

made no difference in my assurance of your truth to me.''
" That is a very pretty speech for you to make."
" Nor I think in yours for me."
" I am bound, of course, to be just as pretty as you are. But

why have you come now ? You shouldn't have come when John
had left me all alone."

" I did not know that you were here alone."
" Or you would not have come, perhaps '? But you should not

have come. Why did you not ask before you came ?
"

"Because I should have been refused. It would have been
refused ;

would it not ?
"

"
Certainly it would."

" But as I wish to see you specially
"

"Why specially? I have wanted to see you always. Every
day has been a special want. It should have been so with you
also had you been as true as I am. There should have been no

special times."
" But I am going

"

"
Going ! Where are you going ? Not for always ! You are

leaving Holloway, you mean, or the Post Office." Then he ex-

plained to her that as far as he knew the journey would not be for

long. He was not leaving his office, but had permission to absent
himself for a time, so that he might travel with his mother as far

as Milan.
"
Nay," said he, laughing,

"
why I am to do so I do not

in the least know. My mother has some great Italian mystery of

which she has never yet revealed to me any of the circumstances.
All I know is that I was born in Italy."

"You an Italian?"
"I did not say that. There is an old saying that you need not

be a horse because you were born in a stable. Nor do I quite
know that I was born in Italy, though I feel sure of it. Of my
father I have never known anything, except that he was certainly
a bad husband to my mother. There are circumstances which do
make me almost sure that I was born in Italy ;

but as my mother
has been unwilling to talk to me of my earliest days, I have never

chosen to ask her. Now I shall perhaps know it all."

Of what else passed between them the reader need learn no
details. To her the day was one of exceeding joy. A lover in

China, or waging wars in Zululand or elsewhere among the distant

regions, is a misfortune. A lover ought to be at hand, ready at the

moment, to be kissed or scolded, to wait upon you, or, so much



222 MARION FAT.

sweeter still, to be \vaited upon, just as the occasion may serve.

But the lover in China is better than one in the next street or the
next parish, or only a few miles off by railway, whom you may
not see. The heart recognizes the necessity occasioned by distance

with a sweet softness of tender regrets, but is hardened by mutiny,
or crushed by despair in reference to stern parents or unsuitable

pecuniary circumstances. Lady Frances had been enduring the
sternness of parents, and had been unhappy. Now there had come
a break. She had seen what he was like, and had heard his voice,
and been reassured by his vows, and had enjoyed the longed-for

opportunity of repeating her own. "Nothing, nothing, nothing
can change me !

" How was he to be sure of that while she had no-

opportunity of telling him that it was so ?
" No time

; nothing
that papa can say, nothing that John can do, will have any effect.

As to Lady Kingsbury, of course you know that she has thrown
me off altogether." It was nothing to him, he said, who might
have thrown her off. Having her promise, he could bide his time.

Not but that he was impatient ;
but that he knew that when so

much was to be given to him at last, it behoved him to endure all

things rather than to be faint of heart. And so they parted.

She, however, in spite of her joy, had a troubled spirit when he
was gone. She had declared to her brother that she was bound by
no promise as to seeing or not seeing her lover, but yet she was
aware how much she owed to him, and that, though she had not

promised, he had made a promise on her behalf, to her father. But
for that promise she would never have been allowed to be at Hendon
Hall. Her brother had made all his arrangements so as to provide
for her a home in which she might be free from the annoyances
inflicted upon her by her stepmother ;

but had done so almost with
a provision that she should not see George Eoden. She certainly
had done nothing herself to infringe that stipulation ;

but George
Eoden had come, and she had seen him. She might have refused
him admittance, no doubt; but then again she thought that it

would have been impossible to do so. How could she have told
the man to deny her, thus professing her indifference for him in

regard to whom she had so often declared that she was anxious
that all the world should know that they were engaged to marry
each other? It would have been impossible ^for her not to see
him

;
and yet she felt that she had been treacherous to her brother,

to whom she owed so much !

One thing seemed to her to be absolutely necessary. She must
write at once and tell him what had occurred. Thinking of this
she sat down and wrote so that she might despatch her letter by
that post; and what she wrote is here given.

"Mr DEAE JOHN,
" I shall be so anxious to get news from Trafford, and to

hear how you found papa. I cannot but think that were he very
ill somebody would have let us know the truth. Though Mr.
Greenwood is cross-grained and impertinent, he would hardly
have kept ns in the dark.
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"Now I have a piece of news to tell you which I hope will not
make you very angry. It was not my doing, and I do not know
how I could have helped it. Your friend, George Eoden, called

to-day and asked to see me. Of course I could have refused. He
was in the hall when Eichard announced him, and I suppose I
could have sent out word to say that I was not at home. But
I think you will feel that that was in truth impossible. How is

one to tell a lie to a man when one feels towards him as I do about
George ? Or how could I even let the servants think that I would
treat him so badly ? Of course every one knows about it. I want
every one to know about it, so that it may be understood that I am
not in the least ashamed of what I mean to do.

" And when you hear why he came I do not think that you
can be angry even with him. He has been called upon, for some
reason, to go at once with his mother to Italy. They start for
Milan to-morrow, and he does not at all know when he may return.
Ho had to get leave at the Post Office, but that Sir Boreas whom
he talks about seems to have been very good-natured ahout giving
it. He asked him whether he would not take Mr. Crocker with
him to Italy ;

but that of course was a joke. I suppose they do
not like Mr. Crocker at the Post Office any better than you do.

Why Mrs. Eoden should have to go he does not understand. All
he knows is that there is some Italian secret which he will hear all

about before he comes home.
" Now I really do think that you cannot be surprised that he

should have come to see me when he is going to take such a

journey as that. What should I have thought if I had heard that
he had gone without saying a word to me about it ? Don't you
think that that would have been most unnatural ? I should have
almost broken my heart when I heard that he had started.

" I do hope, therefore, that you will not be angry with either of

us. But yet I feel that I may have brought you into trouble with

papa. I do not care in the least for Lady Kingsbury, who has no
right to interfere in the matter at all. After her conduct every-
thing, I think, is over between us. But I shall be indeed sorry if

papa is vexed ;
and shall feel it very much if he says anything to

you after all your great kindness to me.
" Your affectionate sister,

" FANNY."

" I have done one other thing to-day," said George Eoden, when
he was explaining to his mother on Thursday evening all the

preparations he had made for their journey.
" What other thing ?

" she asked, guessing accurately, however,
the nature of the thing of which he was about to speak.

" I have seen Lady Frances Eoden."
" I thought it probable that you might endeavour to do so."
" I have done more than endeavour on this occasion. I went

down to Hendon Hall, and was shown into the drawing-room, I am
sorry for Hampstead's sake, but it was impossible for me not to do so."
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" Why sorry for his sake ?
"
she asked.

" Because he had pledged himself to his father that I should
not do so. He clearly had no right to make such a pledge. I

could not bind myself to an assurance by keeping which I might
seem to show myself to be indifferent. A girl may bind herself by
such a promise, but hardly a man. Had I made the promise I
almost think I must have broken it. I did not make it, and there-

fore I have no sin to confess. But I fear I shall have done him
a mischief with his father."

.

" And what did she say, George ?
"

"Oh; just the old story, mother, I suppose. What she said

was what I knew just as well before I went there. But yet it was

necessary that I should hear what she had to say; and as

necessary, I think, that she should hear me."

"Quite as necessary, I am sure," said his mother, kissing his

forehead.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

MB. GREENWOOD'S FEELINGS.

ON that Wednesday night Mr. Greenwood did not sleep much. It

may be doubted whether he once closed his eyes in slumber. He
had indeed been saved from the performance of an act which now
seemed to him to be so terrible that he could hardly believe that
he had in truth contemplated it

;
but yet he knew, he knew that

it for some hours had been the purpose of his mind to do it ! He
struggled to make himself believe that it had in truth been no
more than a speculation, that there had been no formed purpose,
that he had only amused himself by considering how he could do
such a deed without detection, if the deed were to be done. He
had simply been thinking over the blunders of others, the blindness
of men who had so bungled in their business as to have left easy
traces for the eyes and intelligence of the world outside, and had
been assuring himself how much better he could manage if the

necessity of such an operation were to come upon him. That waa
all. No doubt he hated Lord Hampstead, and had cause to do so.

It was thus that he argued with himself. But his hatred had
surely not carried him to the intention of murder !

There could have been no question of real murder
; for why

should he have troubled himself either with the danger or with the
load which it would certainly have imposed on his conscience ?

Much as he hated Lord Hampstead, it was no business of his. It

was that Lady Macbeth upstairs, the mother of the darlings, who
had really thought of murder. It was she who had spoken openly
of her great desire that Lord Hampstead should cease to live. Had
there been any real question of murder it would have been for her
to meditate, for her to think, for her to plot ; surely not for him J
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Certainly, certainly he had contemplated no such deed as that, with
the object of obtaining for the comfort of his old ago the enjoyment
of the living of Appleslocombe ! He told himself now that had he
in truth committed such a crime, had he carried out the plot which
had formed itself in his brain only as a matter of speculation*

though he might not have been detected, yet he would have been

suspected; and suspicion would have been as destructive to his

hopes as detection. Of course all that had been clear enoughjto him

throughout his machinations; and therefore how could he really
have intended it ? He had not intended it. It had only been ono
of those castles in the air which the old build as well as the young,

which are no more than the "
airy fabrics

"
of the brain !

It was thus he struggled to drive from his mind and from his

eyes the phantom of the terrible deed. But that he did not
succeed was made evident to himself by the hot clammy drops of

sweat which came out upon his brow, by his wakefulness through-
out the livelong night, by the carefulness with which his ears-

watched for the sound of the young man's coming, as though it

were necessary that he should be made assured that the murder
had in truth not been done. Before that hour had come he found
himself to bo shaking even in his bed

;
to be drawing the clothes

around him to dispel the icy cold, though the sweat still stood upon
his brow ;

to be hiding his eyes under the bed-clothes in order that he

might not see something which seemed to be visible to him through
the utmost darkness of the chamber. At any rate he had done

nothing ! Let his thoughts have been what they might, he had
soiled neither his hands nor his conscience. Though everything
that he had ever done or ever thought were known, he was free

from all actual crime. She had talked of death and thought of

murder. He had only echoed her words and her thoughts, meaning
nothing, as a man is bound to do to a woman. "Why then could
he not sleep ? Why should he be hot and shiver with cold by turns ?

Why should horrid phantoms perplex him in the dark ? He was
sure he had never meant it. What must be the agony of those who
do mean, of those who do execute, if such punishment as this were
awarded to one who had done no more than build a horrid cas'uc iu

the air ? Did she sleep ;
he wondered, she who had certainly

done more than build a castle in the air
; she who had wished and

longed, and had a reason for her wishing and her longing ?

At last he heard a footfall on the road, which passed but some
few yards distant from his window, a quick, cheery, almost running
footfall, a step full of youth and life, sounding crisp on the hard
frozen ground ;

and he knew that the young man whom he hated
had come. Though he had never thought of murdering him, as
Iw told himself, yet he hated him. And then his thoughts,
although in opposition to his own wishes, which were intent upon
sleep, if sleep would only come to him, ran away to the building
of other castles. How would it have been now, now at this

moment, if that plan, which he had never really intended to carry
out, which had only been a speculation, had been a true plan and

q
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been truly executed ? How -would it have been with them all now
at Trafford Park ? The Marchioness -would have been at any rate

altogether satisfied
;

but what comfort would there have been in

that to him ? Lord Frederic would have been the heir to a grand
title and to vast estates

;
but how would he have been the better

for that? The old lord who was lying there so sick in the next
room might probably have sunk into his grave with a broken heart.

The Marquis had of late been harsh to him
;
but there did come to

him an idea at the present moment that he had for thirty years
eaten the sick man's bread. And the young man would have been
sent without a moment's notice to meet his final doom ! Of what
nature that might have been, the wretched man lying there did not
dare even to make a picture in his imagination. It was a matter
which he had sedulously and successfully dismissed from all his

thoughts. It was of the body lying out there in the cold, not of the

journey which the winged soul might make, that he unwillingly
drew a picture to himself. He conceived how he himself, in the

prosecution of the plan which he had formed, would have been
forced to have awakened the house, and to tell of the deed, and to

assist in carrying the body to what resting-place might have been
found for it. There he would have had to enact a part of which he

had, a few hours since, told himself that he would be capable,
but in attempting which he was now sure that he would have
succumbed to the difficulties of the struggle. Who would have
broken the news to the father? Who would have attempted to

speak the first word of vain consolation ? Who would have flown
to the lady's door upstairs and have informed her that death was
in the house and have given her to understand that the eldest of
her darlings was the heir ? It would have been for him to do it

all
; for him with a spirit weighed down to the ground by that

terrible burden with which the doing of such a deed would have
loaded it. He would certainly have revealed himself in the

struggle !

But why should he allow his mind to be perplexed with such
thoughts? No such deed had been done. There had been no
mui'vler. The young man was there now in the house, light-
hearted after his walk

;
full of life and youthful energy. Why

should he be troubled with such waking dreams as these ? Must
it be so with him always, for the rest of his life, only because he
had considered how a thing might best be done ? He heard a foot-

step in a distant passage, and a door closed, and then again all was
silent. Was there not cause to him for joy in the young man's

presence? If his speculations had been wicked, was there not
time to turn for repentance, for repentance, though there was so
little for which repentance were needed? Nevertheless the night
was to him so long, and the misery connected with the Trafford
name so great, that he told himself that he would quit the place as

soon as possible. He would take whatever money were offered
to him and go. How would it have been with him had he roally
done the deed, when ho found himself unable to sleep in the house
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in which he -would not quite admit to himself that he had even

contemplated it ?

On the next morning his breakfast was brought to him in his
own room, and he inquired from the servant after Lord Hampstead
and his purposes. The servant thonght that his lordship meant to

remain on that day and the next. So he had heard Harris, the

btitler, say. His lordship was to see his father at eleven o'clock that

morning. The household bulletin respecting the Marquis had that

morning been rather more favourable than usual. The Marchioness
had not yet been seen. The doctor would probably be there by
twelve. This was the news which Mr. Greenwood got from the
servant who waited upon him. Could he not escape from the
house during the period that the young lord would be there, with-
out seeing the young lord ? The young lord was hateful to him
more hateful than ever. He would, if possible, get himself carried

into Shrewsbury, and remain there on some excuse of visiting a
friend till the young lord should have returned to London. He
could not tell himself why, but he felt that the sight of the young
lord would be oppressive to him.

But in this he was prevented by an intimation that was given
to him early in the day, before he had made preparations for his

going, that Lord Hampstead wished to see him, and would wait

upon him in his own room. The Marquis had expressed himself

grateful to his son for coming, but did not wish to detain him at

Trafford.
" Of course it is very dull for you, and I think I am

better."
" I am so glad of that

;
but if you think that I am of any

comfort to you I shall be delighted to stay. I suppose Fanny
would come down if I remain here."

Then the Marquis shook his head. Fanny, he thought, had
better be away.

" The Marchioness and Fanny would not be happy
in the house together, unless, indeed, she has given up that young
man." Hampstead could not say that she had given up the young
man. " I do hope she never sees him," said the Marquis. Then
his son assured him that the two had never met since Fanny had

gone to Hendon Hall. And he was rash enough to assure his

father that there would be no such meeting while his sister was his

guest. At that moment George Eoden was standing in the drawing-
room at Hendon Hall with Lady Frances in his arms.

After that there arose a conversation between the father and
son as to Mr. Greenwood. The Marquis was very desirous that the

man who had become so objectionable to him should quit the

house.
" The truth is," said the Marquis,

" that it is he who makes
all the mischief between me and your stepmother. It is he that

makes me ill. I have no comfort while he is here, making plots

against me." If they two had only known the plot which had
been made! Hampstead thought it reasonable that the man
should be sent away, if only because his presence was disagreeable.

Why should a man be kept in the house simply to produce annoy-
ance ? But there must be the question of compensation. He did not
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think that 1000 was sufficient. Then the Marquis was unusually
difficult of persuasion in regard to money. Hampstead thought
that an annuity of 300 a year should be settled on the poor clergy-
man. The Marquis would not hear of it. The man had not

performed even the slight duties which had been required of him.
The books had not even been catalogued. To bribe a man, such as

that, by 300 a year for making himself disagreeable would be
intolerable. The Marquis had never promised him anything. He
ought to have saved his money. At last the father and son came
to terms, and Hampstead sent to prepare a meeting with the

chaplain.
Mr. Greenwood was standing in the middle of the room when

Lord Hampstead entered it, rubbing his fat hands together.

Hampstead saw no difference in the man since their last meeting,
but there was a difference. Mr. Greenwood's manner was at first

more submissive, as though he were afraid of his visitor
; but

before the interview was over he had recovered his audacity.
" My

father has wished me to see you," said Hampstead. Mr. Greenwood
went on rubbing his hands, still standing in the middle of the room.
" He seems to think it better that you should leave him."

" I don't know why he should think it better
; but, of course, I

will go if he bids me." Mr. Greenwood had quite made up his

mind that it would be better for him also that he should go.
" There will be no good in going into that. I think we might

as well sit down, Mr. Greenwood." They did sit down, the

chaplain as usual perching himself on the edge of a chair.
" You

have been here a great many years."
" A great many, Lord Hampstead ; nearly all my life

; before

you were born, Lord Hampstead." Then, as he sat gazing, there
came before his eyes the phantom of Lord Hampstead being carried
into the house as a corpse while he himself was struggling beneath
a portion of the weight." Just so

;
and though the Marquis cannot admit that there

is any claim upon him "

" No claim, Lord Hampstead !
"

"
Certainly no claim. Yet he is quite willing to do something

in acknowledgment of the long connection. His lordship thinks
that an annuity of 200 a year

" Mr. Greenwood shook his

head, as though he would say that that certainly would not satisfy
him. Hampstead had been eager to secure the full 300 for the

wretched, useless man, but the Marquis had declared that he
would not burden the estate with a charge so unnecessarily large." I say," continued Hampstead, frowning,

" that his lordship has
desired me to say that you shall receive during your life an
annuity of 200." It certainly was the fact that Lord Hampstead
could frown when he was displeased, and that at such moments
he would assume a look of aristocratic impatience which was at

variance with his professed political theories. Mr. Greenwood
again shook his head. " I do not think that I need say anything
farther," continued the young lord.

" That is my father's decision.
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He prestTDies that you would prefer the annuity to the immediate

payment of a thousand pounds." Here the shaking of the head
became more violent. "I have only in addition to ask you when it

will suit you to leave Trafford Park." Lord Hampstead, when he
had left his father, had determined to use his blandest manner
in communicating these tidings to the chaplain. But Mr. Green-
wood was odious to him. The way in which the man stood on the
floor and nibbed his hands together, and sat on the edge of his

chair, and shook his head without speaking a word, were disgusting
to him. If the man had declared boldly his own view of what was
due to him, Hampstead would have endeavoured to be gracious
to him. As it was he was anything but gracious, as he asked the

chaplain to name the day on which he would be prepared to leave
the house.

" You mean to eay that I am to be turned out."

"It is some months since you were told that my father no
longer ^required your services."

" I am to bo turned out, like a dog, after thirty years !

"
" I cannot contradict you when you say so, but I must ask you

to name a day. It is not as though the suggestion were now made
to you for the first time." Mr. Greenwood got up from the edge
of the chair, and again stood in the middle of the room. Lord
Hampstead felt himself constrained also to stand. " Have you any
answer to make to me? "

' No
;
I have not," said the chaplain.

' You mean that you have not fixed upon a day ?
"

'I shan't go with 200 a year," said the chaplain. "It's

unreasonable ; it's brutal !

"

' Brutal !

" shouted Lord Hampstead.
' I shan't stir till I've seen the Marquis himself. It's out of

the question that he should turn me out in this way. How am
I to live upon 200 a year ? I always understood that I was to

have Appleslocombe."" No such promise was ever made to you," said Lord Hamp-
stead, very angrily.

" No hint of such a thing has ever been made
except by yourself."

" I always understood it," said Mr. Greenwood. " And I shall

not leave this till I've had an opportunity of discussing the matter
with the Marquis himself. I don't think the Marquis would ever
have treated me in this way, only for you, Lord Hampstead."

This was intolerable. What was he to do with the abominable
man ? It would be very disagreeable, the task of turning him out
while the Marquis was still so ill, and yet it was not to be endured
that such a man should be allowed to hold his position in the house
in opposition to the will of the owner. It was, he felt, beneath
him to defend himself against the charge made or even to defend
his father.

"
If you will not name a day, I must," said the young

lord. The man remained immovable on his seat except that he
continued to rub his hands. " As I can get no answer I shall have
to instruct Mr. Roberts that you cannot be allowed to remain hero
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after the last day of the month. If you have any feeling left to

you you will not impose upon us so unpleasant a duty while my
father is ill." With this he left the room, while Mr. Greenwood
was still standing and rubbing his hands.

Two hundred pounds a year ! He had better go and take it.

He was quite aware of that. But how was he to live upon 200,

he who had been bedded and boarded all his life at the expense of

another man, and had also spent 300 ? But at the moment this

was not the thought uppermost in his mind. Would it not have

been better that he should have carried out that project of his ?

Only that he had been merciful, this young lord would not have

been able to scorn him and ill-treat him as he had done. There

were no phantoms now. Now he thought that he could have

carried his share of the corpse into the house without flinching.

CEAPTEE XXXVIL

"THAT WOULD BE DISAGEEEABLE."

THINGS at Trafford on that day and on the next were very un-
comfortable. No house could possibly be more so. There were
four persons who, in the natural course of things, would have
lived together, not one of whom would sit down to table with any
other. The condition of the Marquis, of course, made it impossible
that he should do so. He was confined to his room, in which he
would not admit Mr. Greenwood to come near him, and where his

wife's short visits did not seem to give him much satisfaction.

Even with his son he was hardly at his ease, seeming to prefer the

society of the nurse, with occasional visits from the doctor and Mr.
Eoberts. The Marchioness confined herself to her own room, in
which it was her intention to prevent the inroads of Mr. Greenwood
as far as it might be possible. That she should be able to exclude
him altogether was more than she could hope, but much, she

thought, could be done by the dint of headaches, and by a resolution

never to take her food downstairs. Lord Hampstead had declared
las purpose to Harris, as well as to his father, never again to sit

down to table with Mr. Greenwood. " Where does he dine ?
" he

asked the butler.
"
Generally in the family dining-room, my lord,"

said Harris.
" Then give me my dinner in the breakfast parlour.""

Yes, my lord," said the butler, who at once resolved to regard
Mr. Greenwood as an enemy of the family. In this manner Mr.
Greenwood gave no trouble, as he had his meat sent to him in his

own sitting-room. But all this made the house very uncomfortable.
In the afternoon Mr. Koberts came over from Shrewsbury, and

saw Lord Hampstead. "I knew he would make himself dis-

agreeable, my lord," said Mr. Eoberts.
" How did you know it ?

"

"
Things creep out. He had made himself disagreeable to his
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lordship for some months past; and then \ve heard that he was
talking of Applesloconibe as though he were certain to be sent
there."

" My father never thought of it."

"I didn't think he did. Mr. Greenwood is the idlest human
being that ever lived, and how could he have performed the duties
of a parish?"

" He asked my father once, and my father flatly refused him."
"
Perhaps her ladyship ," suggested Mr. Eoberts, with some

hesitation.

"At any rate he is not to have Appleslocombe, and he must be
made to go. How is it to be done ?

" Mr. Eoberts raised his

eyebrows.
" I suppose there must be some means of turning an

objectionable resident out of a house."
"The police, of course, could carry him out with a magis-

trate's order. He would have to be treated like any other vagrant."" That would be disagreeable."

"Very disagreeable, my lord," said Mr. Eoberts. "My lord
should be saved from that if possible."" How if we gave him nothing to eat ?

"
said Lord Hampstead." That would be possible ; but it would be troublesome. "What

if he resolved to remain and be starved ? It would be seeing which
would hold out the longer. I don't think my lord would have the
heart to keep him twenty-four hours without food. We must try
and save my lord from what is disagreeable as much as we can."

Lord Hampstead was in accord as to this, but did not quite see

his way how to effect it. There were still, however, more than
three weeks to run before the day fixed for the chaplain's exit, and
Mr. Eoberts suggested that it might in that time be fully brought
home to the man that his 200 a year would depend on his going.

"Perhaps you'd better leave him to me, my lord," said Mr.
Eoberts ;

" and I shall deal with him better when you're not here."

When the time came for afternoon tea, Mr. Greenwood, per-
ceiving that no invitation came to him from the Marchioness, sent

a note xip to her asking for the favour of an interview.
" He had

a few words to say, and would bo much obliged to her if she would
allow him to come to her." On receiving this she pondered for

some time before she could make up her mind as to what answer-

she should give. She would have been most anxious to do as she
had already heard that Lord Hampstead had done, and decline to

meet him at all. She could not analyze her own feelings about the

man, but had come during the last few days to hold him in horror.

It was as though something of the spirit of the murderer had
shown itself to her in her eyes. She had talked glibly, wickedly,
horribly of the death of the man who had seemed to stand in her

way. She had certainly wished for it. She had taught herself to

think, by some ultra-feminine lack of logic, that she had really
been injured in that her own eldest boy had not been born heir to

his father's titles. She had found it necessary to have some

recipient for her griefs. Her own sister, Lady Persiflage, had given
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her no comfort, and then she had sought for and had received

cucouragment from her husband's chaplain. But in talking of
Lord Hampstead's death she had formed no plan. She had only
declared in strong language that if, by the hand of Providence,
such a thing should he done, it would be to her a happy chance.
She had spoken out where another more prudent than she would

perhaps only have wished. But this man had taken up her words
with an apparently serious purpose which had frightened her

;
and

then, as though he had been the recipient of some guilty secret, he
had laid aside the respect which had been usual to him, and had
assumed a familiarity of co-partnership which had annoyed and

perplexed her. She did not quite understand it all, but was con-

scious of a strong desire to be rid of him. But she did not dare

quite as yet to let him know that such was her purpose, and she
therefore sent her maid down to him with a message.

" Mr. Green-
wood wants to see me," she said to the woman. " Will you tell

him with my compliments that I am not very well, and that I

must beg him not to stay long."
" Lord Hampstead has been a-quarrelling with Mr. Greenwood,

my lady, this very morning," said the maid.
"
Quarrelling, Walker ?

"

"
Yes, my lady. There has been ever so much about it. My

lord says as he won't sit down to dinner with Mr. Greenwood on no

account, and Mr. Roberts has been here, all about it. He's to be
turned away."

" Who is to be turned away ?
"

" Mr. Greenwood, my lady. Lord Hampstead has been about
it all the morning. It's for that my lord the Marquis has sent for

him, and nobody's to speak to him till he's packed lip everything,
and taken himself right away out of the house."

"Who has told you all that, Walker?" Walker, however,
would not betray her informant. She answered that it was being
talked of by everybody downstairs, and she repeated it now only
because she thought it proper that " my lady

" should be informed
of what was going on.

" My lady
" was not sorry to have received

the information even from her maid, as it might assist her in her
conversation with the chaplain.

On this occasion Mr. Greenwood sat down without being asked.
" I am sorry to hear that you are so unwell, Lady Kingsbury."

" I have got one of my usual headaches
; only it's rather worse

than usual."

"I have something to say which I am sure you will not be

surprised that I should wish to tell you. I have been grossly
insulted by Lord Hampstead."

"What can I do?"
" Well ; something ought to be done."
" I cannot make myself answerable for Lord Hampstead, Mr.

Greenwood."
" No

;
of course not. He -is a young man for whom no one

would make himself answerable. He is headstrong, violent, and
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most uncourteous. He has told me very rudely that I must leave
the house by the end of the month."

" I suppose the Marquis had told him."
" I don't believe it. Of course the Marquis is ill, and I could

bear much from him. But I won't put up -with it from Lord
Hampstead."

"What can I do?"
"Well; after what has passed between us, Lady Kings-

bury
" He paused, and looked at her as he made this appeal.

She compressed her lips and collected herself, and prepared for the

fight which she felt was coming. Ho saw it all, and prepared
himself also. "After what has passed between us, Lady Kings-
bury," he said, repeating his words,

" I think you ought to be on
iny side."

" I don't think anything of the kind. I don't know what you
mean about sides. If the Marquis says you're to go, I can't keep
you."

"
I'll tell you what I've done, Lady Kingsbury. I have refused

to stir out of this house till I've been allowed to discuss the matter
with his lordship; and I think you ought to give me your
countenance. I'm sure I've always been true to you. When you
have unburdened your troubles to my ears I have always been

sympathetic. When you have told me what a trouble this young
man has been to you, have not I always, always, always taken

your part against him?" He almost longed to tell her that he
had formed a plan for ridding her altogether of the obnoxious

young man
;
but he could not find the words in which to do this.

" Of course I have felt that I might depend upon you for assistance

and countenance in this house."
" Mr. Greenwood," she said,

" I really cannot talk to you about
these things. My head is aching very badly, and I must ask you
to go."

" And that is to be all ?
"

" Don't you hear me tell you that I cannot interfere ?
"

Still he

kept that horrid position of his upon the chair, staring at her with
his large, open, lustreless eyes. Mr. Greenwood, I must ask you
to leave me. As a gentleman you must comply with my request."

"Oh," he said; "very well! Then I am to know that after

thirty years' faithful service all the family has turned against me.
I shall take care

" But he paused, remembering that were he
to speak a word too much, he might put in jeopardy the annuity
which had been promised him

;
and at last he left the room.

Of Mr. Greenwood no one saw anything more that day, nor did
Lord Hampstead encounter him again before he returned .*

London. Hampstead had arranged to stay at Trafford dur^t)

following day, and then to return to London, agai"*jg the

night mail train. But on the next morning a ^ -jsing the

upon him. He received his sister's letter, an.H
x '

Double fell

Eoden had teen with her at Hendon T^nea that George
pledged himst If that there should l^b. meetin

certainly
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foolishly renewed this pledge only yesterday. When he read the
letter he was vexed, chiefly with himself. The arguments which
she had used as to Eoden's coming, and also those by which she
had excused herself for receiving him, did seem to him to be
reasonable. When the man was going on such a journey it was
natural that he should wish to see the girl he loved

; and natural
that she should wish to see him. And he was well aware that
neither of them had pledged themselves. It was he only who had
given a pledge, and that as to the conduct of others who had
refused to support him in it. Now his pledge had been broken,
and he felt himself called upon to tell his father of what had
occurred.

" After all that I told you yesterday," he said,
"
George

Eoden and Fanny have met each other." Then he attempted to-

make the best excuse he could for this breach of the promise which
he had made.

"What's the good?" said the Marquis. "They can't marry
each other. I wouldn't give her a shilling if she were to do such
a thing without my sanction." Hampstead knew very well that,,
in spite of this, his father had made by his will ample provision
for his sister, and that it was very improbable that any alteration

in this respect would be made, let his sister's disobedience be what
it might. But the Marquis seemed hardly to be so much affected

as he had expected by these tidings.
" Whatever you do," said the

Marquis, "don't let her ladyship know it. She would be sure
to come down to me and say it was all my fault; and then she
would tell me what Mr. Greenwood thought about it." The poor
man did not know how little likely it was that she would ever

again throw Mr. Greenwood in his teeth.

Lord Hampstead had not as yet even seen his stepmother, but
had thought it no more than decent to send her word that he would
wait upon her before he left the house. All domestic troubles he
knew to be bad. For his stepmother's sake, and for that of his

sister and little brothers, he would avoid as far as might be possible
any open rupture. He therefore went to the Marchioness before
he ate his dinner.

" My father is much better," he said
;
but his

stepmother only shook her head, so that there was before him the
task of recommencing the conversation.

" Dr. Spicer says so."
" I am not sure that Mr. Spicer knows much about it."
" He thinks so himself."
" He never tells me what he thinks. He hardly tells me any-

thing."
" He ia not strong enough for much talking."
" He will talk to Mr. Roberts by the hour together. So I hear

in at I am * congratulate you." This she said in a tone which was

dearly intended to signify both condemnation and ridicule.
" I am Ju$ aware of it," said Hampstead with a smile.
" I suppose it-is

true about the Quaker lady ?"
" I can hardly^feil. y u >

n t knowing what you may have heard.

There can be no room ,

for congratulation, as the lady has not

accepted the offer I bW "do her." The Marchioness laughed
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incredulously, with a little affected laugh in which the incredulity
was sincere.

" I can only tell you that it is so."
" No doubt you will try again ?

"

" No doubt,"
"
Young ladies in such circumstances are not apt to persevere

in their severity. Perhaps it may be supposed that she will givo
way at last."

"I cannot take upon myself to answer that, Lady Kingsbury.
The matter is one on which I am not particularly anxious to talk.

Only as you asked me I thought it best just to tell you the facts."

"I am sure I am ever so much obliged to you. The young
lady's father is

"

" The young lady's father is a clerk in a merchant's office in the

City."" So I understand, and a Quaker ?
"

" And a Quaker."
" And I believe he lives at Holloway."
" Just so."
" In the same street with that young man whom Fanny has

has chosen to pick up."" Marion Fay and her
\
father live at No. 17, Paradise Eow,

Holloway ;
and Mrs. Eoden and George Koden live at No. 10."

"Exactly. We may understand, therefore, how you became

acquainted with Miss Fay."
" I don't think you can. But if you wish to know I will tell

you that I first saw Miss Fay at Mrs. Koden's house."
" I suppose so."

Hampstead had begun this interview with perfect good humour ;

but there had gradually been growing upon him that tone of
defiance which her little speeches to him had naturally produced.
Scorn would always produce scorn in him, as would ridicule and
satire produce the same in return. "I do not know why you
should have supposed so, but such was the fact. Neither had

George Eoden or my sister anything to do with it. Miss Fay is

a friend of Mrs. Eoden, and Mrs. Eoden introduced me to the young
lady."

" I am sure we are all very much obliged to her."
"
I am, at any rate, or shall be if I succeed at last."

" Poor fellow ! It will be very piteous if you too are thwarted
in love."

"
I'll say good-bye, my lady," said he, getting up to leave her.

" You have told me nothing of Fanny."
" I do not know that I have anything to tell."
"
Perhaps she also will be jilted.""
I should hardly think so."

"Because, as you tell me, she is not allowed to see him." There
was a thorough disbelief expressed in this which annoyed him. It

was as though she had expressed her opinion that the lovers were

encouraged to meet daily in spite of the pledge which had been

given. And then the pledge had been broken
;
and there would be
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a positive lie on his part if lie were now to leave her with the idea

that they had not met. " You must find it hard to keep them

apart, as they are so near."
' I have found it too hard, at any rate."

'Oh, you have?"
'

They did meet yesterday."
'

Oh, they did. Directly your back was turned ?
"

'He was going abroad, and he came; and she has written to

tell me of it. I say nothing of myself, Lady Kingsbury ; but I

do not think you can understand how true she can be, and he
also."

" That is your idea of truth."
" That is my idea of truth, Lady Kingsbury ; which, as I said

before, I am afraid I cannot explain to you. I have never meant
to deceive you ; nor have they."" I thought a promise was a promise," she said. Then he left

her, condescending to make no further reply. On that night he
went back to London, with a sad feeling at his heart that his

journey down to Trafford had done no good to any one. He had,
however, escaped a danger of which he had known nothing.

CHAPTER XXXVIH.
"

i DO."

LORD HAMPSTEAD did not reach his house till nearly six on the

following morning, and, having been travelling two nights out .of

three, allowed himself the indulgence of having his breakfast in

bed. While he was so engaged his sister came to him, very
penitent for her fault, but ready to defend herself should he be too

severe to her. "Of course I am very sorry because of what you
had said. But I don't know how I am to help myself. It would
have looked so very strange."

" It was unfortunate that's all."
' Was it so very unfortunate, John ?

"

' Of course I had to tell them down there."
' Was papa angry ?

"

' He only said that if you chose to make such a fool of yourself,
he would do nothing for you in the way of money."

'

George does not think of that in the least."
'

People must eat, you know."
' Ah ; that would make no difference either to him or to me.

We must wait, that's all. I do not think it would make me
unhappy to wait till I died, if he only were content to wait also.

But was papa so very angry ?
"

" He wasn't so very angry, only angry. I was obliged to tell

him
; but I said as little to him as possible because he is ill. Some-

body else made herself disagreeable."

I;
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"Did you tell her?"
"I was determined to tell her; so that she should not turn

round upon me afterwards and say that I had deceived her. I had
made a promise to my father."

"
Oh, John, I am so sorry."

" There is no use in crying after spilt milk. A promise to my
father she would of course take as a promise to her, and it would
have been flung in my face."

" She will do so now."
" Oh yes ;

but I can fight the battlo better, haying told her
everything."

" Was she disagreeable ?
"

" Abominable ! She mixed you up with Marion Fay, and really
showed more readiness than I gave her credit for in what she said.

Of course she got the better of me. She could call me a liar and a
fool to my face, and I could not retaliate. But there's a row in the
house which makes everything wretched there."

" Another row ?
"

"Toil are forgotten in this new row, and so am I. George
Koden and Marion Fay are nothing in comparison with poor Mr.
Greenwood. He has been committing horrible offences, and is to

be turned out. He swears he won't go, and my father is determined
he shall. Mr. Koberts has been called in, and there is a question
whether Harris shall not put him on gradually diminished rations

till he be starred into surrender. He's to have 200 a year if he

goes, but he says that it is not enough for him."
" "Would it be much ?"
"
Considering that he likes to have everything of the very best

I do not think it would. He would probably have to go to prison
or else hang himself."

" "Won't it be rather hard upon him ?
"

"I think it will. I don't know what it is that makes the

governor so hard to him. I begged and prayed for another hun-
dred a year as though he were the dearest friend I had in the
world ; but I couldn't turn the governor an inch. I don't think I

ever disliked any one so much in the world as I do Mr. Greenwood."
" Not Mr. Crocker ?

"
she asked.

" Poor Crocker ! I love Crocker, in comparison. There is a

delightful pachydennatousness about Crocker which is almost
heroic. But I hate Mr. Greenwood, if it be in my nature to hate

any one. It is not only that he insults me, but he looks at me as

though he would take me by the throat and strangle me if he could.

But still I will add the other hundred a year out of my own pocket,
because I think he is being treated hardly. Only I must do it on
the sly."

" But Lady Kingsbury is still fond of him ?
"

" I rather think not. I fancy he has made himself too free with

ner, and has offended her. However, there he is shut up all alone,
and swearing that he won't stir out of the house till something
better is done for him."
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There were two matters now on Lord Hampstead's mind to

which he gave his attention, the latter of which, however, was
much the more prominent in his thoughts. He was anxious to

take his sister down to Gorse Hall, and there remain for the rest of

the hunting season, making such short runs up to Holloway as he

might from time to time find to be necessary. No man can have a

string of hunters idle through the winter without feeling himself to

be guilty of an unpardonable waste of property. A customer at an

eating-house will sometimes be seen to devour the last fragments
of what has been brought to him, because he does not like to

abandon that for which he must pay. So it is with the man who
hunts. It is not perhaps that he wants to hunt. There are other

employments in life which would at the moment be more to his

taste. It is his conscience which prompts him, the feeling that

he cannot forgive himself for intolerable extravagance if he does
not use the articles with which he has provided himself. You can

neglect your billiard-table, your books, or even your wine-cellar,
because they eat nothing. But your horses soon eat their heads
off their own shoulders if you pass weeks without getting on their

backs. Hampstead had endeavoured to mitigate for himself this

feeling of improvidence by running up and down to Aylesbury ;

but the saving in this respect was not sufficient for his conscience,
and he was therefore determined to balance the expenditure of the

year by a regular performance of his duties at Gorse Hall. But
the other matter was still more important to him. He must see

Marion Fay before he went into Northamptonshire, and then he
would learn how soon he might run up with the prospect of seeing
her again. The distance of Gorse Hall and the duty of hunting
would admit of certain visits to Holloway.

" I think I shall go to

Gorse Hall to-morrow," he said to his sister as soon as he had come
down from his room.

" All right ;
I shall be ready. Hendon Hall or Gorse Hall, or

any other Hall, will be the same to me now." Whereby she pro-
bably intended to signify that as George Koden was on his way to

Italy all parts of England were indifferent to her.
" But I am not quite certain," said he.

"What makes the doubt ?
"

"
Holloway, you know, has not been altogether deserted. The

sun no doubt has set in Paradise Row, but the moon remains." At
this she could only laugh, while he prepared himself for his excursion
to Holloway.

He had received the Quaker's permission to push his suit with

Marion, but he did not flatter himself that this would avail him
much. He felt that there was a strength in Marion which, as it

would have made her strong against her father had she given away
her heart without his sanction, so would it be but little moved by
any permission coming from him. And there was present to the
lover's mind a feeling of fear which had been generated by the

Quaker's words as to Marion's health. Till he had heard some-

thing of that story of the mother and her little ones, it had not



" I DO." 239

occurred to him that the girl herself was -wanting in any gift of

physical well-being. She \vas beautiful in his eyes, and he had
thought of nothing further. Now an idea had been put into his

head which, though he could hardly realize it, was most painful to

"him. He had puzzled himself before. Her manner to him had
been so soft, so tender, so almost loving, that he could not but

hope, could hardly not think, that she loved him. That, loving
him, she should persist in refusing him because of her condition of

life, seemed to him to be unnatural. He had, at any rate, been
confident that, were there nothing else, he could overcome that

objection. Her heart, if it were really given to him, would not be
able to support itself in its opposition to him upon such a ground
of severance as that. He thought that he could talk her out of so
absurd an argument. But in that other argument there might be

something that she would cling to with persistency.
But the Quaker himself had declared that there was nothing in

it. "As far as I know," the Quaker had said, "she is as fit to

"become a man's wife as any other girl." He surely must have
known had there been any real cause. Girls are so apt to take
fancies into their heads, and then will sometimes become so obsti-

nate in their fancies ! In this way Hampstead discussed the matter
with himself, and had been discussing it ever since he had walked

up and down Broad Street with the Quaker. But if she pleaded
her health, he had what her own father had said to use as an argti-
ment with which to convince her. If she spoke again of his rank,
he thought that on that matter his love might be strong enough as

an argument against her, or perhaps her own.
He found no trouble in making his way into her presence. She

had heard of his visit to King's Court, and knew that he would
come. She had three things which she had to tell him, and she
would tell them all very plainly if all should be necessary. The
first was that love must have nothing to do in this matter, but

only duty. The second, which she feared to be somewhat weak,
which she almost thought would not of itself have been strong
enough, was that objection as to her condition in life which she
had urged to him before. She declared to herself that it would be

strong enough both for him, and for her, if they would only guide
themselves by prudence. But the third, that should be a rock to

her if it were necessary ;
a cruel rock on which she must be ship-

wrecked, but against which his bark should surely not be dashed
to atoms. If he would not leave her in peace without it she would
tell him that she was fit to be no man's wife.

If it came to that, then she must confess her own love. Sho

acknowledged to herself that it must be so. There could not be
between them the tenderness necessary for the telling of such a tale

without love, without acknowledged love. It would be better that

it should not be so. If he would go and leave her to dream of

him, there might be a satisfaction even in that to sustain her

during what was left to her of life. She would struggle that it

should be so. But if his love were too strong, then must he know
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it all. She had learned from her father something of what had
1

passed at that interview in the City, and was therefore ready to-

receive her lover when he came. "
Marion," he said,

"
you expected

me to come to you again ?
"

"
Certainly I did."

" Of course I have come. I have had to go to my father, or 1
should have been here sooner. You know that I shall come again
and again till you will say a word to me that shall comfort me."

" I knew that you would come again, because you were with
father in the City."

" I went to ask his leave, and I got it."

"It was hardly necessary for you, my lord, to take that
trouble."

"But I thought it was. When a man wishes to take a girl

away from her own home, and make her the mistress of his, it is

customary that he shall ask for her father's permission.
" It would have been so, had you looked higher, as you should

have done."
" It was so in regard to any girl that I should wish to make my

wife. Whatever respect a man can pay to any woman, that is due
to my Marion." She looked at him, and with the glance of her eye
went all the love of her heart. How could she say those words to

him, full of reason and prudence and wisdom, if he spoke to her
like this ?

" Answer me honestly. Do you not know that if you
were the daughter of the proudest lord living in England you would
not be held by me as deserving other usage than that which I think
to be your privilege now ?

"

" I only meant that father could not but feel that you were

honouring him."
" I will not speak of honour as between him and me or between

me and you. With me and your father honesty was concerned.
He has believed me, and has accepted me as his son-in-law. With
us, Marion, with us two, all alone as we are here together, all in all

to each other as I hope we are to be, only love can be brought in

question. Marion, Marion !

" Then he threw himself on his knees
before her, and embraced her as she was sitting."

No, my lord no ; it must not be." But now he had both her
hands in his, and was looking into her face. Now was the time to

speak of duty, and to speak with some strength, if what she might
say was to have any avail.

" It shall not be so, my lord." Then she did regain her hands,
and struggled up from the sofa on to her feet.

"
1, too, believe in

your honesty. I am sure of it, as I am of my own. But you do
not understand me. Think of me as though I were your sister."

" As my sister ?
"

" What would you have your sister do if a man came to her

then, whom she knew that she could never marry ? Would you
have her submit to his embrace because she knew him to be
honest ?

"

" Not unless she loved him."
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" It would have nothing to do with it, Lord Hampvtcacl."
"
Nothing, Marion !

"

"
Nothing, my lord. You will think that I am giving myself

airs if I speak of my duty."
" Your father has allowed me to come."
"
I owe him duty, no doubt. Had he bade me never to see you,

I hope that that would have sufficed. But there are other duties
than that, a duty even higher than that."

" What duty, Marion ?
"

t

" That which I owe to you. If I had promised to be your
wife

"

" Do promise it."
" Had I so promised, should I not then have been bound to

think first of your happiness ?
"

" You would have accomplished it, at any rate."
"
Though I cannot be your wife I do not owe it you the less to

think of it, seeing all that you are willing to do for me, and I

will think of it. I am grateful to you."
" Do you love me P

"

"Let me speak, Lord Hampstead. It is not civil in you to

interrupt me in that way. I am thoroughly grateful, and I will

not show my gratitude by doing that which I know would ruin

you."
" Do you love me ?

"

"Not if I loved you with all my heart," and she spread out
her arms as though to assure herself how she did love him with all

her very soul,
" would I for that be brought even to think of doing

the thing that you ask me."
" Marion !

"

"No, no. We are utterly unfit for each other." She had
made her first declaration as to duty, and now she was going on as

to that second profession which she intended should be, if possible,
the last.

" You are as high as blood and wealth and great friends

can make you. I am nothing. You have called me a lady."" If God ever made one, you are she."

"He has made me better. He has made me a woman. But
others would not call me a lady. I cannot talk as they do, sit as

they do, act as they do, even think as they do. I know myself,
and I will not presume to make myself the wife of such a man as

you." As she said this there came a flush across her face, and a
fire in her eye, and, as though conquered by her own emotion, she
sank again upon the sofa.

" Do you love me, Marion ?
"

"I do," she said, standing once more erect upon her feet.
" There shall be no shadow of a lie between us. I do love you,
Lord Hampstead. I will have nothing to make me blush in my
own esteem when I think of you. How should it be other than
that a girl such as I should love such a one as you when you ask
me with words so sweet !

"

"
Then, Marion, you shall be my own."

R
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" Oh yes, I must now be yours, while I am alive. You have
so far conquered me." As he attempted to take her in his arms
she retreated from him

;
but so gently that her very gentleness

repressed him. "If never loving another is to be yours, if to

pray for you night and day as the dearest one of all, is to be

yours, if to remind myself every hour that all my thoughts are
due to you, if to think of you so that I may console myself with

knowing that one so high and so good has condescended to regard
me, if that is to be yours, then I am yours ; then shall I surely
be yours while I live. But it must be only with my thoughts, only
with my prayers, only with all my heart."

"
Marion, Marion !

" Now again he was on his knees before her,
but hardly touching her.

"
It is your fault, Lord Hampstead," she said, trying to smile.

" All this is your doing, because you would not let a poor girl say
simply what she had to say."

"
Nothing of it shall be true, except that you love me. That

is all that I can remember. That I will repeat to you daily till you
have put your hand in mine, and call yourself my wife."

" That I will never do," she exclaimed, once again standing." As God hears me now I will never say it. It would be wrong,
and I will never say it." In thus protesting she put forth her little

hands clenched fast, and then came again the flush across her brow,
and her eyes for a moment seemed to wander, and then, failing in

strength to carry her through it all, she fell back senseless on the
sofa.

Lord Hampstead, finding that he alone could do nothing to aid

her, was forced to ring the bell, and to give her over to the care of
the woman, who did not cease to pray him to depart. "I can't

do nothing, my lord, while you stand over her that way."

CHAPTEE XXXIX.

AT GOHSE HALL.

HAMPSTEAD, when he was turned out into Paradise Kow, walked
once or twice up the street, thinking what he might best do next,

regardless of the eyes at No. 10 and No. 15
; knowing that No. 11

was absent, where alone he could have found assistance had the

inhabitant been there. As far as he could remember he had never
seen a woman faint before. The way in which she had fallen

through from his arms on to the sofa when he had tried to sustain

her, had been dreadful to him ;
and almost more dreadful the idea

that the stout old woman with whom he had left her should be
more powerful than he to help her. He walked once or twice up
and down, thinking what he had best now do, while Clara Demijohn
was lost in wonder as to what could have happened at No. 17. It

was quite intelligible to her that the lover should come in the
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father's absence and be entertained, for a whole afternoon if it

might be so
; though she was scandalized by the audacity of the

girl who had required no screen of darkness under the protection
of which her lover's presence might be hidden from the inquiries
of neighbours. All that, however, would have been intelligible.
There is so much honour in having a lord to court one that perhaps
it is well to have him seen. But why was the lord walking up and
down the street with that demented air ?

It was now four o'clock, and Hampstead had heard the Quaker
say that he never left his office till five. It would take him nearly
an hour to come down in an omnibus from the City. Nevertheless

Hampstead could not go till he had spoken to Marion's father.

There was the " Duchess of Edinburgh," and he could no doubt
find shelter there. But to get through two hours at the " Duchess
of Edinburgh" would, he thought, be beyond his powers. To
consume the time with walking might be better. He started off,

therefore, and tramped along the road till he came nearly to

Finchley, and then back again. It was dark as he returned, and he
fancied that he could wait about without being perceived.

" There
he is again," said Clara, who had in the mean time gone over to

Mrs. Duffer.
" What can it all mean ?

"

"
It's my belief he's quarrelled with her," said Mrs. Duffer.

" Then he'd never wander about the place in that way. There's

old Zachary just come round the corner. Now we shall see what
he does."

"
Fainted, has she ?

"
said Zachary, as they walked together tip

to the house. "I never knew my girl do that before. Some of

them can faint just as they please ;
but that's not the way with

Marion." Hampstead protested that there had been'no affectation

on this occasion ; that Marion had been so ill as to frighten him,
and that, though he had gone out of the house at the woman's

bidding, he had found it impossible to leave the neighbourhood till

he should have learnt something as to her condition. " Thou shalt

hear all I can tell thee, my friend," said the Quaker, as they entered

the house together.

Hampstead was shown into the little parlour, while the Quaker
went up to inquire after the state of his daughter.

" No
;
thou

canst not well see her," said he, returning, "as she has taken

herself to her bed. That she should have been excited by what

passed between you is no more than natural. I cannot tell thee

now when thou mayst come again; but I will write thee word from

my office to-morrow." Upon this Lord Hampstead would have

promised to call himself at King's Court on the next day, had not

the Quaker declared himself in favour of writing rather than of

speaking. The post, he said, was very punctual ;
and on the next

evening his lordship would certainly receive tidings as to Marion.
" Of course I cannot say what we can do about Georse Hall till

I hear from Mr. Fay," eaid Hampstead to his sister when he

reached home. "
Everything must depend on Marion Fay." That

his sister should have packed all her things in vain seemed to him
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to be nothing while Marion's health was in question ;
but when the

Quaker's letter arrived the matter was at once settled. They would
start for Gorso Hall on the following day, the Quaker's letter

having been as follows :

"Mr LORD,
" I trust I may be justified in telling thee that there is not

much to ail my girl. She was up to-day, and about the house
before I left her, and assured me with many protestations that 1

need not take any special steps for her comfort or recovery. Nor
indeed could I see in her face anything which could cause me to

do so. Of course I mentioned thy name to her, and it was natural
that the colour should come and go over her cheeks as I did so. I
think she partly told me what had passed between you two, but

only in part. As to the future, when I spoke of it, she told me that

there was no need of any arrangement, as everything had been said

that needed speech. But I guess that such is not thy reading of

the matter ;
and that after what has passed between thee and me

I am bound to offer to thee an opportunity of seeing her again
shouldst thou wish to do so. But this must not be at once. It

will certainly be better for her and, may be, for thee also that she
should rest awhile before she be again asked to see thee. I would

suggest, therefore, that thoushouldst leave her to her own thoughts
for some weeks to come. If thou will'st write to me and name a

day some time early in March I will endeavour to bring her round
so far as to see thee when thou comest.

" I am, my lord,
"
Thy very faithful friend,

"ZACHARY FAY."

It cannot be said that Lord Hampstead was by any means
satisfied with the arrangement which had been made for him, but
he was forced to acknowledge to himself that he could not do better

than accede to it. He could of course write to the Quaker, and
write also to Marion

;
but he could not well show himself in

Paradise Row before the time fixed, unless unexpected circum-

stances should arise. He did send three loving words to Marion
" his own, own, dearest Marion," and sent them under cover to her

father, to whom he wrote, saying that he would be guided by the

Quaker's counsels. "I will write to you on the first of March," he

said, "but I do trust that if in the mean time anything should

happen, if, for instance, Marion should be ill, you will toll me at

once as being one as much concerned in her health as you are

yourself."
He was nervous and ill at ease, but not thoroughly unhappy.

She had told him how clear he was to her, and he would not have
been a man had he not been gratified. And there had been no
word of objection raised on any matter beyond that one absurd

objection as to which he thought himself entitled to demand that

his wishes should be allowed to prevail. She had been very deter-
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mined; how absolutely determined lie was not probably himself
aware. She had, however, made him understand that her convic-
tion was very strong. But this had been as to a point on which ho
did not doubt that he was right, and as to which her own father
was altogether on his side. After hearing the strong protesta-
tion of her affection he could not think that she would be finally
obdurate when the reasons for her obduracy were so utterly value-
less. But still there were vague fears about her health. Why had
she fainted and fallen through his arms ? Whence had come that

peculiar brightness of complexion which would have charmed him
had it not frightened him ? A dim dread of something that was
not intelligible to him pervaded him, and robbed him of a portion
of the triumph which had come to him from her avowal.******

As the days went on at Gorse Hall his triumph became stronger
than his fears, and the time did not pass unpleasantly with him.

Young Lord Hautboy came to hunt with him, bringing his sister,

Lady Amaldina, and after a few days "Vivian found them. The
conduct of Lady Frances in reference to George Koden was no
doubt very much blamed, but the disgrace did not loom so large in

the eyes of Lady Persiflage as in those of her sister the Marchioness.
Amaldina was, therefore, suffered to amuse herself, even as the

guest of her wicked friend
;

even though the host were himself

nearly equally wicked. It suited young Hautboy very well to have
free stables for his horses, and occasionally an extra mount when
his own two steeds were insufficient for the necessary amount of

hunting to be performed. Vivian, who had the liberal allowance
of a private secretary to a Cabinet Minister to fall back upon, had
three horses of his own. So that among them they got a great deal

of hunting, in which Lady Amaldina would have taken a con-

spicuous part had not Lord Llwddythlw entertained strong opinions
as to the expediency of ladies riding to hounds. " He is so absurdly
strict, you know," she said to Lady Frances.

" I think he is quite right," said the other.
" I don't believe in

girls trying to do all the things that men do."
" But what is the difference in jumping just over a hedge or two ?

I call it downright tyranny. Would you do anything Mr. Eoden
told you?"

"
Anything on earth, except jump over the hedges. But our

temptations are not likely to be in that way."
" I think it very hard because I almost never see Llwddythlw."
" But you will when you are married."
" I don't believe I shall

;
unless I go and look at him from

behind the grating in the House of Commons. You know we hava
settled upon August."

" I had not heard it."
" Oh yes. I nailed him at last. But then I had to get David.

You don't know David ?
"

"No special modern David."
" Our David is not very modern. He is Lord David Powell, and
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my brother that is to be. I had to persuade him to do something
instead of his brother, and I had to swear that we couldn't ever be .

married unless he would consent. I suppose Mr. Eoden could get
married any day he pleased." Nevertheless Lady Amaldina was
better than nobody to make the hours pass when the men are away
hunting.

But at last there came a grand day, on which the man of busi-
ness was to come out hunting himself. Lord Llwddythlw had
come into the neighbourhood, and was determined to have a day's
pleasure. Gorse Hall was full, and Hautboy, though his sister was
very eager in beseeching him, refused to give way to his future

magnificent brother-in-law.
" Do him all the good in the world,"

said Hautboy, "to put up at the pot-house. He'll find out all

about whiskey and beer and gin, and know exactly how many beds
the landlady makes up." Lord Llwddythlw, therefore, slept at a

neighbouring hotel, and no doubt did turn his spare moments to

some profit.
Lord Llwddythlw was a man who had always horses, though he

very rarely hunted
;
who had guns, though he never fired them

;

and fishing-rods, though nobody knew were they were. He kept up
a great establishment, regretting nothing in regard to it except the

necessity of being sometimes present at the festivities for which it

was used. On the present occasion ho had been enticed into

Northamptonshire no doubt with the purpose of laying some first

bricks, or opening some completed institution, or eating some
dinner, on any one of which occasions he would be able to tell the

neighbours something as to the constitution of their country. Then
the presence of his lady-love seemed to make this a fitting occasion

for, perhaps, the one day's sport of the year. He came to Gorso
Hall to breakfast, and then rode to the meet along with the open
carriage in which the two ladies were sitting.

"
Llwddythlw," said

Ms lady-love,
" I do hope you mean to ride."

"
Being on horseback, Amy, I shall have no other alternative."

Lady Amaldina turned round to her friend, as though to ask
whether she had ever seen such an absurd creature in her life.
" You know what I mean by riding, Llwddythlw," she said.

" I suppose I do. You want me to break my neck."
"
Oh, heavens ! Indeed I don't."

"
Or, perhaps, only to see me in a ditch."

"
I can't have that pleasure," she said,

" because you won't
allow me to hunt."

" I have taken upon myself no such liberty as even to ask you
not to do so. I have only suggested that tumbling into ditches,
however salutary it may be for middle-aged gentlemen Like myself,
is not a becoming amusement for young ladies."

"
Llwddythlw,"" said Hautboy, coming up to his future brother-

in-law,
"
that's a tidy animal of yours."

" I don't quite know what tidy means as applied to a horse, my
boy ; but if it's complimentary, I am much obliged to you."

"
It means that I should like to have the riding of him for the

rest of the season."
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*' Bnt what shall I do for myself if you take my tidy horse ?
"

" You'll be up in Parliament, or down at Quarter Sessions, or

doing your duty somewhere like a Briton."
" I hope I may do my duty not the less because I intend to

keep the tidy horse myself. When I am quite sure that I shall not
want him any more, then I'll let you know."

There was the usual trotting about from covert to corert, and
the usual absence of foxes. The misery of sportsmen on these days
is sometimes so great that we wonder that any man, having ex-

perienced the bitterness of hunting disappointment, should ever go
out again. On such occasions the huntsman is declared among
private friends to be of no use whatever. The master is an absolute
muff. All honour as to preserving has been banished from the

country. The gamekeepers destroy the foxes. The owners of
coverts encourage them. "

Things have come to such a pass," says
Walker to Watson,

" that I mean to give it up. There's no good
keeping horses for this sort of thing." All this is very sad, and the

only consolation comes from the evident delight of those who take

pleasure in trotting about without having to incur the labour and

peril of riding to hounds.
At two o'clock on this day the ladies went home, having been

driven about as long as the coachmen had thought it good for their

horses. The men of course went on, knowing that they could not
in honour liberate themselves from the toil of the day till the last

covert shall have been drawn at half-past three o'clock. It is

certainly true as to hunting that there are so many hours in which
the spirit is vexed by a sense of failure, that the joy when it docs
come should be very great to compensate the'evils endured. It is

not simply that foxes will not dwell in every spinney, or break as
soon as found, or always run when they do break. These are the
minor pangs. But when the fox is found, and will break, and does

run, "when the scent suffices, and the hounds do their duty, when
the best country which the Shires afford is open to you, when your
best horse is under you, when your nerves are even somewhat above
the usual mark, even then there is so much of failure ! You are

on the wrong side of the wood, and getting a bad start are never
with them for a yard; or your horse, good as he is, won't have-

that bit of water ;
or you lose your stirrup-leather, or your way ;

or you don't see the hounds turn, and you go astray with others

as blind as yourself; or, perhaps, when there comes the run of

the season, on that very day you have taken a liberty with your
chosen employment, and have lain in bed. Look back upon your
hunting lives, brother sportsmen, and think how few and how far

between the perfect days have been.
In spite of all that was gone this was one of those perfect days

to those who had the pleasure afterwards of remembering it.

"Taking it all in all, I think that Lord Llwddthylw had tha

best of it from first to last," said Vivian, when they were agaiu

talking of it in the drawing-room after they had come in from theii

wine.
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"To think that .you should be such a hero !" said Lady Amal-
dina, much gratified.

" I did'nt believe you would take so much
trouble about such a thing."

"
It was what Hautboy called the tidiness of the horse."

"
By George, yes ;

I wish you'd lend him to me. I got my
brute in between two rails, and it took me half-an-hour to smash
a way through. I never saw anything of it after that." Poor

Hautboy almost cried as he gave this account of his own misfortune.
" You were the only fellow I saw try them after Crasher," said

Vivian. " Crasher came on his head, and I should think he must
be there still. I don't know where Hampstead got through."

" I never know where I've been," said Hampstead, who had, in

truth, led the way over the double rails which had so confounded
Crasher and had so perplexed Hautboy. But when a man is too

forward to be seen, he is always supposed to be somewhere behind.
Then there was an opinion expressed by Walker that Tolleyboy,

the huntsman, had on that special occasion stuck very well to his

hounds, to which Watson gave his cordial assent. Walker and
Watson had both been asked to dinner, and during the day had
been heard to express to each other all that adverse criticism as to

the affairs of the hunt in general which appeared a few lines back.

Walker and Watson were very good fellows, popular in the hunt,
and of all men the most unlikely to give it up.

When that run was talked about afterwards, as it often was, it

was always admitted that Lord Llwddythlw had been the hero of

the day. But no one ever heard him talk of it. Such a trifle was
altogether beneath his notice.

CHAPTER XL.

POOR WALKEB.

THAT famous run took place towards the end of February, at

which time Hampstead was counting all the hours till ho should

again be allowed to show himself in Paradise Eow. He had in
the mean time written one little letter to the Quaker's daughter :

" DEA.KEST MARION, I only write because I cannot keep myself
quiet without telling you how well I love you. Pray do not believe
that because I am away I think of you less. I am to see you, I

hope, on Monday the 2nd of March. If you would write me but
one word to say that you will be glad to see me !

"
Always your own,

" H."

She showed this to her father, and the sly old Quaker told her
that it ,would not be courteous in her not to send some word of

reply. I As the young lord, he said, had been permitted by him,
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her father, to pay his addresses to her, so much was due to him.

"Why should his girl lose this grand match? Why should
his daughter not become a happy and a glorious wife, seeing that

her beauty and her grace had entirely won this young lord's heart 1

"Mr LORD," she wrote back to him, "I shall be happy to see

you when you come, whatever day may suit you. But, alas ! I
can only say what I have said. Yet I am thine, MARION." She
had intended not to be tender, and yet she had thought herself

bound to tell him that all that she had said before was true.

It was after this that Lord Llwddythlw distinguished himself, .

so much so that "Walker and Watson did nothing but talk about
him all the next day.

"
It's those quiet fellows that make the best

finish after all !

"
said Walker, who had managed to get altogether

to the bottom of his horse during the run, and had hardly seen tho
end of it quite as a man wishes to see it.

The day but one after this, the last Friday in February, was to -

be tho last of Hampstead's hunting, at any rate until after his

proposed visit to Holloway. He, and Lady Frances with him,
intended to return to London on the next day, and then, as far as
he was concerned, the future loomed before him as a great doubt.
Had Marion been the highest lady in the land, and had he from
his position and rank been hardly entitled to ask for her love, he
could not have been more anxious, more thoughtful, or occasionally
more down-hearted. But this latter feeling would give way to joy
when he remembered the words with which she had declared her
love. No assurance could have been more perfect, or more devoted.
She had coyed him nothing as far as words are concerned, and he
never for a moment doubted but that her full words had come from
a full heart.

"
But, alas ! I can only say what I have said." That

of course had been intended to remove all hope. But if she loved
him as she said she did, would he not be able to teach her that

everything should be made to give way to love ? It was thus
that his mind was filled, as day after day he prepared himself for

his hunting, and day after day did his best in keeping to the
hounds.

Then came that last day in February as to which all those
around him expressed themselves to be full of hope. Gimberley
Green was certainly the most popular meet in the country, and a't

Gimberley Green the hounds were to meet on this occasion. It
was known that men were coming from the Pytchley and tho

Cottesmore, so that everybody was supposed to be anxious to do
his best. Hautboy was very much on the alert, and had succeeded
in borrowing for the occasion Hampstead's best horse. Even
Vivian, who was not given to much outward enthusiasm, had had
consultations with his groom as to which of two he had better ride
first. Sometimes there does come a day on which rivalry seems to

be especially keen, when a sense of striving to excel and going
ahead of others seems to instigate minds which are not always
ambitious. Watson and Walker were on this occasion very much
exercised, and had in the sweet confidences of close friendship
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agreed with themselves that certain heroes who were corning from
one of the neighbouring hunts should not be allowed to carry off

the honours of the day.
On this occasion they both breakfasted at Gorse Hall, which

was not uncommon with them, as the hotel, or pot-house, as

Hautboy called it, was hardly more than a hundred yards distant.

Walker was peculiarly exuberant, and had not been long in the
house before he confided to Hautboy in a whisper their joint inten-

tion that "those fellows" were not to be allowed to have it all

their own way.
"
Suppose you don't find after all, Mr. Walker ?

"

said Lady Amaldina, as the gentlemen got up from breakfast, and
loaded themselves with sandwiches, cigar-cases, and sherry-flasks." I won't believe anything so horrible," said Walker.

" I should cut the concern," said Watson,
" and take to stagging

in Surrey." This was supposed to be the bitterest piece of satire

that could be uttered in regard to the halcyon country in which
their operations were carried on.

"
Tolleyboy will see to that," said Walker. " We haven't had a

blank yet, and I don't think he'll disgrace himself on such a day as

this." Then they all started, in great glee, on their hacks, their

hunters having been already sent on to Gimberley Green.
The main part of the story of that day's sport, as far as we're

concerned with it, got itself told so early in the day that readers
need not be kept long waiting for the details. Tolleyboy soon
relieved these impetuous riders from all dangers as to a blank. At
the first covert drawn a fox was found immediately, and without

any of those delays, so perplexing to some and so comforting to

others, made away for some distant home of his own. It is,

perhaps, on such occasions as these that riders are subjected to the

worst perils of the hunting field. There comes a sudden rush,
when men have not cooled themselves down by the process of

riding here and there and going through the usual preliminary
prefaces to a run. They are collected in crowds, and the horses
are more impatient even than their riders. No one on that occasion

could have been more impatient than Walker, unless it was the
steed upon which Walker was mounted. There was a crowd of

men standing in a lane at the corner of the covert, of men who
had only that moment reached the spot, when at about thirty

yards from them a fox crossed the lane, and two or three leading
hounds close at his brush. One or two of the strangers from the

enemy's country occupied a position close to, or rather in the very
entrance of, a little hunting gate which led out of the lane into the

field opposite. Between the lane and the field there was a fence

which was not " rideable !

" As is the custom with lanes, the

roadway had been so cut down that there was a bank altogether

precipitous about three feet high, and on that a hedge of trees and
stakes and roots which had also been cut almost into the con-

sistency of a wall. The gate was the only place, into which these

enemies had thrust themselves, and in the possession of which they
did not choose to hurry themselves, asserting, as they keptjthcir places
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that it would be well to give the fox a minute. The assertion in

the interests of hunting might have been true. A sportsman who
could at such a moment have kept his blood perfectly cool, might
nave remembered his duties well enough to have abstained from

pressing into the field in order that the fox might have his fair

chance. Hampstead, however, who was next to the enemies, was
not that cool hero, and bade the strangers move on, not failing to

thrust his horse against their horses. Next to him, and a little

to the left, was the unfortunate Walker. To his patriotic spirit it

was intolerable that any stranger should be in that field before one
of their own hunt. What he himself attempted, what he wished
to do, or whether any clear intention was formed in his mind, no
one ever knew. But to the astonishment of all who saw it tho
horse got himself half-turned round towards the fence, and

attempted to take it in a stand. The eager animal did get himself

up amidst the thick wood on the top of the bank, and then fell

headlong over, having entangled his feet among the boughs. Had
his rider sat loosely he would probably have got clear of his horse.

But as it was they came down together, and unfortunately tho
horse was uppermost. Just as it happened Lord Hampstead made
his way through the gate, and was the first who dismounted to givo
assistance to his friend. In two or three minutes there was a crowd

round, with a doctor in the midst of it, and a rumour was going
about that the man had been killed. In the mean time the enemies
were riding well to the hounds, with Tolleyboy but a few yards
behind them, Tolleyboy having judiciously remembered a spot at

which he could make his way out of the covert into field without
either passing through the gate or over the fence.

The reader may as well know at once that Walter was not
killed. He was not killed, though he was so crushed and mauled
with broken ribs and collar-bone, so knocked out of breath and
stunned and mangled and squeezed, so pummelled and pounded
and generally misused, that he did not come to himself for many
hours, and could never after remember anything of that day's per-
formances after eating his breakfast at Gorse Hall. It was a week
before tidings went through the Shires that he was likely to live at

all, and even then it was asserted that he had been so altogether
smashed that he would never again use any of his limbs. On the

morning after the hunt his widowed mother and only sister were
down with him at the hotel, and there they remained till they
were able to carry him away to his own house. " Won't I ?

" was
almost the first intelligible word he said when his mother suggested
to him, her only son, that now at least he would promise to

abandon that desperate amusement, and would never go hunting
any more. It may be said in praise of British surgery generally
that Walker was out again on the first of the following November.

But WT

alkcr with his misfortunes and his heroism and his

recovery would have been nothing to us had it been known from
the first to all the field that Walker had been the victim. Tho
.accident happened between eleven and twelve, probably not much
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before twelve. But the tidings of it were sent up by telegraph
from some neighbouring station to London in time to be inserted ill

one of the afternoon newspapers of that day ;
and the tidings as

sent informed the public that Lord Hampstead while hunting that

morning had fallen with his horse at the corner of Gimberley Green,
that the animal had fallen on him, and that he had been crushed
to death. Had the false information been given in regard to

Walker it might probably have excited so little attention that the

world would have known nothing about it till it learned that the

poor fellow had not been killed. But, having been given as to a

young nobleman, everybody had heard of it before dinner-time that

evening. Lord Persiflage knew it in the House of Lords, and Lord

Llwddythlw had heard it in the House of Commons. There was
not a club which had not declared poor Hampstead to be an
excellent fellow, although he was a little mad. The Montressors
had already congratulated themselves on the good fortune of little

Lord Frederic; and the speedy death of the Marquis was
prophesied, as men and women were quite sure that he would not
1)3 able in his present condition to bear the loss of his eldest son.

The news was telegraphed down to Trafford Park by the family
lawyer, with an intimation, however, that, as the accident had
been so recent, no absolute credence should yet bo given as to its

fatal result.
" Bad fall probably," said the lawyer in his telegram,

" but I don't believe the rest. Will send again when I hear the
Iruth." At nine o'clock that evening the truth was known in

London, and before midnight the poor Marquis had been relieved
from his terrible affliction. But for three hours it had been

supposed at Trafford Park that Lord Frederic had become the heir
to his father's title and his father's property.

Close inquiry was afterwards made as to the person by whom
Ibis false intelligence had been sent to the newspaper, but nothing
certain was ever asserted respecting it. That a general rumour
had prevailed for a time among many who were out that Lord
Hampstead had been the victim, was found to have been the case.

He had been congratulated by scores of men who had heard that
he had fallen. When Tolleyboy was breaking up the fox, and!

wondering why so few men had ridden through the hunt with him,
he was told that Lord Hampstead had been killed, and had
dropped his bloody knife out of his hands. But no one would own
as to having sent the telegram. Suspicion attached itself to an
attorney from Kettering who had been seen in the early part of the

day, but it could not be traced home to him. Official inquiry was
made

;
but as it was not known who sent the message, or to what

address, or from what post town, or even the wording of the

message, official information was not forthcoming. It is probable
that Sir Boreas at the Post Office did not think it proper to tell

everybody all that he knew. It was admitted that a great injury
had been done to the poor Marquis, but it was argued on the other
side that the injury had been quickly removed.

There had, however, been three or four hours at Trafford Park,
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<luring which feelings had been excited which afterwards gave rise

to bitter disappointment. The message had come to Mr. Green-

wood, of whose estrangement from the family the London solicitor

had not been as yet made aware. He had been forced to send the

tidings into the sick man's room by Harris, the butler, but he had
himself carried it up to the Marchioness. "

I am obliged to come,"
he said, as though apologizing when she looked at him with angry
eyes because of his intrusion. " There has been an accident." He
was standing, as he always stood, with his hands hanging down by
his side. But there was a painful look in his eyes more than she .

had usually read there.

"What accident what accident, Mr. Greenwood? "Why do
you not tell me ?

" Her heart ran away at once to the little beds
in which her darlings were already lying in the next room.

"
It is a telegram from London."

From Londona telegram ! Then her boys were safe.
" Why

do you not tell me instead of standing there ?
"

"Lord Hampstead
"

" Lord Hampstead ! What has he done ? Is he married ?
"

"He will never be married." Then she shook in every limb,
and clenched her hands, and stood with open mouth, not daring to

question him. " He has had a fall, Lady Kingsbury."
" A fall !

"

" The horse has crushed him."
" Crushed him !

"

" I used to say it would be so, you know. And now it has come
io pass."

"Is he ?"
"Dead? Yes, Lady Kingsbury, he is dead." Then he gave

her the telegram to read. She struggled to read it, but the words
were top vague, or her eyes too dim. " Harris has gone in with
the tidings. I had better read the telegram, I suppose, but I

thought you'd like to see it. I told you how it would be, Lady
Kingsbury ;

and now it has come to pass." He stood standing a
minute or two longer, but as she sat hiding her face, and unable to

speak, he left the room without absolutely asking her to thank him
for his news.

As soon as he was gone she crept slowly into the room in which
her three boys were sleeping. A door from her own chamber
opened into it, and then another into that in which one of the
nurses slept. She leaned over them and kissed them all

;
but she

knelt at that on which Lord Frederic lay, and woke him with her
warm embraces. "

Oh, mamma, don't," said the boy. Then he
shook himself, and sat up in his bed.

" Mamma, when is Jack

coming ?
" he said. Let her train them as she would, they would

always ask for Jack. " Go to sleep, my darling, my darling, my
darling !

"
she said, kissing him again and again.

"
Trafford," she

said, whispering to herself, as she went back to her own room, trying
the sound of the title he would have to use. It had been all arranged
in her own mind how it was to be, if such a thing should happen.
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" Go down," she said to her maid soon afterwards,
" and ask

Mrs. Crawley whether his lordship would wish to see me." Mrs.

Crawley was the nurse. But the maid brought back word that
" my lord

" did not wish to see
" my lady." For three hours he

lay stupefied in his sorrow; and for three hours she sat alone,
almost in the dark. We may doubt whether it was all triumph.
Her darling had got what she believed to be his due ; but the

memory that she had longed for it, almost prayed for it, must
have dulled her joy.

There was no such regret with Mr. Greenwood. It seemed to

him that Fortune, Fate, Providence, or what not, had only done its

duty. He believed that he had in truth foreseen and foretold the

death of the pernicious young man. But would the young man's
death be now of any service to him ? Was it not too late ? Had
they not all quarrelled with him? Nevertheless he had been

avenged.
So it was at Trafford Park for three hours. Then there came a

postboy galloping on horseback, and the truth was known. Lady
Kingsbury went again to her children, but this time she did not
kiss them, A gleam of glory had come there and had passed
away ;

but yet there was something of relief.

Why had he allowed himself to be so cowed on that morning?
That was Mr. Greenwood's thought.

The poor Marquis fell into a slumber almost immediately, and
on the next morning had almost forgotten that the first telegram,
had come.

CHAPTER XLI.

FALSE TIDINGS.

BUT there was another household which the false tidings of Lord1

Hampstead's death reached that same night. The feelings excited
at Trafford had been very keen, parental agony, maternal hope,
disappointment, and revenge; but in that other household there
was suffering quite as great. Mr. Fay himself did not devote much
time during the day either to the morning or the evening news-

papers. Had he been alone at Messrs. Pogson and Littlebird's he
would have heard nothing of the false tidings. But sitting in his
inner room, Mr. Pogson read the third edition of the Evening
Advertiser, and then saw the statement, given with many details.
"
We," said the statement,

" have sent over to the office of our

contemporary, and have corroborated the facts." Then the story
was repeated. Pushing his way through a gate at Gimberley Green,
Lord Hampstead's horse had tumbled down, and all the field had
ridden ove^ him. He had been picked up dead, and his body had
been carried home to Gorse Hall. Now Lord Hampstead's name
had become familiar in Kind's Court. Tribbledale had told how
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the young lord Lad become enamoured of Zachary Fay's daughter,
and was ready to marry her at a moment's notice. The tale had
been repeated to old Littlebird by young Littlebird, and at last

even to Mr. Pogson himself. There had been, of course, much
doubt in King's Court as to the very improbable story. But some
inquiries had been made, and there was now a general belief in its

truth. When Mr. Pogson read the account of the sad tragedy he

paused a moment to think -what he would do, then opened his door
and called for Zachary Fay. They who had known the Quaker
long always called him Zachary, or Friend Zachary, or Zachary
Fay.

" My friend," said Mr. Pogson,
" have you read this yet ?

"

and he handed him the paper." I never have much time for the newspaper till I get home at

night,". said the clerk, taking the sheet that was offered him.
" You had better read it, perhaps, as I have heard your name

mentioned, I know not how properly, with that of the young lord.

Then the Quaker, bringing his spectacles down from his forehead
over his eyes, slowly read the paragraph. As he did so Mr. Pogson
looked at him carefully. But the Quaker showed very little

emotion by his face.
" Does it concern you, Zachary ?

"

"I know the young man, Mr. Pogson. Though he be much put
of my own rank, circumstances have brought him to my notice.

I shall be grieved if this bo true. With thy permission, Mr.

Pogson, I will lock up my desk and return home at once." To
this Mr. Pogson of course assented, recommending the Quaker to

put the newspaper into his pocket.

Zachary Fay, as he walked to the spot where he was wont to

find the omnibus, considered much as to what he might best do
when he reached home. Should he tell the sad tidings to his girl,

or should he leave her to hear it when further time should have
confirmed the truth. To Zachary himself it seemed too probable
that it should be true. Hunting to him, in his absolute ignorance
of what hunting meant, seemed to be an occupation so full of

danger that the wonder was that the hunting world had not already
been exterminated. And then there was present to him a feeling,
as there is to so many of us, that the grand thing which Fortune
seemed to offer him was too good to be true. It could hardly be
that he should live to see his daughter the mother of a future
British peer ! He had tried to school himself not to wish it, telling
himself that such wishes were vain, and such longings wicked

;
he

had said miich to himself as to the dangers of rank and titles and
wealth for those who were not born to them. He had said some-

thing also of that family tragedy which had robbed his own life of

most of its joys, and which seemed to have laid so heavy a burden
on his girl's spirit. Going backwards and forwards morning and
evening to his work, he had endeavoured to make his own heart

acknowledge that the marriage was not desirable
;
but he had

failed
;

and had endeavoured to reconcile the failure to his

conscience by telling himself falsely that he as a father had been
anxious only for the -welfare of his child. Now he felt the blow
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terribly on her account, feeling sure that his girl's heart had been

;given to the young man ; but he felt it also on his own. It might
be, nevertheless, that the report would prove untrue. Had the
matter been one in which he was not himself so deeply interested,
he would certainly have believed it to be untrue, he being a man
by his nature not prone to easy belief. It would, however, be

wiser, he said to himself as he left the omnibus at the " Duchess of

Edinburgh," to say nothing as yet to Marion. Then he put the

paper carefully into his breast coat pocket, and considered how he

might best hide his feelings as to the sad news. But all this was
in vain. The story had already found its way down to Paradise
Row. Mrs. Demijohn was as greedy of news as her neighbours,
and would generally send round the corner for a halfpenny evening
journal. On this occasion she did so, and within two minutes of
-the time in which the paper had been put into her hands exclaimed
to her niece almost with ecstasy,

"
Clara, what do you think ? That

young lord who comes here to see Marion Fay has gone and got
himself killed out hunting."

"Lord Hampstead!" shouted Clara. "Got himself killed!

Laws, aunt, I can't believe it !

" In her tone, also, there was
something almost of exultation. The glory that had been supposed
to be awaiting Marion Fay was almost too much for the endurance
of any neighbour. Since it had become an ascertained fact that
Lord Hampstead had admired the girl, Marion's popularity in the
How had certainly decreased. Mrs. Duffer believed her no longer
to be handsome ; Clara had always thought her to be pert ; Mrs.

Demijohn had expressed her opinion that the man was an idiot
;

and the landlady at the "Duchess of Edinburgh" had wittily
asserted that

"
young marquises were not to be caught with chaff."

There was no doubt a sense of relief in Clara Demijohn's mind
when she heard that this special young marquis had been trampled
to death in the hunting field, and carried home a corpse.

" I must go and tell the poor girl," said Clara, immediately." Leave it alone," said the old woman. " There will be plenty
to tell her, let alone you." But such occasions occur so rarely that
it does not do not to take advantage of them. In ordinary life

events are so unfrequent, and when they do arrive they give such
a flavour of salt to hours which are generally tedious, that sudden
misfortunes come as godsends, almost even when they happen to

ourselves. Even a funeral gives a tasteful break to the monotony
of our usual occupations, and small-pox in the next street is a

gratifying excitement. Clara soon got possession of the newspaper,
and with it in her hand ran across the street to No. 17. Miss Fay
was at home, and in a minute or two came down to Miss Demijohn
in the parlour.

It was only during the minute or two that Clara began to think
how she should break the tidings to her friend, or in any way to

realize the fact that the "
tidings

" would require breaking. She
had rushed across the street with the important paper in her hand,
proud of the fact that she had something great to tell. But during
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that minute or two it did occur to her that a choice of words was
needed for such an occasion.

"
Oh, Miss Fay," she said,

" have you
heard?"

" Heard what ?
" asked Marion.

" I do not know how to tell you, it is so terrible ! I have only
just seen it in the newspaper, and have thought it best to run over
and let you know."

" Has anything happened to my father?
"
asked the girl.

'It isn't your father. This is almost more dreadful, because he
is so young." Then that bright pink hue spread itself over Marion's
face ;

but she stood speechless with her features almost hardened
by the resolution which she had already formed within her not to

betray the feelings of her heart before this other girl. The news,
let it be what it might, must be of him! .There was no one else
" so young," of whom it was probable that this young woman would

speak to her after this fashion. She stood silent, motionless,

conveying nothing of her feelings by her face, unless one might
have read something from the deep flush of her complexion.

" I
don't know how to say it," said Clara Demijohn.

" There
; you

had better take the paper and read for yourself. It's in the last

column but one near the bottom.
'
Fatal Accident in the Field !

'

You'll see it."

Marion took the paper, and read the words through without

faltering or moving a limb. Why would not the cruel young
woman go and leave her to her sorrow ? Why did she stand there

looking at her, as though desirous to probe to the bottom the sad
secret of her bosom ? She kept her eyes still fixed upon the paper,
not knowing where else to turn them, for she would not look into

her tormentor's face for pity.
" Ain't it sad ?

"
said Clara Demi-

john.
Then there came a deep sigh.

"
Sad," she said, repeating the

word
;

" sad ! Yes, it's sad. I think, if you don't mind, I'll ask

you to leave me now. Oh yes ;
there's the newspaper."

"
Perhaps you'd like to keep it for your father." Here Marion

shook her head. " Then I'll take it back to aunt. She's hardly
looked at it yet. When she came to the paragraph, of course, she
read it out ;

and I wouldn't let her have any peace till she gave it

me to bring over."
" I wish you'd leave me," said Marion Fay.
Then with a look of mingled surprise and anger she left the

room, and returned across the street to No. 10.
" She doesn't

seem to me to care a straw about it," said the niece to her aunt
;

" but she got up just as highty tighty as usual and asked me
to go away."

When the Quaker came to the door, and opened it with his

latch-key, Marion was in the passage ready to receive him. Till she

had heard the sound of the lock she had not moved from the room,
hardly from the position, in which the other girl had left her. She
had sunk into a chair which had been ready for her, and there she

had remained thinking over it.
"
Father," she said, laying her

a
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hand npon his arm as she went to meet him, and looking up into

his face; "father?"

"My child!"
" Have you heard any tidings in the City ?

"
" Have you heard any, Marion ?

"

" Is it true, then ?
"
she said, seizing both his arms as though to

support her.
" Who knows ? Who can say that it be true till further tidings

shall come? Come in, Marion. It is not well that we should
discuss it here."

"
Is it true ? Oh, father

; oh, father
;

it will kill me."
"
Nay, Marion, not that. After all, the lad was little more

than a stranger to thee."
"A stranger?"" How many weeks is it since first thou saw'st him ? And how

often ? But two or three times. I am sorry for him
;

if it be
true

;
if it be true ! I liked him well."

" But I have loved him."
"
Nay, Marion, nay ; thou shouldst moderate thyself."

"I will not moderate myself." Then she disengaged herself
from his arm. "I loved him, with all my heart, and all my
strength ; nay, with my whole soul. If it be so as that paper says,
then I must die too. Oh, father, is it true, think you ?

"

He paused a while before he answered, examining himself what
it might be best that he should say as to her welfare. As for

himself, he hardly knew what he believed. These papers were
always in search of paragraphs, and would put in the false and
true alike, the false perhaps the sooner, so as to please the taste

of their readers. But if it were true, then how bad would it be to

give her false hopes !

" There need be no ground to despair," he
said,

"
till we shall hear again in the morning."

" I know he is dead."
"Not so, Marion. Thou canst know nothing. If thou wilt

bear thyself like a strong-hearted girl, as thou art, I will do this for

thee. I will go across to the young lord's house at Hendon at

once, and inquire there as to his safety. They will surely know if

aught of ill has happened to their master."
So it was done. The poor old man, after his long day's labour,

without waiting for his evening meal, taking only a crust with him
in his pocket, got into a cab on that cold November evening, and
had himself driven by suburban streets and lanes to Hendon Hall.

Here the servants were much surprised and startled by the

inquiries made. They had heard nothing. Lord Hampstead and
his sister were expected home on the following day. Dinner was to

be prepared for them, and fires had already been lighted in the
rooms. " Dead !

" " Killed out hunting !

" " Trodden to death in
the field !

" Not a word of it had reached Hendon Hall. Never-
theless the housekeeper, when the paragraph was shown to her,
believed every word of it. And the servants believed it. Thus
the poor Quaker returned home with but very little comfort.
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Marion's condition during that night was very sad, though she

struggled to bear up against her sorrow in compliance with her
father's instructions. There was almost nothing said as she sat by
him while he ate his supper. On the next morning, too, she rose

to give him his breakfast, having fallen asleep through weariness
a hundred times during the night, to wake again within a minute
or two to the full sense of her sorrow. " Shall I know soon ?

"
she

said as he left the house.
"
Surely some one will know," he said

;

" and I will send thee

word."
* But as he left the house the real facts had already been made
known at the " Duchess of Edinburgh." One of the morning
papers had a full, circumstantial, and fairly true account of the
whole matter. "It was not his lordship at all," said the good-
natured landlady, coming out to him as he passed the door.

" Not Lord Hampstead ?
"

"Not at all."
" He was not killed ?

"

"
It wasn't him as was hurt, Mr. Fay. It was another of them

young men one Mr. Walker
; only son of Watson, Walker, and

Warren. And whether he be dead or alive nobody knows
; but

they do say there wasn't a whole bone left in his body. It's all

here, and I was agoing to bring it you. I suppose Miss Fay did
take it badly?"

" I knew the young man," said the Quaker, hurrying back to
his own house with the paper, anxious if possible not to declare
to the neighbourhood that the young lord was in truth a suitor for

his daughter's hand. " And I thank thee, Mrs. Grimley, for thy
eare. The suddenness of it all frightened my poor girl."

" That'll comfort her up," said Mrs. Grimley cheerily.
" From

ill we hear, Mr. Fay, she do have reason to be anxious for this

young lord. I hope he'll be spared to her, Mr. Fay, and show
tiimself a true man."

Then the Quaker returned with his news, which was accepted
by him and by them all as trustworthy.

" Now my girl will be

lappy again ?
"

"
Yes, father."

" But my chfld has told the truth to her old father at last."

"Had I told you any untruth? "

"
No, indeed, Marion."

" I said that I am not fit to bo his wife, and I am not. Nothing
's changed in all that. But when I heard that he was But,
ather, we will not talk of it now. How good you have been to me,
[ shall never forget, and how tender !

"

" Who should be soft-hearted if not a father?
"

"
They are not all like you. But you have been always good

md gentle to your girl. How good and how gentle we cannot

ilways see
;

can we ? But I have seen it now, father."

As he went into the City, about an hour after his proper time,
ie allowed his heart to rejoice at the future prospects of his girl.
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He did now believe that there would be a marriage between her and
her noble lover. She had declared her love to him, to him, her

father, and after that she would surely do as they would have her.

Something had reached even his ears of the coyness of girls, and it

was not displeasing to him that his girl had not been at once ready
to give herself with her easy promise to her lover. How strong she
had looked, even in the midst of her sufferings, on the previous
evening ! That she should be weaker this morning, less able to

restrain her tears, more prone to tremble as he spoke to her, was
but natural. The shock of the grief will often come after the

sorrow is over. He knew that, and told himself that there need be

nothing, need not at least be much, to fear.

But it was not so with Marion as she lay all the morning con-
vulsed almost with the violence of her emotions. Her own
weakness was palpable to herself, as she struggled to regain her

breath, struggled to repress her sobs, struggled to move about the

house, and be as might be any other girl.
" Better just lie thee

down till thy father return, and leave me to bustle through the

work," said the old Quaker woman who had lived with them

through all their troubles. Then Marion yielded, and laid herself

on the bed till the hour had come in which her father might be

expected.

CHAPTER XLII.

NEVER, NEVER TO COME AGAIN.

THE trouble to Hampstead occasioned by the accident was consider-

able, as was also for the first twenty-four hours his anxiety and
that of his sister as to the young man's fate. He got back to Gorse
Hall early in the day, as there was no more hunting after the killing
of that first fox. There had been a consultation as to the young
man, and it had been held to be best to have him taken to the inn
at which he had been living, as there would be room there for any
of his friends who might come to look after him. But during the
whole of that day inquiries were made at' Gorse .Hall after Lord
Hampstead himself, so general had been the belief that he was the
victim. From all the towns around, from Peterborough, Oundle,
Stilton, and Thrapstone, there came mounted messengers, with

expressions of hope and condolence as to the young lord's broken
bones.

And then the condition of their poor neighbour was so critical

that they found it to be impossible to leave Gorse Hall on the next

day, as they had intended. He had become intimate with them,
and had breakfasted at Gorse Hall on that very morning. In one

way Hampstead felt that he was responsible, as, had he not been
in the way, poor Walker's horse would have been next to the gate,
and would not have attempted the impossible jump. They were
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compelled to put off the journey till the Monday.
" Will go by the

9.30 train," said Hampstead in his telegram, who, in spite of poor
Walker's mangled body, was still determined to see Marion on that

day. On the Saturday morning it became known to him and his

sister that the false report had been in the London newspapers, and
then they had found themselves compelled to send telegrams to

every one who knew them, to the Marquis, and to the lawyer in

London, to Mr. Eoberts, and to the housekeeper at Hendon Hall.

Telegrams were also sent by Lady Amaldina to Lady Persiflage,
and especially to Lord Llwddythlw. Vivian sent others to the
Civil Service generally. Hautboy was very eager to let everybody
know the truth at the Pandemonium. Never before had so many
telegrams been sent from the little office at Gimberley. But there
was one for which TJampstead demanded priority, writing it himself,
and himself giving it into the hands of the despatching young lady,
the daughter of the Gimberley grocer, who no doubt understood
the occasion perfectly.

" To Marion Fay, 17, Paradise Row, Holloway.
" It was not I who was hurt. Shall be at No. 17 by three on

Monday."

" I wonder whether they heard it down at Trafford," said Lady
Amaldina to Lady Frances. On this subject they were informed
before the day was over, as a long message came from Mr. Koberts
in compliance with the instructions from the Marquis.

" Because
if they did what a terrible disappointment my aunt will have
to bear ?

"

" Do not say anything so horrible," said Lady Frances.
" I always look upon Aunt Clara as though she were not quite

in her right senses about her own children. She thinks a great

injury is done her because her son is not the heir. Now for a
moment she will have believed that it was so." This, however, was
a view of the matter which Lady Frances found herself unable
to discuss.

" He's going to get well after all," said Hautboy that evening,

just before dinner. He had been running over to the inn every
hour to ask after the condition of poor Walker. At first the tidings-
had been gloomy enough. The doctor had only been able to say
that he needn't die because of his broken bones. Then late in the

afternoon there arrived a surgeon from London who gave something
of a stronger hope. The young man's consciousness had come back
to him, and he had expressed an appreciation for brandy and water.

It was this fact which had seemed so promising to young Lord

Hautboy. On the Saturday there came Mrs. Walker and Miss

Walker, and before the Sunday evening it was told how the patient
had signified his intention of hunting again on the first possible

opportunity.
" I always knew he was a brick," said Hautboy, as

he repeated the story, "because he always would ride at every-

thing."
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"I don't think he'll ever ride again at the fence just out of

Gimberley Wood," said Lord Hampstead. They were all able to

start on the Monday morning without serious concern, as the
accounts from the injured man's bed-room were still satisfactory.
That he had broken three ribs, a collar-bone, and an arm seemed
to be accounted as nothing. Nor was there much made of the

scalp wound on his head, which had come from a kick the horse

gave him in the struggle. As his brains were still there, that did
not much matter. His cheek had been cut open by a stake on
which he fell, but the scar, it was thought, would only add to his

glories. It was the pressure of the horse which had fallen across

his body which the doctors feared. But Hautboy very rightly

argued that there couldn't be much danger, seeing that he had
recovered his taste for brandy and water. " If it wasn't for that,"
said Hautboy,

" I don't think I'd have gone away and left him."
Lord Hampstead found, when he reached home on the Monday

morning, that his troubles were not yet over. The housekeeper
came out and wept, almost with her arms round his neck. The
groom, and the footman, and the gardener, even the cowboy him-

self, flocked about him, telling stories of the terrible condition in

which they had been left after the coming of the Quaker on the

Friday evening.
" I didn't never think I'd ever see my lord again,"

said the cook solemnly. "I didn't a'most hope it," said the house-

maid,
"
after hearing the Quaker gentleman read it all out of the

newspaper." Lord Hampstead shook hands with them all, and

laughed at the misfortune of the false telegram, and endeavoured
to be well pleased with everything, but it occurred to him to think
what must have been the condition of Mr. Fay's house that night,
when he had come across from Holloway through the darkness
and rain to find out for his girl what might be the truth or false-

hood of the report which had reached him.
At 3.0 punctually he was in Paradise Eow. Perhaps it was

not unnatural that even then his advent should create emotion.
As he turned down from the main road the very potboy from " The
Duchess " rushed up to him, and congratulated him on his escape." I have had nothing to escape," said Lord Hampstead, trying to

pass on. But Mrs. Grimley saw him, and came out to him. "
Oh,

my lord, we are so thankful
;

indeed we are."
" You are very good, ma'am," said the lord.
" And now, Lord 'Anipstead, mind and be true to that dear

young lady who was well-nigh heart-broke when she heard as it

were you who was smashed up."
He was hurrying on, finding it impossible to make any reply to

this, when Miss Demijohn, seeing that Mrs. Grimley had been bold

enough to address the noble visitor to their humble street,

remembering how much she had personally done in the matter,

having her mind full of the important fact that she had been the
first to give information on the subject to the Eow generally,

thinking that no such appropriate occasion as this would ever

again occur for making personal acquaintance with the lord,
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rushed out from her own house, and seized the young man's hand
before he was able to defend himself.

" My lord," she said,
" my

lord, we were all so depressed when we heard of it."
" Were you, indeed ?

"

" All the Eow was depressed, my lord. But I was the first who
knew it. It was I who communicated the sad tidings to Miss Fay.
It was, indeed, my lord. I saw it in the Evening Tell- Tale, and
went across with the paper at once."

" That was very good of you."
"
Thank'ee, my lord. And, therefore, seeing you and knowing

you, for we all know you nowjn Paradise Eow "

" Do you now ?
"

"
Every one of us, my lord. Therefore I thought I'd just make

bold to come out and introduce myself. Here's Mrs. Duffer. I

hope you'll let me introduce you to Mrs. Duffer of No. 17. Mrs.

Duffer, Lord Hampstead. And oh, my lord, it will be such an
honour to the Row if anything of that kind should happen."

Lord Hampstead, having with his best grace gone through the

ceremony of shaking hands with Mrs.^Duffer, who had come up to

him and Clara just at the step of the Quaker's house, was at last

allowed to knock at the door. Miss Fay would be with him in a

minute, said the old woman as she showed him into the sitting-
room upstairs.

Marion, as soon as she heard the knock, ran for a moment to

her own bed-room. Was it not much to her that he was with her

again, not only alive, but uninjured, that she should again hear his

voice, and see the light of his countenance, and become aware once
more of a certain almost heavenly glory which seemed to surround
her when she was in his presence ? She was aware that on such
occasions she felt herself to be lifted out of her ordinary prosaic

life, and to be for a time floating, as it were, in some upper air
;

among the clouds, indeed; alas, yes; but among clouds which
were silver-lined ;

in a heaven which could never be her own, but
in which she could dwell, though it were but for an hour or two, in

ecstasy, if only he would allow her to do so without troubling her

with further prayer. Then there came across her a thought that

if only she could so begin this interview with him that it might
seem to be an occasion of special joy, as though it were a thanks-

giving because he had come back to her safe, she might, at any
rate for this day, avoid words from him which might drive her again
to refuse his great request. He already knew that she loved him,
must know of what value to her must be his life, must understand
how this had come at first a terrible, crushing, killing sorrow, and
then a relief which by the excess of its joy must have been almost

too much for her. Could she not let all that be a thing acknow-

ledged between them, which might be spoken of as between dearest

friends, without any allusion for the present to that request which
could never be granted ?

But he, as he waited ! there a minute or two, was minded to

make quite another use of the interview. He was burning to take
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her in his arms as his own, to press his lips to hers and know that
she returned his caress, to have the one word spoken which would
alone suffice to satisfy the dominating spirit of the man within him.
Had she acceded to his request, then his demand would have been
that she should at once become his wife, and he would not have
'rested at peace till he had reduced her months to weeks. He
desired to have it all his own way. He had drawn her into his

presence as soon almost as he had seen her. He had forced upon
her his love. He had driven her to give him her heart, and to

acknowledge that it was so. Of course he must go on with his

triumph over her. She must be his altogether, from the crown of

her head to the soles of her feet, and that without delay. His

hunting and his yacht, his politics and his friendships, were

nothing to him without Marion Fay. When she came into the

room, his heart was in sympathy with her, but by no means his

mind.
" My lord," she said, letting her hand lie willingly between the

Eressure
of his two,

"
you may guess what we suffered when we

eard the report, and how we felt when we learnt the truth."
" You got my telegram ? I sent it as soon as I began to under-

stand how foolish the people had been."
" Oh yes, my lord. It was so good of you !

"

"
Marion, will you do something for me ?

"

" What shall I do, my lord ?
"

" Don't call me ' my lord.'
"

" But it is proper.""
It is most improper, and abominable, and unnatural."

"LordHampstead!"" I hate it. You and I can understand each other, at any rate."

"I hope so."

"I hate it from everybody. I can't tell the servants not to do
it. They wouldn't understand me. But from you! It seems

always as though you were laughing at me."
"
Laugh at you !

"

"
You.may if you like it. What is it you may not do with me ?

. If it were really a joke, if you were quizzing, I shouldn't mind it."

He held her hand the whole time, and she did not attempt to with-
draw it. What did her hand signify? If she could only so

manage with him on that day that he should be satisfied to be

happy, and not trouble her with any request !
"
Marion," he said,

drawing her towards him.
"
Sit down, my lord. Well. I won't. You shan't be called '

my
lord

'

to-day, because I am so happy to see you ;
because you have

had so great an escape."" But I didn't have any escape."
If only she could keep him in this way ! If he would only talk

to her about anything but his passion !

"
It seemed to me so, of

course. Father was broken-hearted about it. He was as bad as I.

Think of father going down without his tea to Hendon Hall, and
driving the poor people there all out of their wits."
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"Everybody was out of his wits."
" I was," she said, bobbing her head at him. She was just so

far from him, she thought, as to be safe from any impetuous move-
ment. " And Hannah was nearly as bad." Hannah was the old
woman. " You may imagine we had a wretched night of it."

" And all about nothing," said he, falling into her mood in the
moment. " But think of poor Walker."

"
Yes, indeed ! I suppose he has friends, too, who loved him, as

as some people love you. But he is not going to die ?
"

" I hope not. Who is that young woman opposite who rushed
out to me in the street? She says she brought you the news
first."

" Miss Demijohn."" Is she a friend of yours?""
No," said Marion, blushing as she spoke the word very firmly.

"I am rather glad of that, because I didn't fall in love with her.

She introduced me to ever so many of the neighbours. The land-

lady of the public-house was one, I think."

"I am afraid they have offended you among them."
" Not in the least. I never take offence except when I think

people mean it. But now, Marion, say one word to me."
" I have said many words. Have I not said nice words ?

"

"
Every word out of your mouth is like music to me. But

there is one word which I am dying to hear."
" What word ?

" she said. She knew that she should not have
asked the question, but it was so necessary for her to put off the
evil if it were only for a moment.

" It is whatever word you may choose to use when you speak to

me as my wife. My mother used to call me John
; the children

call me Jack ; my friends call me Hampstead. Invent something
sweet for yourself. I always call you Marion because I love the
sound so dearly."

"
Every one calls me Marion."

" No ! I never did so till I had told myself that, if possible, you\^'
should be my own. Do you remember when you poked the fire for

1

meatHendonHall?'" (JJ
" I do

;
I do. It was wrong of me

;
was it not

;
when I hardly

knew you ?
"

" It was beyond measure good of you ;
but I did not dare to

call you Marion then, though I knew your name as well as I do
now, Marion ! I have it here, written all round my heart." What
could she say to a man who spoke to her after this fashion ? It

was as though an angel from heaven were courting her ! If only
she could have gone on listening so that nothing further should
come of it !

" Find some name for me, and tell me that it shall be
written round your heart."

" Indeed it is. You know it is, Lord Hampstead."
"But what name?"
" Your friend

; your friend of friends."

"It will not do. It is cold."
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" Then it is untrue to her from whom it comes. Do you think
that my friendship is cold for you ?

"

She* had turned towards him, and was sitting before him with
her face looking into his, with her hands clasped as though in
assurance of her truth

;
when suddenly he had her in his arms

and had pressed his lips to hers. In a moment she was standing
in the middle of the room. Though he was strong, her strength
was sufficient for her.

" My lord !

"
she exclaimed.

"
Ah, you are angry with me ?

"

" My lord, my lord, I did not think you would treat me like

that."
"
But, Marion

;
do you not love me ?

"

" Have I not told you that I do ? Have I not been true and
honest to you ? Do you not know it all ?

" But in truth he did
not know it all.

" And now I must bid you never, never to come
again."

"But I shall come. I will come. I will come always. You
will not cease to love me ?

"

" No
;

not that I cannot do that. But you must not come.
You have done that which makes me ashamed of myself." At that
moment the door was opened, and Mrs. Eoden came into the room.

CHAPTEK XLm.
DI CEINOLA.

THE reader must submit to have himselfcarried back some weeks,
to those days early in January, when Mrs. Eoden called upon her
son to accompany her to Italy. Indeed, he must be carried back a

long way beyond that ;
but the time during which he need be so

detained shall be short. A few pages will suffice to tell so much of

the early life of this lady as will be necessary to account for her
residence in Paradise Eow.

Mary Eoden, the lady whom we have known as Mrs. Eoden, was
left an orphan at the age of fifteen, her mother having died when
she was little more than an infant. Her father was an Irish clergy-
man with no means of his own but what he secured from a small

living; but his wife had inherited money amounting to about

eight thousand pounds, and this had descended to Mary when her
father died. The girl was then taken in charge by a cousin of her

own, a lady ten years her senior who had lately married, and whom
we have since met as Mrs. Vincent, living at Wimbledon. Mr.
Vincent had been well connected and well-to-do in the world, and
till he died the household in which Mary Eoden had been brought
up had been luxurious as well as comfortable. Nor did Mr. Vin-
cent die till after his wife's cousin had found a husband for herself.

Soon afterwards he was gathered to his fathers, leaving to his
widow a comfortable, but not more than a comfortable, income.
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The year before his death he and his wife had gone into Italy
rather on account of his health than for pleasure, and had the?
settled themselves at Verona for a winter, a winter which even-

tually stretched itself into nearly a year, at the close of which Mr.
Vincent died. But before that event took place Mary Koden had
become a wife.

At Verona, at first at the house of her own cousin, which was
of course her own home, and afterwards in the society of the place
to which the Vincents had been made welcome, Mary met a young
man who was known to all the world as the Duca di Crinola. No
young man more beautiful to look at, more charming in manners,
more ready in conversation, was then known in those parts of Italy
than this young nobleman. In addition to these good gifts, he was
supposed to have in his veins the very best blood in all Europe.
It was declared on his behalf that he was related to the Bourbons
and to the Hapsburgh family. Indeed there was very little of the
best blood which Europe had produced in the last dozen centuries
of which some small proportion was not running in his veins. He
was, too, the eldest son of his father, who, though he possessed the
most magnificent palace in Verona, had another equally magnifi-
cent in Venice, in which it suited him to live with his Duchessa.
As the old nobleman did not come often to Verona, and as the

young nobleman never went to Venice, the father and son did not
see much of each other, an arrangement which was supposed to
have its own comforts, as the young man was not disturbed in the

possession of his hotel, and as the old man was reported in Verona

generally to be arbitrary, hot-tempered, and tyrannical. It was
therefore said of the young Duke by his friends that he was nearly
as well off as though he had no father at all.

But there were other things in the history of the young Duke
which, as they became known to the Vincents, did not seem to be

altogether so charming. Though of all the palaces in Verona that

in which he lived was by far the most beautiful to look at from the

outside, it was not supposed to be furnished in a manner conform-
able to its external appearance. It was, indeed, declared that the

rooms were for the most part bare; and the young Duke never

gave the lie to these assertions by throwing them open to his friends.

It was said of him also that his income was so small and so pre-
carious that it amounted almost to nothing, that the cross old Duke
at Venice never allowed him a shilling, and that he had done every-

thing in his power to destroy the hopes of a future inheritance.

Nevertheless, he was beautiful to look at in regard to his outward

attire, and could hardly have been better dressed had he been able

to pay his tailor and shirt-maker quarterly. And he was a man of

great accomplishments, who could talk various languages, who
could paint, and model, and write sonnets, and dance to perfection.

And he could talk of virtue, and in some sort seem to believe in

it, though he would sometimes confess of himself that Nature had
not endowed him with the strength necessary for the performance
oi all the good things which he so thoroughly appreciated.
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Such as he was he entirely gained the affection of Mary Roden.
It is unnecessary here to tell the efforts that were made by Mrs.
Vincent to prevent the marriage. Had she been less austere she

might, perhaps, have prevailed with the girl. But as she began by
pointing out to her cousin the horror of giving herself, who had
been born and bred a Protestant, to a Eoman Catholic, and also of

bestowing her English money upon an Italian, all that she said

was without effect. The state of Mr. Vincent's health made it

impossible for them to move, or Mary might perhaps have been
carried back to England. When she was told that the man was

poor, she declared that there was so much the more reason why her

money should be given to relieve the wants of the man she loved.

It ended in their being married, and all that Mr. Vincent was able

to accomplish was to see that the marriage ceremony should be

performed after the fashion both of the Church of England and of

the Church of Home. Mary at the time was more than twenty-one,
and was thus able, with all the romance of girlhood, to pour her

eight thousand pounds into the open hands of her thrice-noble and
thrice-beautiful lover.

The Duchino with his young Duchessina went their way re-

joicing, and left poor Mr. Vincent to die at Verona. Twelve months
afterwards the widow had settled herself at the house at Wimble-
don, from which she had in latter years paid her weekly visits to

Paradise Eow, and tidings had come from the young wife which
were not altogether satisfactory. The news, indeed, which declared
that a young little Duke had been born to her was accompanied by
expressions of joy which the other surrounding incidents of her life

were not permitted at the moment altogether to embitter. Her
baby, her well-born beautiful baby, was for a few months allowed
to be a joy to her, even though things were otherwise very sorrow-
ful. But things were very sorrowful. The old Duke and the old
Duchess would not acknowledge her. Then she learned that the

quarrel between the father and son had been carried to such a

pitch that no hope of reconciliation remained. Whatever was left

of family property was gone as far as any inheritance on the part
of the elder son was concerned. He had himself assisted in making
over to a second brother all right that he possessed in the pro-
perty belonging to the family. Then tidings of horror accumu-
lated itself upon her and her baby. Then came tidings that her
husband had been already married when he first met her, which
tidings did not reach her till he had left her alone, somewhere up
among the Lakes, for an intended absence of three days. After
that day she never saw him again. The next she heard of him
was from Italy, from whence he wrote to her to tell her that she
was an angel, and that he, devil as he was, was not fit to appear
in her presence. Other things had occurred during the fifteen
months in which they had lived together to make her believe at
any rate the truth of this last statement. It was not that she
ceased to love him, but that she knew that he was not fit to be
loved. When a woman is bad a man can generally get quit of her
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from his heartstrings ;
but a woman has no such remedy. She

jan continue to love tho dishonoured one without dishonour to

herself, and does so.

Among other misfortunes was the loss of all her money. There
she was, in the little villa on the side of the lake, with no income,
ind with statements floating about her that she had not, and never
had had, a husband. It might well be that after that she should
caution Marion Fay as to the imprudence of an exalted marriage.
But there came to her assistance, if not friendship and love, in the
midst of her misfortunes. Her brother-in-law, if she had a hus-
band or a brother-in-law, came to her from the old Duke with
terms of surrender

;
and there came also a man of business, a

lawyer, from Venice, to make good the terms if they should bo

accepted. Though money was very scarce with the family, or the

power of raising money, still such was the feeling of the old noble-

man in her. misfortunes that the entire sum which had been given

up to his eldest son should be restored to trustees for her use and
for the benefit of her baby, on condition that she should leave Italy,
and consent to drop the title of the Di Crinola family. As to that

question of a former marriage, the old lawyer declared that he was
unable to give any certain information. The reprobate had no
doubt gone through some form of a ceremony with a girl of low
birth at Venice. It very probably was not a marriage. The young
Duchino, the brother, declared his belief that there had been no
such marriage. But she, should she cling to the name, could not
make her title good to it without obtaining proofs which they had
not been able to find. No doubt she could call herself Duchess.
Had she means at command she might probably cause herself to be
received as such. But no property would thus be affected, nor
would it rob him, the younger son, of his right to call himself also

by the title. The offer made to her was not ungenerous. The
family owed her nothing, but were willing to sacrifice nearly half

of all they had with the object of restoring to her the money of

which the profligate had robbed her, which he had been enabled
to take from her by her own folly and credulity. In this terrible

emergency of her life, Mrs. Vincent sent over to her a solicitor from

London, between whom and the Italian man of business a bargain
was struck. The young wife undertook to drop her husband's

name, and to drop it also on behalf of her boy. Then the eight
thousand pounds was repaid, and Mrs. Eoden, as she afterwards

called herself, went back to Wimbledon and to England with her

baby.
So far the life of George Eoden's mother had been most un-

fortunate. After that, for a period of sixteen years time went with

her, if not altogether happily, at least quietly and comfortably.
Then there came a subject of disruption. George Eodeu took upon
himself to have opinions of his own ;

and would not hold his peace
in the presence of Mrs. Vincent, to whom those opinions were most

unacceptable. And they were the more unacceptable because the

mother's tone of mind had always taken something of the bent
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which appeared so strongly afterwards in her son. George at any
rate could not be induced to be silent ; nor, which was worse,
could he after reaching his twentieth year be made to go to church
with that regularity which was necessary for the elder lady's peace
of mind. He at this time had achieved for himself a place in the
office ruled over by our friend Sir Boreas, and had in this way
become so much of a man as to be entitled to judge for himself.

In this way there had been no quarrel between Mrs. Vincent and
Mrs. Eoden, but there had come a condition of things in which it

had been thought expedient that they should live apart. Mrs.
Eoden had therefore taken for herself a house in Paradise Eow,
and those weekly inter-visitings had been commenced between her
and her cousin.

Such had' been the story of Mrs. Eoden's life, till tidings were
received in England that her husband was dead. The information
had been sent to Mrs. Vincent by the younger son of the late old

Duke, who was now a nobleman well known in the political life of
his own country. He had stated that, to the best of his belief, his

brother's first union had not been a legal marriage. He thought it

right, he had said, to make this statement, and to say that as far as
he was concerned he was willing to withdraw that compact upon
which his father had insisted. If his sister-in-law wished to call

herself by the name and title of Di Crinola, she might do so. Or if

the young man of whom he spoke as his nephew wished to be known
as Duca di Crinola he would raise no objection. But it must be
remembered that he had nothing to offer to his relative but the
barren tender of the name. He himself had succeeded to but very
little, and that which he possessed had not been taken from his

brother.

Then there were sundry meetings between Mrs. Vincent and
Mrs. Eoden, at which it was decided that Mrs. Eoden should go to

Italy with her son. Her brother-in-law had been courteous to her,
and had offered to receive her if she would come. Should she wish
to use the name of Di Crinola, he had promised that she should be
called by it in his house

;
so that the world around might know

that she was recognized by him and his wife and children. She
determined that she would at any rate make the journey, and that

she would take her son with her.

George Eoden had hitherto learnt nothing of his father or his

family. In the many consultations held between his mother and
Mrs. Vincent it had been decided that it would be better to keep
him in the dark. Why fill his young imagination with the glory
of a great title in order that he might learn at last, as might too

probably be the case, that he had no right to the name, no right
to consider himself even to be his father's son ? She, by her folly,

so she herself acknowledged, had done all that was possible to
/

annihilate herself as a woman. There was no name which she
could give to her son as certainly as her own. This, which had
been hers before she had been allured into a mock marriage, would
at any rate not be disputed. And thus he had been kept in ignor-
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ance of his mother's story. Of course he had asked. It was no
more than natural that he should ask. But when told that it was
for his mother's comfort that he should ask no more, he had assented
with that reticence which was peculiar to him. Then chance had
thrown him into friendship with the young English nobleman, and
the love of Lady Frances Trafford had followed.

His mother, when he consented to accompany her, had almost

promised him that all mysteries should be cleared up between them
before their return. In the train, before they reached /aris, a

question was asked and an answer given which served to Veil much
of the truth. As they came down to breakfast that morning, early
in the dark January morning, he observed that his mother was
dressed in deep mourning. It had always been her custom to

wear black raiment. He could not remember that he had ever
seen on her a coloured dress, or even a bright ribbon. And she
was not now dressed quite as is a widow immediately on the death
of her husband. It was now a quarter of a century since she had
seen the man who had so ill-used her. According to the account
which she had received, it was twelve months at least since he had
died in one of the Grecian islands. The full weeds of a mourning
widow would ill have befitted her condition of mind, or her imme-
diate purpose. But yet there was a speciality of blackness in her

garments which told him that she had dressed herself with a pur-
pose as of mourning.

"
Mother," he said to her in the train,

"
you

are in mourning, as for a friend ?
" Then when she paused he

asked again,
" May I not be told for whom it is done ? Am I not

right in saying that it is so ?
"

" It is so, George."
" For whom, then ?

"

They two were alone in the carriage, and why should his ques-
tion not be answered now ? But it had come to pass that there

was a horror to her in mentioning the name of his father to him.
"
George," she said,

"
it is more than twenty-five years since I saw

your father."
" Is he dead only now ?

"

" It is only now, only the other day, that I have heard of his

death."
" Why should not I also be in black ?

"

" I had not thought of it. But you never saw him since he had

you in his arms as a baby. You cannot mourn for him in heart."

"Do you?"
" It is hard to say for what we mourn sometimes. Of course I

loved him once. There is still present to me a memory of what I

loved, of the man who won my heart by such gifts as belonged to

him ; and for that I mourn. He was beautiful and clever, and he

charmed me. It is hard to say sometimes for what we mourn."
" Was he a foreigner, mother ?

"

"
Yes, George. He was an Italian. You shall know it all soon

now. But do not you mourn. To you no memories are left. Were
it not for the necessity of the present moment, no idea of a father
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should ever be presented to you." She vouchsafed to tell him
no more at that moment, and he pressed her with no further

questions.

CHAPTER XLIV.

"I WILL COME BACK AS I WENT."

WHILE Lord Hampstead's party were at Gorse Hall, some weeks
before poor Walker's accident, there came a letter from George
Koden to Lady Frances, and she, when she reached Hendon Hall,
found a second. Both these letters, or parts of them, shall be here

given, as they will tell all that need be added to what is already
known of the story of the man, and will explain to the reader the
cause and manner of action which he adopted.

"
Some,

"
January SOth, 18.

"DEAKEST FANNY,
"I wonder whether it will seem as odd to you to-

receive a letter from me written at Eome as it is to me to write it.

Our letters hitherto have been very few in number, and have only
declared that in spite of obstacles we shall always love each other.

I have never before had anything in truth to tell you ;
but now

I have so much that I do not know how to begin or how to go on
with it. But it must be written, as there is much that will interest

you as my dearest friend, and much also that will concern yourself
should you ever become my wife. It may be that a point will

arise as to which you and your friends, your father, for instance,
and your brother, will feel yourselves entitled to have a voice in

deciding. It may be quite possible that your judgment, or, at any
rate, that of your friends, may differ from my own. Should it be
so I cannot say that I shall be prepared to yield ;

but I will, at any
rate, enable you to submit the case to them with all fairness.

" I have told you more than once how little I have known of

my own family, that I have known indeed nothing. My mother
has seemed to me to be perversely determined not to tell me all

that which I will acknowledge I have thought that I ought to

know. But with equal perversity I have refrained from asking
questions on a subject of which I think I should have been told

everything without questioning. And I am a man not curious

by nature as to the past. I am more anxious as to what I may
do myself than as to what others of my family may have done
before me.

" When, however, my mother asked me to go with her to Italy,
it was manifest that her journey had reference to her former life.

I knew from circumstances which could not be hidden from me,
from her knowledge, for instance, of Italian, and from some relics

which remained to her of her former life, that she had lived for
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;ome period in this country. As my place of birth had never been
nentioned to me, I could not but guess that I had been born in

Italy, and when I found that I was going there I felt certain that
i must learn some portion of the story of which I had been kept
n ignorance. Now I have learnt it all as far as my poor mother
tcnows it herself

;
and as it will concern you to know it too, I must

mdeavour to explain to you all the details. Dearest Fanny, I do
xust that when you have heard them you will think neither worse
)f me on that account, nor better. It is as to the latter that I am
:eally in fear. I wish to believe that no chance attribute could
nake me stand higher in your esteem than I have come to stand

ilready by my own personal character."

Then he told her, not, perhaps, quite so fully as the reader
lias heard it told in the last chapter, the story of his mother's

narriage and of his own birth. Before they had reached Eome,
where the Duca di Crinola at present lived, and where he was at

present a member of the Italian Cabinet, the mother had told her
son all that she knew, having throughout the telling of the story
unconsciously manifested to him her own desire to remain in

obscurity, and to bear the name which had been hers for five-and-

twenty years ;
but at the same time so to manage that he should

return to England bearing the title to which by his birth she
believed him to be entitled. When in discussing this he explained
to her that it would be still necessary for him to earn his bread as

a, .clerk in the Post Office in spite of his high-sounding nobility, and

explained to her the absurdity of his sitting in Mr. Jerningham's
room at the desk with young Crocker, and calling himself at the
same time the Duca di Crinola, she in her arguments exhibited a
weakness which he had hardly expected from her. She spoke
vaguely, but with an assurance of personal hope, of Lady Frances,
of Lord Hampstead, of the Marquis of Kingsbury, and of Lord
Persiflage, as though by the means of these noble personages the
Duca di Crinola might be able to live in idleness. Of all this Koden
could say nothing in this first letter to Lady Frances. But it was
to this that he alluded when he hoped that she would not think
better of him because of the news which he sent her.

" At present," he wrote, continuing his letter after the telling
of the etory,

" we are staying with my uncle, as I presume I am
entitled to call him. He is very gracious, as also are his wife and
the young ladies who are my cousins ; but I think that he is as

anxious as I ana that there should be no acknowledged branch
of the family senior to his own. He is Duca di Crinola to all Italy,
and will remain so whether I assume the title or not. Were I to

take the name, and to remain in Italy, which is altogether

impossible, I should be nobody. He who has made for himself

a great position, and apparently has ample means, would not in

truth be affected. But I am sure that he would not wish it. He
is actuated by a sense of honesty, but he certainly has no desire to

be incommoded by relatives who would, as regards the family,
claim to be superior to himself. My dearest mother wishes to

T
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behave well to him, wishes to sacrifice herself
;
but is, I fear, above

all things, anxious to procure for her son the name and title which
his father bore.

" As for myself, you will, I think, already have perceived that
it is my desire to remain as 1 was when last I saw you, and to be
as ever

"
Yours, most affectionately,

"GEORGE EODEN."

Lady Frances was, as may be imagined, much startled at the

receipt of this letter
; startled, and also pleased. Though she had

always declared to herself that she was in every respect satisfied

with her lover from the Post Office, though she had been sure that
she had never wanted him to be other than he was, still, when she
heard of that fine-sounding name, there did for a moment come
upon her an idea that, for his sake, it might be well that he should
have the possession of all that his birth had done for him. But
when she came to understand the meaning of his words, as she did
on the second or third reading of his letter, when she discovered
what he meant by saying that he hoped she would not think better

of him by reason of what he was telling her, when she understood
the purport of the manner in which he signed his name, she
resolved that in every respect she would think as he thought and
act as he wished her to act. Whatever might be the name which
he might be pleased to give her, with that would she be contented,
nor would she be led by any one belonging to her to ask him to

change his purpose.
For two days she kept the letter by her unanswered, and

without speaking of it to anybody. Then she showed it to her

brother, exacting from him a promise that he should not speak of
it to any one without her permission. "It is George's secret," she

said,
" and I am sure you will see that I have no right to disclose

it. I tell you because he would do so if he were here." Her
brother was willing enough to make the promise, which would of

course be in force only till he and Eoden should see each other
;
but

he could not be Tbrought to agree with his sister as to his friend's

view of the position.
" He may have what fancies he pleases about titles," he said,

"as may I; but I do not think that he would be justified in,

repudiating his father's name. I feel it a burden and an absurdity
to be born to be an earl and a marquis, but I have to put up with
it

; and, though my reason and political feeling on the matter tell

me that it is a burden and an absurdity, yet the burden is easily

borne, and the absurdity does not annoy me much. There is a
gratification in being honoured by those around you, though your
conscience may be twinged that you yourself have done nothing
to deserve it. It will be so with him if he takes his position here
as an Italian nobleman."

" But he would still have to be a clerk in the Post Office."
"
Probably not."
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" But how would he live ?
" asked Lady Frances.

" The governor, you would find, would look upon him in a much
ore favourable light than he does at present."" That would be most unreasonable"."
" Not at all. It is not unreasonable that a Marquis of Kingsbury

lould be unwilling to give his daughter to George Boden, a clerk

the Post Office, but that he should be willing to give her to a
uca di Crinola."
" What has that to do With earning money ?

"

" The governor would probably find an income in one case, and
)t in the other. I do not quite say that it ought to be so, but it

not unreasonable that it should be so." Then Lady Frances
id a great deal as to that pride in her lover which would not
low him to accept such a position as that which was now sug-
jsted.

There was a long discussion on the subject. Her brother ex-

ained to her how common it was for noblemen of high birth to

re]on means provided by their wives' fortunes, and how uncommon
was that men born to high titles should consent to serve as clerks

. a public office. But his common sense had no effect upon his

ster, who ended the conversation by exacting from him a renewed
ssurance of secrecy.

" I won't say a word till he comes," said

ampstead ;

" but you may be sure that a story like that will be all

rer London before he does come."

Lady Frances of course answered her lover's letter
;
but of what

le said it is only necessary that the reader should know that she
romised that in all things she would be entirely guided by his

ishes.

Then came his second letter to her, dated on the day on which
jor Walker had nearly been crushed to death. " I am so glad
rat you agree with me," he wrote.

" Since my last letter to you
rerything here has been decided as far as I can decide it, or,

tdeed, as far as any of us can do so. There can, I think, be no
Dubt as to the legality of my mother's marriage. My uncle is of

le same opinion, and points out to me that were I to claim my
.ther's name no one would attempt to dispute it. He alone could
D so, or rather would be the person to do so if it were done. He
ould make no such attempt, and would himself present me to the

ing here as the Duca di Crinola if I chose to remain and to accept
le position. But I certainly will not do so. I should in the first

lace be obliged to give up my nationality. I could not live in

ngland bearing an Italian title, except as an Italian. I do not
now that as an Italian I should be forced to give up my place in

le Post Office. Foreigners, I believe, are employed in the Civil

ervice. But there would be an absurdity in it which to me would
9 specially annoying. I could not live under such a weight of

dicule. Nor could I live in any position in which some meagre
icome might be found for me because of my nobility. No such
icome would be forthcoming here. I can imagine that your father

light make a provision for a poor son-in-law with a grand title
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He ought not to do so, according to my ideas, but it might be

possible that he should find himself persuaded to such weakness.
But I could not accept it. I should not be above taking money
with my wife, if it happened to come in my way, provided that I
were earning an income myself to the best ofmy ability. For her sake
I should do what might be best for her. But not even for your sake,

if you wished it, as I know you do not, could I consent to hang
about the world in idleness as an Italian duke without a shilling
of my own. Therefore, my darling, I purpose to come back as I

went, " Your own,
" GEORGE EODEN.

" Clerk in the Post Office, and entitled to consider myself
as being on ' H.M.S.' when at work from ten till four."

This letter reached Lady Frances at Hendon Hall on the return
of herself and her brother from Gorse Hall. But before that time
the prophecy uttered by Lord Hampstead as to the story being all

over London had already been in part fulfilled. Vivian during
their hunting weeks at Gorse Hall had been running continually

up and down from London, where his work as private secretary to

the Secretary of State had been, of course, most constant and

important. He had, nevertheless, managed to have three days a
week in Northamptonshire, explaining to his friends in London
that he did it by sitting up all night in the country, to his friends

in the country that he sat up all night in town. There are some
achievements which are never done in the presence of those who
hear of them. Catching salmon is one, and working all night is

another. Vivian, however, managed to do what was required of

him, and to enjoy his hunting at the same time.

On his arrival at Gorse Hall the day before the famous
accident he had a budget of news of which he was very full, but of

which he at first spoke only to Hampstead. He could not, at any
rate, speak of it in the presence of Lady Frances. " You have
heard this, haven't you, about George Boden ?

" he asked, as soon
as he could get Lord Hampstead to himself.

" Heard what about George Eoden ?
" asked the other, who, of

course, had heard it all.
' The Italian title."
' What about an Italian title ?

"

' But have you heard it ?
"

' I have heard something. What have you heard ?
"

'

George Eoden is in Italy."
' Unless he has left it. He has been there, no doubt."
' And his mother." Hampstead nodded his head. " I suppose

you do know all about it ?
"

" I want to know what you know. What I have heard has
come to me as a secret. Your story can probably be divulged."

" I don't know that. We are apt to be pretty close as to what
we hear at the Foreign Office. But this didn't come as specially
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>rivate. I've had a letter from Muscati, a very good fellow in the

Poreign Office there, who had in some way heard your name as
onnected with Eoden."

" That is very likely."" And your sister's," said Vivian in a whisper." That is likely too. Men talk about anything now-a-days."" Lord Persiflage has heard direct from Italy. He is interested,
if course, as being brother-in-law to Lady Kingsbury."" But what have they heard ?

"

" It seems that Eoden isn't an Englishman at all."
" That will be as he likes, I take it. He has lived here as an

Englishman for five-and-twenty years."
" But of course he'll prefer to be an Italian," said Vivian.

"
It

urns out that he is heir to one of the oldest titles in Italy. You
lave heard of the Ducas di Crinola ?

"

" I have heard of them now."
" One of them is Minister of Education in the present Cabinet,

nd is likely to be the Premier. But he isn't the head of the family,
nd he isn't really the Duca di Crinola. He is called so, of course.

5ut he isn't the head of the family. George Eoden is the real Duca
i Crinola. I thought there must be something special about the
aan when your sister took such a fancy to him."
"I always thought there was something special about him,"

aid Hampstead ;

"
otherwise I should hardly have liked him so

roll."
" So did I. He always seemed to be, to me, just one of our-

elves, you know. A fellow doesn't come out like that unless he's

omebody. You Eadicals may say what you please, but silk purses
on't get made out of sow's ears. Nobody stands up for blood less

ban I do ; but, by George, it always shows itself. You wouldn't
hink Crocker was heir to a dukedom."

"
Upon my word, I don't know. I have a great respect for

Jrocker."
" And now what's to be done ?

" asked Vivian.
" How done ?

"

" About Di Crinola ? Lord Persiflage says that he can't remain
i the Post Office."

"Why not?"
" I'm afraid he doesn't come in for much ?

"
" Not a shilling."" Lord Persiflage thinks that something should be done for him.

5ut it is so hard. It should be done in Italy, you know. I should
hink that they might make him extra Secretary of Legation, so as
o leave him here. But then they have such a small salary !

" As
he story of George Eoden's birth was thus known to all the

foreign Office, it was probable that Hampstead's prophecy would
e altogether fulfilled.
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CHAPTEE XLV.

TBUE TIDINGS.

THE Foreign OflBce, from top to bottom, was very much moved on
the occasion, and not -without cause. The title of Di Crinola was
quite historic, and had existed for centuries. No Duca di Crinola,

at any rate, no respectable Duca di Crinola, could be in England
even as a temporary visitant without being considered as entitled

to some consideration from the Foreign Office. The existing duke
of that name, who had lately been best known, was at present a
member of the Italian Ministry. Had he come he would have been
entitled to great consideration. But he, as now appeared, was not
the real Duca di Crinola. The real duke was an Englishman, or

an Anglicized Italian, or an Italianized Englishman. No one in

the Foreign Office, not even the most ancient pundit there, quite
knew what he was. It was clear that the Foreign Office must take
some notice of the young nobleman. But in all this was not con-
tained more than half of the real reasons for peculiar consideration.
This Anglicized Italian Duca was known to be engaged to the

daughter of an English Marquis, to a lady who, if not niece, was
next door to being niece to the Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs

himself! Many years must have passed since an individual had

sprung into notice so interesting in many different ways to all the

body of the Foreign Office !

And this personage was a clerk in the Post Office ! There had
no doubt been a feeling in the Foreign Office, if not of actual

disgrace, at any rate of mingled shame and regret, that a niece of

their Secretary of State should have engaged herself to one so low.

Had he been in the Foreign Office himself something might have
been made of him ; but a Clerk in the Post Office ! The thing
had been whispered about and talked over, till there had come uy
an idea that Lady Frances should be sent away on some compulsor*
foreign mission, so as to be out of the pernicious young man's reach
But now it turned out suddenly that the young man was the Duca
di Crinola, and it was evident to all of them that Lady Frances
Trafford was justified in her choice.

But what was to be done with the Duca ? Rumours reached
the Foreign Office that the infatuated young nobleman intended to

adhere to his most unaristocratic position. The absurdity of a
clerk of the third class in one of the branches of the Post Office,

with a salary of a hundred and seventy a year, and sitting in the

same room with Crockers and Bobbins while he would have to be
called by everybody the Duca di Crinola, was apparent to the mind
of the lowest Foreign Office official. It couldn't be so, they said to

each other. Something must be done. If Government pay were

necessary to him, could he not be transformed by a leap into the

Elysium of their own department, where he might serve with some
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especial name invented for the occasion ? Then there arose ques-
tions which no man could answer. Were he to be introduced into

this new-fangled office proposed for him, would he come in as an
Englishman or an Italian; and if as an Englishman, was it in

accordance with received rules of etiquette that he should be called

Duca di Crinola ? Would it be possible in so special a case to get

special permission from the Crown ;
or if not, could he be appointed

to the Foreign Office as a foreigner? The special permission,
though it was surrounded by so many difficulties, yet seemed to be
easier and less monstrous than this latter suggestion. They under-
stood that though he could not well be dismissed from the office

which he already held, it might be difficult to appoint a foreign
nobleman to the performance of duties which certainly required
more than ordinary British tendencies. In this way the mind of
the Foreign Office was moved, and the coming of the young duke
was awaited with considerable anxiety.

The news went beyond the Foreign Office. Whether it was
that the Secretary of State himself told the story to the ladies of

his household, or that it reached them through private secretaries,
it was certainly the case that Lady Persiflage was enabled to write
a very interesting letter to her sister, and that Lady Amaldina took
the occasion of congratulating her cousin and of informing her
lover.

Lady Kingsbury, when she received the news, was still engaged
in pointing out to her husband the iniquity of his elder children in

having admitted the visit of Mr. Eoden to Hendon Hall. This, she

persisted in saying, had been done in direct opposition to most
solemn promises made by all the parties concerned. The Marquis
at the time had recovered somewhat of his strength, in consequence,
as was said among the household, of the removal of Mr. Greenwood
into Shrewsbury. And the Marchioness took advantage of this

improved condition on the part of her husband to make him
sensible of the abominable iniquity of which the young persons had
been guilty. The visit had occurred two months since, but the

iniquity to Lady Kingsbury's thinking still demanded express con-

demnation and, if possible, punishment.
" A direct and premedi-

tated falsehood on the part of them all !

"
said Lady Kingsbury,

standing over her husband, who was recumbent on the sofa in his

Dwn room.
"
No, it wasn't," said the Marquis, who found it easier to deny

the whole charge than to attempt in his weakness to divide the

" My dear ! When she was allowed to go to Hendon Hall, was
it not done on a sacred pledge that she should not see that horrid

tnan ? Did not Hampstead repeat the promise to my own ears?
"

" How could he help his coming ? I wish you wouldn't trouble

.lie about it any more."
" Then I suppose that she is to have your leave to marry the

nan whenever she chooses !

"

Then he roused himselTwith whatever strength he possessed,
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and begged her to leave him. With, much indignation she stalked
out of the room, and going to her apartments found the following
letter, which had just arrived from her sister :

"Mr DEAE CLAKA,
"As you are down in the country, I suppose the news

about Fanny's
'

young man
'

has not yet reached you."
Fanny's young man ! Had Fanny been the housemaid, it was

thus that they might have spoken of her lover. Could it be that
"
Fanny and her young man

" had already got themselves married ?

Lady Kingsbury, when she read this, almost let the letter drop
from her hand, so much was she disgusted by the manner in which
her sister spoke of this most unfortunate affair.

" I heard something of it only yesterday, and the rest of the
details to-day. As it has come through the Foreign Office you may
be quite sure that it is true, though it is so wonderful. The young
man is not George Eoden at all, nor is he an Englishman. He is

an Italian, and his proper name and title is Duca di Crinola."

Again Lady Kingsbury allowed the letter almost to drop ;
but on

this occasion with feelings of a very different nature. What ! not

George Eoden ! Not a miserable clerk in the English Post Office !

Duca di Crinola
;

a title of which she thought that she remem-
bered to have heard as belonging to some peculiarly ancient family !

It was not to be believed. And yet it came from her sister, who
was usually correct in all such matters

;
and came also from the

Foreign Office, which she regarded as the one really trustworthy
source of information as to foreign matters of an aristocratic nature.
" Duca di Crinola !

"
she said to herself, as she went on with the

reading of her letter.
" There is a long story of the marriage of his mother which I do

not quite understand as yet, but it is not necessary to the facts of
the case. The young man has been recognized in his own country
as entitled to all the honours of his family, and must be received
so by us. Persiflage says that he will be ready to present him at
Court on his return as Duca di Crinola, and will ask him at once
to dine in Belgrave Square. It is a most romantic story, but must
be regarded by you and me as being very fortunate, as dear Fanny
had certainly set her heart upon marrying the man. I am told

that he inherits nothing but the bare title. Some foreign nobleman,
are, you know, very poor ;

and in this case the father, who was
a ' mauvais sujet? contrived to destroy whatever rights of property
he had. Lord Kingsbury probably will be able to do something for

him. Perhaps he may succeed in getting official employment suited

to his rank. At any rate we must all of us make the best of him
for Fanny's sake. It will be better to have a Duca di Crinola among
us, even though he should not have a shilling, than a Post Office

clerk with two or three hundred a year.
" I asked Persiflage to write to Lord Kingsbury ;

but he tetfs

me that I must do it all, because he is so busy. Were my brother-

in-law well enough I think he should come up to town to make
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inquiry himself and to see the young man. If ho cannot do so, ho
had better get Hampstead to take him down to Trafford. Hamp-
stead and this young Duchino are luckily bosom friends. It tells

well for Hampstead that, after all, he did not go so low for his
associates as you thought he did. Amaldina intends to write to

Fanny to congratulate her.
" Your affectionate sister," GERALDINE PERSIFLAGE."

Duca di Crinola ! She could not quite believe it
; and yet she

did believe it. Nor could she be quite sure as to herself whether
she was happy in believing it or the reverse. It had been terrible

to her to think that she should have to endure the name of being
stepmother to a clerk in the Post Office. It would not be at all

terrible to her to be stepmother to a Duca di Crinola, even though
the stepson would have no property of his own. That little mis-
fortune would, as far as the feelings of society went, be swallowed

up amidst the attributes of rank. Nothing would sound better than
Duchessa or Duchessina ! And, moreover, it would be all true !

This was no paltry title which might be false, or might have beea

picked up, anyhow, the other day. All the world would know that
the Italian Duke was the lineal representative of a magnificent
family to whom this identical rank had belonged for many years.
There were strong reasons for taking the young Duke and the young
Duchess to her heart at once.

But then there were other reasons why she should not wish it

to be true. In the first place she hated them both. Let the man
be Duca di Crinola as much as he might, he would still have been
a Post Office clerk, and Lady Frances would have admitted his

courtship having believed him at the time to have been no more
than a Post Office clerk. The sin would have been not the less

abominable in the choice of her lover, although it might be ex-

pedient that the sin should be forgiven. And then the girl had
insulted her, and there had been that between them which would

prevent the possibility of future love; and would it not be hard

upon her darlings if it should become necesary to carve out from
the family property a permanent income for this Italian nobleman,
and for a generation of Italian noblemen to come? And then what
a triumph would this be for Hampstead, who, of all human beings,
was the most distasteful to her !

But upon the whole she thought it would be best to accept tha
Duca. She must, indeed, accept him. Nothing that she could do
would restore the young man to his humble desk and humble name.
Nor would the Marquis be actuated by any prayer of hers in refer-

ence to the carving of the property. It would be better for her to

accept the young Duke and the young Duchess, and make the best

of them. If only the story should at last be shown to be true !

The duty was imposed on her of communicating the story to the

Marquis ;
but before she did so she was surprised by a visit from

Mr. Greenwood. Mr. Roberts had used no more than the violence
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of argument, and Mr. Greenwood had been induced to take himself
to Shrewsbury on the day named for his departure. If he went he
would have 200 a year from the Marquis, and 100 would be
added by Lord Hampstead, of which the Marquis need not know
anything. Unless he went on the day fixed that 100 would not
be added. A good deal was said on either side, but he went. The
Marquis had refused to see him. The Marchioness had bade him
adieu in a most formal manner, in a manner quite unbecoming
those familiar suggestions which, he thought, had been made to

him as to a specially desirable event. But he had gone, and as he
went he told himself that circumstances might yet occur in the

family which might be of use to him. He, too, had heard the great

family news, perhaps through some under-satellite of the Foreign
Office, and he came with the idea that he would be the first to make
it known at Trafford Park.

He would have asked for the Marquis, but he knew that the

Marquis would not receive him. Lady Kingsbury consented to see

him, and he was ushered up to the room to which he had so often

made his way without any asking.
" I hope you are well, Mr.

Greenwood," she said.
" Are you still staying in the neighbour-

hood ?
"

It was, however, well known at Trafford that he was at

Shrewsbury.
"
Yes, Lady Kingsbury. I have not gone from the neighbour-

hood. I thought that perbaps you might want to see me again."
" I don't know that we need trouble you, Mr. Greenwood."
" I have come with some news respecting the family." As he

said this he managed to assume the old look, and stood as though he
had never moved from the place since he had last been in the room.

" Do sit down, Mr. Greenwood. What news ?
"

" Mr. George Eoden, the clerk in the Post Office
"

But she was not going to have the tidings repeated to her by
him, so as to give him any claim to gratitude for having brought
them. " You mean the Duca di Crinola !

"

" Oh !

"
exclaimed Mr. Greenwood.

" I have heard all that, Mr. Greenwood."
" That the Post Office clerk is an Italian nobleman ?

"

" It suited the Italian nobleman for a time to be a Post Office

clerk. That is what you mean."
" And Lady Frances is to be allowed "

" Mr. Greenwood, I must ask you not to discuss Lady Frances
here."

" Oh ! Not to discuss her ladyship !

"

"
Surely you must be aware how angry the Marquis has been

about it."
" Oh !

" He had not seated himself, nor divested himself of that

inquisitorial appearance which was so distasteful to her. "We
used to discuss Lady Frances sometimes, Lady Kingsbury."

" I will not discuss her now. Let that be enough, Mr. Green-
wood."

" Nor yet Lord Hampstead?
"
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"Nor yet Lord Hampstead. I think it very wrong of you to

come after all that took place. If the Marquis knew it
"

Oh ! If the Marquis knew it ! If the Marquis knew all, and
if other people knew all ! If it were known how often her ladyship
had^ spoken, and how loud, as to the wished-for removal to a better

world of his lordship's eldest son ! But he could not dare to speak
it out. And yet it was cruel on him ! He had for some days felt

her ladyship to be under his thumb, and now it seemed that she
had escaped from him. "Oh ! very well, Lady Kingsbury. Perhaps
I had better go, just for the present." And he went.

This served, at least, for corroboration. She did not dare to

keep the secret long from her husband, and therefore, in the course
of the evening, went down with her sister's letter in her hand.
" What !

"
said the Marquis, when the story had been read to him.

" What ! Duca di Crinola !

"

' There can't be a doubt about it, my dear."

And he a clerk in the Post Office ?
"

He isn't a clerk in the Post Office now."
I don't quite see what he will be, then. It appears that he

has inherited nothing."
' My sister says nothing."
'Then what's the good of his title? There is nothing so

pernicious in the world as a pauper aristocracy. A clerk in the
Post Office is entitled to have a wife, but a poor nobleman should
at any rate let his poverty die with himself."

This was a view of the case which had not hitherto presented
itself to Lady Kingsbury. When she suggested to him that the

young nobleman should be asked down to Trafford, he did not
seem to see that it was at all necessary. It would be much better

that Fanny should come back. The young nobleman would, he

supposed, live in his own country ; unless, indeed, the whole tale

was a cock-and-bull story made up by Persiflage at the Foreign
Office. It was just the sort of thing, he said, that Persiflage would
do. He had said not a word as to carving an income out of the

property for the young noble couple when she left him.

CHAPTER XLVI.

ALL THE WORLD KNOWS IT.

THE story was in truth all over London and half over England by
the time that Lady Frances had returned to Hendon Hall. Though
Vivian had made a Foreign Office secret of the affair at Gorse

Hall, nevertheless it had been so commonly talked about during
the last Sunday there, that Hautboy had told it all to poor Walker
and to the Walker ladies.

" By Jove, fancy !

"
Hautboy had said,

"" to go at once from a Post Office clerk to a duke! It's like some
of those stories when a man goes to bed as a beggar and gets up as

a prince. I wonder whether he likes it," Hampstead had of
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course discussed the matter very freely with his sister, still ex-

pressing an opinion that a man could not do other than take his
father's name and his father's title. Lady Frances having thus be-
come used to the subject was not surprised to find the following letter
from her friend Lady Amaldina when she reached her home :

"Mr DEABEST FANNY," I am indeed delighted to be able to congratulate you on
the wonderful and most romantic story which has just been made
known to us. I was never one of those who blamed you very much
because you had given your affections to a man so much below you
in rank. Nevertheless, we all could not but feel that it was a pity
that he should be a Post Office clerk I Now, indeed, you have
reason to be proud ! I have already read up the subject, and I
find that the Ducas di Crinola are supposed to have the very best

blood in Europe. There can be no doubt that one of the family
married a Bourbon before they came to the French throne. I
could send you all the details, only I do not doubt that you have
found it out for yourself already. Another married a second cousin

of that Maximilian who married Mary of Burgundy. One of the
ladies of the family is supposed to have been the wife of the

younger brother of one of the Guises, though it isn't quite certain

whether they were ever married. But that little blot, my dear,
will hardly affect you now. Taking the name altogether, I don't

think there is anything higher in all Europe. Papa says that the
Di Crinolas have always been doing something in Italy in the way
of politics, or rebellion, or fighting. So it isn't as though they
were all washed out and no longer of any account, like some of

those we read of in history. Therefore I do think that you must
be a very happy girl.

" I do feel so completely snuffed out, because, after all, the title

of Merioneth was only conferred in the time of Charles the Second.

And though there was a Lord Llwddythlw before that, even he
was only created by James the First. The Powells no doubt are a

very old Welsh family, and it is supposed that there was some
relationship between them and the Tudors. But what is that to be

compared to the mediaeval honours of the great House of Di Crinola ?
"
Papa seems to think that he will not have much fortune. I

am one of those who do not think that a large income is at all to be

compared to good birth in the way of giving real position in the

world. Of course the Duke's estates are supposed to be enormous,
and Llwddythlw, even as an eldest son, is a rich man ;

but as far as

I can see there is nothing but trouble comes from it. If he has

anything to do with a provincial town in the way of rents he is

expected to lay the first brick of every church and institute about
the place. If anything has to be opened he has to open it

;
and ho

is never allowed to eat his dinner without having to make two or

three speeches before and afterwards. That's what I call a great bore.

As far as I can see you will be always able to have your duke with

you, because he will have no abominable public duties to look after,
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" I suppose something will have to be done as to an income.

Llwddythlw seems to think that he ought to get into Parliament.
At least that is what he said to papa the other day ;

for I have not
seen him myself for ever so long. He calls in the Square every
Sunday just as we have done lunch, and never remains above two
minutes. Last Sunday we had not heard of this glorious news ;

but

papa did see him one day at the House, and that was what he said.

I don't see how he is to get into the House if he is an Italian Duke,
and I don't know what he'd get by going there. Papa says that he

might be employed in some diplomatic position by his own Govern-

ment; but I should think that the Marquis could do something for
him, as he has so much at his own disposition. Every acre of the
Merioneth property is settled upon, well,-ywhoever may happen
to be the next heir. There will sure to be an income. There

always is. Papa says that the young dukes are always as well off,

at any rate, as the young ravens.
"
But, as I said before, what does all this signify in comparison

with BLOOD? It does make your position, my dear, quite another

thing from what we had expected. You would have kept your
title no doubt

;
but where would he have been?

"
I wonder whether you will be married now before August. I

suppose not, because it doesn't seem to be quite certain when that
wicked papa of his died

;
but I do hope that you won't. A day at

last has been fixed for us
;

the 20th of August, when, as I told you
before, Lord David is to run away instantly after the ceremony so

as to travel all night and open something the next morning at

Aberdeen. I mention it now, because you will be by far the most
remarkable of all my bevy of twenty. Of course your name will

have been in the papers before that as the future Italian Duchess.

That I own will be to me a just cause of pride. I think I have got

my bevy all fixed at last, and I do hope that none of them will get
married before my day. That has happened so often as to be quite

heart-breaking. I shall cry if I find that you ar& to be married first.
" Believe me to be

" Your most affectionate friend and cousin,
" AMALDINA."

She wrote also to her future husband on the same subject :

" DEABEST LLWDDYTHLW,
"
It was very good of you to come last Sunday, but I wish

you hadn't gone away just because the Graiseburys were there.

They would not have eaten you, though he is a Liberal.
" I have written to Fanny Trafford to congratulate her ;

because

you know it is after all better than being a mere Post Office clerk.

That was terrible
;

so bad that one hardly knew how to mention

Tier name in society ! When people talked about it, I really did

feel that I blushed all over. One can mention her name now
because people are not supposed to know that he has got nothing.

Nevertheless, it is very dreadful. What on earth are Ciey to live on f
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I have told her about the young ravens. It was papa who said

that when he first heard of this Di Crinola affair. I suppose a girl

ought to trust in Providence when she marries a man without a

shilling. That was what papa meant.
"
Papa says that you said that he ought to go into Parliament.

But what would he get by that? Perhaps as he is in the Post
Office they might make him Postmaster- General. Only papa says
that if he were to go into Parliament, then he could not call himself
Duca di Crinola. Altogether it seems to be very sad, though not

quite so sad as before. It is true that one of the Di Crinolas
married a Bourbon, and that others of them have married ever so

many royalties. I think there ought to be a law for giving such

people something to live upon out of the taxes. How are they to be

expected to live upon nothing ? I asked papa whether he couldn't

get it done ;
but he said it would be a money bill, and that you

ought to take it up. Pray don't, for fear it should take you all

August. I know you wouldn't have a scruple about putting off

your own little affair, if anything of that kind were to come in the

way. 1 believe you'd like it.

" Do stop a little longer when you come on Sunday. I have ever

so many things to say to you. And if you can think of anything to
be done for those poor Di Crinolas, anything that won't take up all

August, pray do it.
" Your own,

"AMY."

One more letter shall be given; the answer, namely, to the

above, from the lover to his future bride :

" DEAE AMY,
"

I'll be at the Square on Sunday by three. I will walk
out if you like, but it is always raining. I have to meet five or six

conservative members later on in the afternoon as to the best thing
to be done as to Mr. Green's Bill for lighting London by electricity.
It would suit everybody ;

but some of our party, I am afraid, would
go with them, and the Government is very shilly-shally. I have
been going into the figures, and it has taken me all the week.
Otherwise I would have been to see you.

"This Di Crinola affair is quite a romance. I did not mean
that he ought to go into the House by way of getting an income.
If he takes up the title of cburse he could not do so. If he takes it,

he must regard himself as an Italian. I should think him
quite as respectable, earning his bread as a clerk in a public office.

They tell me he's a high-spirited fellow. If he is, that is what he
will do.

" Tours affectionately,
" LLWDDYTHLW."

When Lord Persiflage spoke of the matter to Baron d'Osse, the
Italian Minister in London, the Baron quite acknowledged the
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position of the young Duca, and seemed to think that very little

could be wanting to the making of the young man's fortune.
"
Ah,

yes, your Excellency," said the Baron. " He has no great estates.

Here in England you all have great estates. It is very nice to have
great estates. But he has an uncle who is a great man in Borne.
And he will have a wife whose uncle is a very great man in London.
What more should he want?" Then the Baron bowed to the
Minister of State, and the Minister of State bowed to the Baron.

But the surprise expressed and the consternation felt at the
Post Office almost exceeded the feelings excited at the Foreign
Office or among Lady Fanny's family and friends. Dukes and
Ministers, Barons and Princes, are terms familiar to the frequenters
of the Foreign Office. Ambassadors, Secretaries, and diplomatic
noblemen generally, are necessarily common in the mouths of all the
officials. But at the Post Office such titles still carried with them
something of awe. The very fact that a man whom they had seen
should be a Duke was tremendous to the minds of Bobbin and
Geraghty ;

and when it became known to them that a fellow-work-
man in their own room, one who had in truth been no more than

themselves, would henceforth be called by so august a title, it was
as though the heavens and the earth were coming together. It

affected Crocker in such a way that there was for a time a doubt
whether his senses were not temporarily leaving him, so that
confinement would become necessary. Of course the matter had
found its way into the newspapers. It became known at the office

on the last day of February, two days before the return of the
Rodens to London.

" Have you heard it, Mr. Jerningham ?
"

said Crocker, rushing
into the room that morning. He was only ten minutes after the

proper time, having put himself to the expense of a cab in his

impetuous desire to be the first to convey the great news to his

fellow-clerks. But he had been forestalled in his own room by
the energy of Geraghty. The condition of mind created in Mr.

Jerningham's bosom by the story told by Geraghty was of such a
nature that he was unable to notice Crocker's sin in reference to

the ten minutes.
"Dchuca di Crinola!" shouted Geraghty in his broadest brogue

as Crocker came in
;
determined not to be done out of the honour

fairly achieved by him.
"
By Jove, yes ! A Duke," said Crocker.

" A Duke ! My own
especial friend ! Hampstead will be nowhere ;

nowhere ;
nowhere !

Duca di Crinola! Isn't it beautiful? By George, I can't believe

it. Can you, Mr. Jerningham ?
"

" I don't know what to believe," said Mr. Jerningham.
"
Only

he was always a most steady, well-behaved young man, and the
office will have a great loss of him."

" I suppose the Duke won't come and see us ever," said Bobbin.
"
I should like to shake hands with him once again."" Shake hands with him !

"
said Crocker.

" I'm sure he won't

drop out like that; my own peculiar friend! I don't think I
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ever was so fond of anybody as George Eo , the Duca di Crinola
of course I mean. By George ! haven't I sat at the same table with
him for the last two years ! Why, it was only a night or two before

he started on this remarkable tour that I spent an evening with
him in private society at Holloway !

" Then he got up and walked
about the room impetuously, clapping his hands, altogether carried

away by the warmth of his feelings.
" I think you might as well sit down to your desk, Mr. Crocker,"

said Mr. Jerningham.
"
Oh, come, bother, Mr. Jerningham !

"

"I will not be spoken to in that way, Mr. Crocker."
"
Upon my word, I didn't mean anything, sir. But when one

has heard such news as this, how is it possible that one should

compose oneself? It's a sort of thing that never happened before,
that one's own particular friend should turn out to be the Duca
di Crinola. Did anybody ever read anything like it in a novel?
Wouldn't it act well ? Can't I see the first meeting between myself
and the Duke at the Haymarket ?

'

Duke,' I should say
'

Duke, I

congratulate you on having come to your august family title, to

which no one living could do so much honour as yourself.' Bancroft
should do me. Bancroft would do me to the life, and the piece
should be called the Duke's Friend. I suppose we shall call him
Duke here in England, and Duca if wo happen to be in Italy

tdgether ; eh, Mr. Jerningham ?
"

"You had better sit down, Mr. Crocker, and try to do your
work."

" I can't upon my word I can't. The emotion is too much for

me. I couldn't do it if JEolus were here himself. By the way, I
wonder whether Sir Boreas has heard the news." Then he rushed

off, and absolutely made his way into the room of the great potentate.
"
Yes, Mr. Crocker," said Sir Boreas,

" I have heard it. I read
the newspapers, no doubt, as well as you do."

" But it's true, Sir Boreas ?
"

" I heard it spoken of two or three days ago, Mr. Crocker, and 1

believe it to be true."

"He was my friend, Sir Boreas ; my particular friend. Isn't it

a wonderful thing, that one's particular friend should turn out to

be Duca di Crinola ! And he didn't know a word of it himself. I
feel quite sure that he didn't know a word of it."

" I really can't say, Mr. Crocker
;
but as you have now expressed

your wonder, perhaps you had better go back to your room and do

your work."
" He pretends he knew it three days ago !

"
said Crocker, as he

returned to his room. "I don't believe a word of it. He'd have
written to me had it been known so long ago as that. I suppose he
had too many things to think of, or he would have written to me."

" Go aisy, Crocker," said Geraghty.
" What do you mean by that ? It's just the thing he would have

done."
" I don't believe he ever wrote to you in his life," said Bobbin.
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" You don't know anything about it. We were here together
two years before you came into the office. Mr. Jerningham knows
that we were always friends. Good heavens! Duca di Crinola!
I tell you what it is, Mr. Jerningham. If it were ever so, I couldn't
do anything to-day. You must let me go. There are mutual
friends of ours to whom it is quite essential that I should talk it

over." Then he took his hat and marched off to Holloway, and
would have told the news to Miss Clara Demijohn had he succeeded
in finding that young lady at home. Clara was at that moment
discussing with Mrs. Duffer the wonderful fact that Mr. Walker
and not Lord Hampstead had been kicked and trodden to pieces at

Gimberley Green.
But even 2Eolus, great as he was, expressed himself with some

surprise that afternoon to Mr. Jerningham as to the singular
fortune which had befallen George Roden. "I believe it to be

quite true, Mr. Jerningham. These wonderful things do happen
sometimes."

" He won't stay with us, Sir Boreas, I suppose ?
"

" Not if he is Duca di Crinola. I don't think we could get on
with a real duke. I don't know how it will turn out. If he
chooses to remain an Englishman he can't take the title. If he
chooses to take the title he must be an Italian, then he'll

have nothing to live on. My belief is we shan't see him any
more. I wish it had been Crocker with all my heart."

CHAPTER XLVII.

"IT SHALL BE DONE."

LORD HAMPSTEAD has been left standing for a long time in Marioti

Fay's sitting-room after the perpetration of his great offence, and
Mrs. Roden has been standing there also, having come to the house
almost immediately after her return home from her Italian journey.

Hampstead, of course, knew most of the details of the Di Crinola

romance, but Marion had as yet heard nothing of it. There had
been so much for him to say to her during the interview which had
been so wretchedly interrupted by his violence that he had found
no time to mention to her the name either of Roden or of Di
Crinola.

" You have done that which makes me ashamed of myself."
These had been Marion's last words as Mrs. Roden entered the

room. "I didn't know Lord Hampstead was here," said Mrs.
Roden.

"
Oh, Mrs. Roden, I'm so glad you are come," exclaimed Marion.

This of course was taken by the lady as a kindly expression of joy
that she should have returned from her journey; whereas to

Hampstead it conveyed an idea that Marion was congratulating
herself that protection had come to her from further violence on
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his part. Poor Marion herself hardly knew her own meaning,-
hardly had any. She could not even tell herself that she was

angry with her lover. It was probable that the very ecstasy of his

love added fuel to hers. If a lover so placed as were this lover,
a lover who had come to her asking her to be his wife, and who had
been received with the warmest assurance of her own affection for

him, if he were not justified in taking her in his arms and kissing
her, when might a lover do so ? Tbe ways of the world were
known to her well enough to make her feel that it was so, even in

that moment of her perturbation. Angry with him ! How could

she be angry with him ? He had asked her, and she had declared

to him that she was not angry. Nevertheless she had been quite in

earnest when she had said that now, after the thing that he had

done, he must "
never, never come to her again."

She was not angry with him, but with herself she was angry.
At the moment, when she was in his arms, she bethought herself how
impossible had been the conditions she had imposed upon him.

That he should be assured of her love, and yet not allowed to

approach her as a lover ! That he should be allowed to come there

in order that she might be delighted in looking at him, in hearing
his voice, in knowing and feeling that she was dear to him

; but
that he should be kept at arm's length because she had determined
that she should not become his wife ! That they should love each

other dearly ;
but each with a different idea of love 1 It was her fault

that he should be there in her presence at all. She had told herself

that it was her duty to sacrifice herself, but she had only half

carried out her duty. Should she not have kept her love to herself,
so that he might have left her, as he certainly would have done

had she behaved to him coldly, and as her duty had required of

her ? She had longed for some sweetness which would be sweet to

her though only a vain encouragement to him. She had painted
for her own eyes a foolish picture, had dreamed a silly dream. She
had fancied that for the little of life that was left to her she might
have been allowed the delight of loving, and had been vain enough
to think that her lover might be true to her and yet not suffer

himself! Her sacrifice- had been altogether imperfect. With
herself she was angry, not with him. Angry with him, whose

very footfall was music to her ears ! Angry with him, whose smile

to her was as a light specially sent from heaven for her behoof!

Angry with him, the very energy of whose passion thi illed her with a
sense of intoxicating joy ! Angry with him because she had been
enabled for once, only for once, to feel the glory of her life, to be

encircled in the warmth of his arms, to become conscious of the

majesty of his strength ! No, she was not angry. But he must
be made to understand, he must be taught to acknowledge, that

he must never, never come to her again. The mind can conceive a

joy so exquisite that for the enjoyment of it, though it may last but

for a moment, the tranquillity, even the happiness, of years may be

given in exchange. It must be so with her. It had been her own

doing, and if the exchange were a bad one, she must put up with
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the bargain. He must never come again. Then Mrs. Eoden had
entered the room, and she was forced to utter \vhatever word of

welcome might first come to her tongue.
"
Yes," said Hampstead, trying to smile, as though nothing had

happened which called for special seriousness of manner,
"
I am

here. I am here, and hope to be here often and often till I shall

have succeeded in taking our Marion to another home."

"No," said Marion faintly, uttering her little protest ever so

gently.
" You are very constant, my lord," said Mrs. Eoden.
" I suppose a man is constant to what he really loves best But

what a history you have brought back with you, Mrs. Eoden!
I do not know whether I am to call you Mrs. Eoden."

"
Certainly, my lord, you are to call me so."

" What does it mean ?
" asked Marion.

" You have not heard," he said.
"
I have not been here time

enough to tell her all this, Mrs. Eoden."
" You know it then, Lord Hampstead ?

"

"
Yes, I know it

; though Eoden has not condescended to write

me a line. What are we to call him ?
" To this Mrs. Eoden made

no answer on the spur of the moment. " Of course he has written

to Fanny, and all the world knows it. It seems to have reached

the Foreign Office first, and to have been sent down from thence to

my people at Trafford. I suppose there isn't a club in London at

which it has not been repeated a hundred times that George Eoden
is not George Eoden."

" Not George Eoden ?
" asked Marion.

"
No, dearest. You will show yourself terribly ignorant if you

call him so."
" What is he then, my lord?

"

" Marion !

"

" 1 beg your pardon. I will not do it again this time. But
what is he ?

"

" He is the Duca di Crinola."
" Duke !

"
said Marion.

" That's what he is, Marion."
" Have they made him that over there ?

"

"Somebody made one of his ancestors that ever so many
hundred years ago, when the Traffords were

; well, I don't

know what the Traffords were doing then
; fighting somewhere,

I suppose, for whatever they could get. He means to take the title,

I suppose ?
"

" He says not, my lord."
" He should do so."
" I think so too, Lord Hampstead. Ho is obstinate, you know ;

but perhaps he may conseyi to listen to some friend here. You
will tell him."

" He had better ask others better able than I am to explain all

the ins and outs of his position. He had better go to the Foreign
Office and see my uncle. Where is he now ?

"
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"He has gone to the Post Office. We reached home about

noon, and he went at once. It was late yesterday when we reached

Folkestone, and he let me stay there for the night."
" Has he always signed the old name ?

"
asked Hampstead." Oh yes. I think he will not give it up."

"Nor his office?"

"Nor his office. As he says himself, what else will he have to

live on?"
" My father might do something." Mrs. Eoden shook her head.

" My sister will have money, though it may probably be insufficient

to furnish such an income as they will want."
"He would never live in idleness upon her money, my lord.

Indeed I think I may say that he has quite resolved to drop the
title as idle lumber. You perhaps know that he is not easily

persuaded."" The most obstinate fellow I ever knew in my life," said

Hampstead, laughing.
" And he has talked my sister over to his

own views." Then he turned suddenly round to Marion, and
asked her a question.

"
Shall I go now, dearest?

" he said.

She had already told him to go, to go, and never to return to

her. But the question was put to her in such a manner that were
she simply to assent to his going, she would, by doing so, assent

also to his returning. For the sake of her duty to him, in order
that she might carry out that self-sacrifice in the performance of

which she would now be so resolute, it was necessary that he
should in truth be made to understand that he was not to come
back to her. But how was this to be done while Mrs. Koden was

present with them ? Had he not been there then she could have
asked her friend to help her in her great resolution. But before

the two she could say nothing of that which it was in her heart <to

say to both of them. " If it pleases you, my lord," she said.
" I will not be ' my lord.' Here is Eoden, who is a real duke,

and whose ancestors have been dukes since long before Noah, and
he is allowed to be called just what he pleases, and I am to have
no voice in it with my own particular and dearest friends ! Never-
theless I will go, and if I don't come to-day, or the day after, I

will write you the prettiest little love-letter I can invent."
"
Don't," she said ; oh, so weakly, so vainly ;

in a manner so

utterly void of that intense meaning which she was anxious to

throw into her words. She was conscious of her own weakness,
and acknowledged to herself that

t
there must be another interview,

or at any rate a letter written on each side, before he could be
made to understand her own purpose. If it must be done by a

letter, how great would be the struggle to her in explaining herself!

But perhaps even that might be easier than the task of telling him
all that she would have to tell, while he was standing by, impetuous,
impatient, perhaps almost violent, assuring her of his love, and

attempting to retain her by the pressure of his hand.
" But I shall," he said, as he held her now for a moment. "

I

am not quite sure whether I may not have to go to Trafford ; and
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f so there shall be the love-letter. I feel conscious, Mrs. Boder>,
f being incapable of writing a proper love-letter.

' Dearest

Marion, I am yours, and you are mine. Always believe me ever
thine.' I don't know how to go beyond that. When a man is

married, and can write about the children, or the leg of mutton,
or what's to be done with his hunters, then I dare say it becomes

easy. Good-bye, dearest. Good-bye, Mrs. Koden. I wish I could

keep on calling you Duchess in revenge for all the ' my lordings.'
"

Then he left them.
There was a feeling in the mind of both of them that he had

conducted himself just as a man would do who was in a high good-
humour at having been permanently accepted by the gl'l to whom
he had offered his hand. Marion Fay knew that it was not so

;

knew that it never could be so. Mrs. Boden knew that it had not
been so when she had left home, now nearly two moi .ths since

;

and knew also that Marion had pledged herself that it should not
be so. The young lord then had been too strong with his love.

A feeling of regret came over her as she remembered that the
reasons against such a marriage were still as strong as ever. But
yet how natural that it should be so ! Was it possible that such
a lover as Lord Hampstead should not succeed in his love if he
were constant to it himself? Sorrow must come of it, perhaps a

tragedy so bitter that she could hardly bring herself to think of it.

JnBa Marion had been so firm in her resolve that it should not be

s>. But yet it was natural, and she could not bring herself to

express to the girl either anger or disappointment.
"
Is it to be ?

"

she said, putting on her sweetest smile.

"No!" said Marion, standing up suddenly, by no means
smiling as she spoke! "It is not to be. Why do you look at mo
like that, Mrs. Eoden ? Did I not tell you before you went that it

should never be so '?

"

" But he treats you as though he were engaged to you ?
"

" How can I help it ? What can I do to prevent it ? When
I bid him go, he still comes back again, and when I tell him that
I can never be his wife he will not believe me. He knows that I

love him."
" You have told him that ?

"

"Told him! He wanted no telling. Of course he knew it.

Love him ! Oh, Mrs. Eoden, if I could die for him, and so have
done with it ! And yet I would not wish to leave my dear father.

What am I to do, Mrs. Eoden?"
" But it seemed to me just now that you were so happy with

him."
" I am never happy with him ;

but yet I am as though I were
in heaven."

"Marion!"
" I am never happy. I know that it cannot be, that it will not

be, as he would have it. I know that 1 am letting him waste his

sweetness all in vain. There should be some one else, oh, so

different from me! There should be one like himself, beautiful,
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strong in health, with hot eager blood in her veins, with a grand
name, with grand eyes and a broad brow and a noble figure, one
who, in taking his name, will give him as much as she takes one,
above all, who will not pine and fade before his eyes, and trouble
him during her short life with sickness and doctors and all the

fading hopes of a hopeless invalid. And yet I let him come, and I
have told him how dearly I love him. He comes and he sees it in

my eyes. And then it is so glorious to be loved as he loves. Oh,
Mrs. Koden, he kjssed me." That to Mrs. Roden did not seem to
be extraordinary ; but, not knowing what to say to it at the

moment, she also kissed the girl.
" Then I told him that he must

go, and never come back to me again."
" Were you angry with him ?

"

"Angry with him! With myself I was angry. I had given
him the right to do it. How could I be angry with him ? And
what does it matter; except for his sake? If he could only
understand ! If he would only know that I am in earnest when

,

I speak to him ! But I am weak in everything except one thing.
He will never make me say that I Mill be his wife."

" My Marion ! Dear Marion !

"

" But father wishes it."
" Wishes you to become his wife ?

"

" He wishes it. Why should I not be like any other girl, \\v

says. How can I tell him ? How can I say that I am not like;>)>

other girls because of my darling, my own dearest mother ? And
yet he does not know it. He does not see it, though he has seen so

much. He will not see it till I am there, on my bed, uiiable to

come to him when he wants me."
" There is nothing now to show him or me that you may not

live to be old as he is."
" I shall not live to be old. You know that I shall not live to

be more than young. Have any of them lived ? For my fat.her,

for my dear father, he must find it out for himself. I have
sometimes thought that even yet I might last his time that I

might be with him to the end. It might be so, only that all this

tortures me."
" Shall I tell him; shall I tell Lord Hampstead?

"

" He must at any rate be told. He is not bound to me as my
father is. For him there need be no great sorrow." At this Mrs.

Roden shook her head. " Must it be so ?
"

"If he is banished from your presence he will not bear it

lightly."
"Will a young man'love me like that; a young man who has

so much in the world to occupy him ? He has his ship, and his

hounds, and his friends, and his great wealth. It is only girls, I

think, who love like that."
" He must bear his sorrow as others do."
" But it shall be made as light as I can make it, shall it not ?

I should have done this before. I should have done it sooner.

Had he been made to go away at once
;
then he would not have
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suffered. Why would he not go when I told him ? Why would
he not believe me when I spoke to him ? I should have heard all

his words and never have answered him even with a smile. I
sliould not have trembled when he told me that I was there, at his

hearth, as a friend. But who thought then, Mrs. Eoden, that
this young nobleman would have really cared for the Quaker
girl?"

" I saw it, Marion."
"Could you see just by looking at him that he was so different

from others? Are his truth, and his loving heart, and his high
honour, and his pure honesty, all written in his eyes, to you as

they are to me ? But, Mrs. Eoden, there shall be an end of it !

Though it may kill me, though it may for a little time half-break
his heart, it shall be done! Oh, that his dear heart should be
half-broken for me ! I will think of it, Mrs. Eoden, to-night. If

;vriting may do it, perhaps I may write. Or, perhaps, I may say a
iword that he will at least understand. If not you shall tell him.

But, Mrs. Eoden, it shall be done!
"

CHAPTEE XLVIII.

MARION WILL CERTAINLY HAVE HER WAT.

ON the day but one following there came a letter to Marion from

Hampstead, the love-letter which he had promised her :

"DEAR MARION,
"It is as I supposed. This affair about Eoden has

stirred them up down at Trafford amazingly. My father wants me
to go to him. You know all about my sister. I suppose she will

have her way now. I think the girls always do have their way.
She will be left alone, and I have told her to go and see you as soon

as I have gone. You should tell her that she ought to make him
call himself by his father's proper name.

" In my case, dearest, it is not the girl that is to have her own
way. It's the young man that is to do just as he pleases. My
girl, my own one, my love, my treasure, think of it all, and ask

yourself whether it is in your heart to refuse to bid me be happy.
Were it not for all that you have said yourself I should not be vain

enough to be happy at this moment, as I am. But you have told

me that you love me. Ask your father, and he will tell you that,

as it is so, it is your duty to promise to be my wife.
" I may be away for a day or two, perhaps for a week. Write

to me at Trafford', Trafford Park, Shrewsbury, and say that it

shall be so. I sometimes think that you do not understand how
absolutely my heart is set iipon you, so that no pleasures are
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pleasant to me, no employments useful, except in so far as I can
make them so by thinking of your love.

"
Dearest, dearest Marion,

" Your own,
" HAMPBTEAD.

" Kemember there must not be a word about a lord inside the

envelope. It is very bad to me when it comes from Mrs. Roden, or
from a friend such as she is

;
but it simply excruciates me from

you. It seems to imply that you are determined to regard me as

a stranger."

She read the letter a dozen times, pressing it to her lips and to)

her bosom. She might do that at least. He would never know)
how she treated this only letter that she ever had received fror

him, the only letter that she would receive. These caresses wer i

only such as those which came from her heart, to relieve her soli-i

tude. It might be absurd in her to think of the words he ha-

spoken, and to kiss the lines which he had written. Were she now
on her deathbed that would be permitted to her. Wherever she

might lay her head till the last day should come that letter shoulc

be always within her reach.
" My girl, my own one, my love, mjj

treasure!" How long would it last with him? Was it not he

duty to hope that the words were silly words, written as younj
men do write, having no eagerness of purpose, just playing wit;
the toy of the moment ? Could it be that she should wish them ,

be true, knowing, as she did, that his girl, his love, his treasure,
he called her, could never be given up to him ? And yet she did

believe them to be true, knew them to be true, and took an exceed!

ing joy in the assurance. It was as though the beauty and
excel-]

lence of their truth atoned to her for all else that was troublous to

her in the condition of her life. She had not lived in vain. Her
life now could never be a vain and empty space of time, as it hac

been consecrated and ennobled and blessed by such a love as this

And yet she must make the suffering to him as light as possible!

Though there might be an ecstasy of joy to her in knowing thalr

she was loved, there could be nothing akin to that in him. He
wanted his treasure, and she could only tell him that he might
never have it.

" Think of it all, and ask yourself whether it is in

your heart to refuse to bid me be happy." It was in her heart to

do it. Though it might break her heart she would do it. It was
the one thing to do which was her paramount duty.

" You have
told me that you love me." Truly she had told him so, and cer-

tainly she would never recall her words. If he ever thougHt of her
in future years when she should long have been at her rest, and
she thought that now and again he would think of her, even when
that noble bride should be sitting at his table, he should always
remember that she had given him her whole heart. He had bade
her write to him at Trafford. She would obey him at once in that ;

but she would tell him that she could not obey him in aught else.
" Tell me that it shall be so," he had said to her with his sweet,
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mperious, manly words. There had been something of command
ibout him always, which had helped to make him so perfect in her

iyes.
" You do not understand," he said,

" how absolutely my
leart is set upon you." Did he understand, she wondered, how
ibsolutely her heart had been set upon him ?

" No pleasures are

Peasant to me, no employment useful, unless I can make them so

>y thinking of your love !

"
It was right that he as a man, and

iuch a man, should have pleasures and employments, and it was
sweet to her to be told that they could be gilded by the remem-
>rance of her smilek But for her, from the moment in which she had
cnown him, there could be no pleasure but to think of him, no serious

iinployment but to resolve how best she might do her duty to him.
It was not till the next morning that she took up her pen to

)egin her all-important letter. Though her resolution had been so

irmly made, yet there had been much need for thinking before she
:ould sit down to form the sentences. For a while she had told

icrself that it would be well first to consult her father
; but before

icr father had returned to her she had remembered that nothing
vhich he could say would induce her in the least to alter her

purpose. His wishes had been made known to her
; but he had

ailed altogether to understand the nature of the duty she had

mposed upon herself. Thus she let that day pass by, although she
cnew that the writing of the letter would be an affair of much time

her. She could not take her sheet of paper, and scribble off

varm words of love as he had done. To ask, or to give, in a matter
)f love must surely, she thought, be easy enough. But to have

^iven and then to refuse that was the difficulty. There was so

nuch to say of moment both to herself and to him, or rather
>o much to signify, that it was not at one sitting, or with a single

;opy, that this letter could be written. He must be assured, no
loubt, of her love ; but he must be made to understand, quite to

mderstand, that her love could be of no avail to him. And how
,vas she to obey him as to her mode of addressing him? "It

simply excruciates me from you," he had said, thus debarring her
'rom that only appellation which would certainly be the easiest,
ind which seemed to her the only one becoming. At last the

etter, when written, ran as follows :

" How I am to begin my letter I do not know, as you have for-

jidden me to use the only words which would come .naturally.
But I love you too well to displease you in so small a matter. My
x>or letter must therefore go to you without any such beginning
is is usual. Indeed, I love you with all my heart. I told you
;hat before, and I will not shame myself by saying that it was
mtrue. But I told you also before that I could not be your wife.

Dearest love, I can only say again what I said before. Dearly as
[ love you I cannot become your wife. You bid me to think of it

ill, and to ask myself whether it is in my heart to refuse to bid yoti
;o be happy. It, is not in my heart to let you do that which cer-

:auily would ttake you unhappy.
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" There are two reasons for this. Of the first, though it is quite
sufficient, I know that you will make nothing. When I tell you
that you ought not to choose such a one as me for your wife

because my manners of life have not fitted me for such a position,
then you sometimes laugh at me, and sometimes are half angry,
with that fine way you have of commanding those that are about

you. But not the less am I sure that I am right. I do believe

that of all human beings poor Marion Fay is the dearest to you.
When you tell me of your love and your treasure I do not for

a moment doubt that it is all true. And were I to be your wife,

your honour and your honesty would force you to be good to me.
But when you found that I was not as are other grand ladies, then
I think you would be disappointed. I should know it by every
line of your dear face, and when I saw it there I should be broken-
hearted.

" But this is not all. If there were nothing further, I think
I should give way because I am only a weak girl ;

and your words,
my own, own love, would get the better of me. But there is another

thing. It is hard for me to tell, and why should you bo troubled
with it ? But I think if I tell it you out and out, so as to make
you understand the truth, then you will be convinced. Mrs. Eoden
could tell you the same. My dear, dear father could tell you also

;

only that he will not allow himself to believe, because of his love

for the only child that remains to him. My mother died; and
all my brothers and sisters have died. And I also shall die young." Is not that enough? I know that it will be enough. Know-
ing that it will be enough, may I not speak out to you, and tell

you all my heart ? Will you not let me do so, as though it had
been understood between us, that though we can never be more to

each other than we are, yet we may be allowed to love each other.

Oh, my dearest, my only dearest, just for this once I have found
the words in which I may address you. I cannot comfort you as
I can myself, because you are a man, and cannot find comfort in

sadness and disappointment, as a girl may do. A man thinks that

he should win for himself all that he wants. For a girl, I think it

is sufficient for her to feel that, as far as she herself is concerned,
that would have been given to her which she most desires, had not
Fortune been unkind. You, dearest, cannot have what you want,
because you have come to poor Marion Fay with all the glory and
sweetness of your love. You must suffer for a while. I, who
would so willingly give my life to serve you, must tell you that it

will be so. But as you are a man, pluck up your heart, and tell

yourself that it shall only be for a time. The shorter the better,

and the stronger you will show yourself in overcoming the evil

that oppresses you. And remember this. Should Marion Fay live

to know that you had brought a bride home to your house, as it

will be your duty to do, it will be a comfort to her to feel that the

evil she has done has been cured.
" MARION.

" I cannot tell you how proud I should be to see your sister if
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she will condescend to come and see me. Or would it not be better

that I should go over to Hendon Hall ? I conld manage it without
trouble. Do not you write about it, but ask her to send me one
word."

Such was the letter when it was at last finished and despatched.
As soon as it was gone, dropped irrevocably by her own hand
into the pillar letter-box which stood at the corner opposite to the

public-house, she told her father what she had done. " And
why?" he said crossly. "I do not understand thee. Thou art

flighty and fickle, and knowest not thy own mind."
' '

Yes, father
;
I have known my own mind always in this matter.

It was not fitting."
" If he thinks it fitting, why shouldst thou object ?

"

" I am not fit, father, to be the wife of a great nobleman. Nor
can I trust my own health." This she said with a courage and
firmness which seemed to silence him, looking at him as though
by her looks she forbade him to urge the matter further. Then
she put her arms round him and kissed him. "Will it not be

better, father, that you and I shall remain together till the last ?
"

"
Nothing can be better for me that will not also be best for

thee."
" For me it will be best. Father, let it be so, and let this young

man be no more thought of between us." In that she asked more
than could be granted to her

;
but for some days Lord Hampstead's

name was not mentioned between them.
Two days afterwards Lady Frances came to her. " Let me

look at you," said Marion, when the other girl had taken her in her
arms and kissed her.

" I like to look at you, to see whether you
are like him. To my eyes he is so beautiful."

" More so than I am."
" You are a lady, and he is a man. But yon are like him, and

very beautiful. You, too, have a lover, living clo^e to us ?
"

"
Well, yes. I suppose I must own it."

" Why should you not own it ? It is good to be loved and to

love. And he has become a great nobleman, like your brother."
"
No, Marion

;
he is not that. May I call you Marion ?

"

" Why not ? He called me Marion almost at once."

"Did he so?"
"Just as though it were a thing of course. But I noticed it.

It was not when he bade me poke the fire, but the next time. Did
he tell you about the fire ?

"

"No, indeed."
" A man does not tell of such things, I think

;
but a girl

remembers them. It is so good of you to come. You know
do you not ?

"

"Know what?"
" That I, and your brother, have settled everything at last?"

The smile of pleasant good humour passed away from the face of

Lady Frances, but at the moment she made no reply.
"
It is well
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that you should know. He knows now, I am sure. After what
L said in my letter he will not contradict me again." Lady Frances
shook her head. "

I have told him that while I live he of all the
world must be dearest to me. But that will be all."

" Why should you not live ?
"

''Lady Frances "

"
Nay, call me Fanny."

" You shall be Fanny if you will let me tell you. Oh ! I do so

wish that you would understand it all, and make me tell you
nothing further. But you must know, you must know that it

cannot be as your brother has wished. If it were only less known,
if ho would consent and you would consent, then I think that

I could be happy. What is it after all, the few years that we
may have to live here ? Shall we not meet again, and shall we not
love each other then ?

"

" I hope so."
" If you can really hope it, then why should we not be happy ?

But how could I hope it if, with my eyes open, I were to bring a

great misfortune upon him ? If I did him an evil here, could I

hope that he would love me in heaven, when he would know all

the secrets of my heart ? But if he shall say to himself that I
denied myself, for his sake ;

that I refused to be taken into his arms
because it would be bad for him, then, though there may be some
one dearer, then shall not I also be dear to him?" The other girl
could only cling to her and embrace her.

" When he shall have

strong boys round his hearth, the hearth he spoke of as though it

were almost mine, and little girls with pink cheeks and bonny
brows, and shall know, as he will then, what I might have done for

him, will he not pray for me, and tell me in his prayers that when
we shall meet hereafter I shall still be dear to him ? And when
she knows it all, she who shall lie on his breast, shall I not be dear

also to her?"
"
Oh, my sister !

"

"He will tell her. I think he will tell her, because of his

truth, his honour, and his manliness."

Lady Frances, before she left the house, had been made to

understand that her brother could not have his way in the matter
which was so near his heart, and that the Quaker's daughter would

certainly have hers.

CHAPTER XLIX.

"BUT HE is; HE is."

GEOEGB EODEN had come to a decision as to his title, and had told

every one concerned that he meant to be as he always had been,

George Eoden, a clerk in the Post Office. When spoken to, on this

side and the other, as to the propriety, or rather impropriety, of

his decision, he had smiled for the most part, and had said but
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little, but bad been very confident in himself. To none of the

arguments used against him would he yield in the least. As to his

mother's fame, he said, no one had doubted, and no one would
doubt it for a moment. His mother's name had been settled by
IK .-self, and she had borne it for a quarter of a century. She had
not herself thought of changing it. For her to blaze out into the
world as a Duchess, it would be contrary to her feelings, to her

taste, and to her comfort ! She would have no means of maintaining
the title, and would be reduced to the necessity of still living in

Paradise Eow, with the simple addition of an absurd nickname.
As to that, no question had been raised. It was only for him that
she required the new appellation.

As for herself, the whole thing had been settled at once by her
own good judgment.

As for himself, he said, the arguments were still stronger
against the absurd use of the grand title. It was imperative on
him to earn his bread, and his only means of doing so was by doing
his work as a clerk in the Post Office. Everybody admitted that it

would not be becoming that a Duke should be a clerk in the Post
Office. It would be so unbecoming, he declared, that he doubted
whether any man could be found brave enough to go through the
world with such a fool's cap on his head. At any rate he had no
such courage. Moreover, no Englishman, as he had been told,
could at his own will and pleasure call himself by a foreign title.

It was his pleasure to be an Englishman. He had always been an

Englishman. As an inhabitant of Holloway he had voted for two
Radical members for the Borough of Islington. He would not

stultify his own proceedings, and declare that everything which he
had done was wrong. It was thus that he argued the matter

; and,
as it seemed, no one could take upon himself to prove that he was
an Italian, or to prove that he was a Duke.

But, though he seemed to be, if not logical, at any rate rational,
the world generally did not agree with him. Wherever he was
encountered there seemed to be an opinion that he ought to assume
whatever name and whatever rights belonged to his father. Even
at the Post Office the world was against him.

" I don't quite know why you couldn't do it," said Sir Boreas,
when Roden put it to him whether it would be practicable that a

young man calling himself Duca di Crinola should take his place as
a clerk in Mr. Jerningham's room. It may be remembered that
Sir Boreas had himself expressed some difficulty in the matter.

He had told Mr. Jerningham that he did not think that they could

get on very well with a real Duke among them. It was thus that

the matter had at first struck him. But he was a brave man, and,
when he came to look at it all round, he did not see that there
would be any impossibility. It would be a nine days' wonder, no
doubt. But the man would be there just the same, the Post
Office clerk inside the Duke. The work would be done, and after a

little time even he would become used to having a Duke among his

subordinates. As to whether the Duke were a foreigner or an
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Englishman, that, he declared, would not matter in the least, as

far as the Post Office was concerned. " I really don't see why you
shouldn't try it," said Sir Boreas.

" The absurdity would be so great that it would crush me, sir.

I shouldn't be worth my salt," said Roden.
"That's a kind of thing that wears itself out very quickly.

You would feel odd at first, and so would the other men, and the

messengers. I should feel a little odd when I asked some one to

send the Duca di Crinola to me, for we are not in the habit of

sending for Dukes. But there is nothing that you can't get used
to. If your father had been a Prince I don't think I should break
down under it after the first month."

" What good would it do me, Sir Boreas ?
"

" I think it would do you good. It is difficult to explain the

good, particularly to a man who is so violently opposed as you to

all ideas of rank. But "

" You mean that I should get promoted quicker because of my
title?"

" I think it probable that the Civil Service generally would find

itself able to do something more for a good officer with a high name
than for a good officer without one."

"
Then, Sir Boreas, the Civil Service ought to be ashamed of

itself."

"Perhaps so; bat such would be the fact. Somebody would
interfere to prevent the anomaly of the Duca di Crinola sitting at
the same table with Mr. Crocker. I will not dispute it with you,
whether it ought to be so; but, if it be probable, there is no
reason why you should not take advantage of your good fortune, if

you have capacity and courage enough to act up to it. Of course
what we all want in life is success. If a chance comes in your way
I don't see why you should fling it away." This was the wisdom
of Sir Boreas ;

but Eoden would not take advantage of it. He
thanked the great man for his kindness and sympathy, but declined
to reconsider his decision.

In the outer office, in the room, for instance, in which Mr.

Jerningham sat with Crocker and Bobbin and Geraghty, the feeling
was very much stronger in favour of the title, and was expressed in

stronger language. Crocker could not contain himself when he
heard that there was a doubt upon the subject. On Eoden's first

arrival at the office Crocker almost flung himself into his friend's

arms, with just a single exclamation. "
Duca, Duca, Duca !

" he
had said, and had then fallen back into his own seat overcome by
his emotions. Eoden had passed this by without remark. It was

very distasteful to him, and disgusting. He would fain have been
able to sit down at his own desk, and go on with his own work,
without any special notice of the occasion, other than the ordinary
greeting occasioned by his return. It was distressing to him that

anything should have been known about his father and his father's

title. But that it should be known was natural. The world had
heard of it. The world had put it into the newspapers, and the
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world had talked about it. Of course Mr. Jerningham also would
talk of it, and the two younger clerks, and Crocker. Crocker
would of course talk of it louder than any one else. That was to

be expected. A certain amount of misconduct was to be expected
from Crocker, and must be forgiven. Therefore he passed over the
ecstatic and almost hysterical repetition of the title which his father

had borne, hoping that Crocker might be overcome by the effort,

and be tranquil. But Crocker was not so easily overcome. He did
sit for a moment or two on his seat with his mouth open ; but he
was only preparing himself for his great demonstration.

" We are very glad to see you again, sir," said Mr. Jerning-
ham; not at first quite knowing how it would become him to
address his fellow-clerk.

" Thank you, Mr. Jerningham. I have got back again safe."
"
I am sure we are all delighted to hear what we have heard,"

said Mr. Jerningham cautiously.
"
By George, yes," said Bobbin. " I suppose it's true

;
isn't it ?

Such a beautiful name !

"

" There are so many things are true, and so many are false, that
I don't quite know how to answer you," said Koden.

" But you are ?
" asked Geraghty ; and then he stopped,

not quite daring to trust himself with the grand title.
" No ; that's just what I'm not," replied the other.
" But he is," shouted Crocker, jumping from his seat.

" He is !

He is ! It's quite true. He is Duca di Crinola. Of course we'll

call him so, Mr. Jerningham ;
eh ?

"

"I am sure I don't know," said Mr. Jerningham with great
saution.

" You'll allow me to know my own name," said Eoden.
"No! no!" continued Crocker. "It's all very well for your

modesty, but it's a kind of thing which your friends can't stand.

We are quite sure that you're the Duca." There was something in

the Italian title which was peculiarly soothing to Crocker's ears.
" A man has to be called by what he is, not by what he chooses,

[f the Duke of Middlesex called himself Mr. Smith, he'd be Duke
all the same

;
wouldn't he, Mr. Jerningham ? All the world

would call him Duke. So it must be with you. I wouldn't call

vour Grace Mr.
; you know what I mean, but I won't pronounce

it ever again ; not for ever so much." Eoden's brow became very
black as he found himself subjected to the effects of the man's

folly.
" I call upon the whole office," continued Crocker,

"
for the

sake of its own honour, to give our dear and highly-esteemed
friend his proper name on all occasions. Here's to the health of

the Duca di Crinola!
"

Just at that moment Crocker's lunch ha'!

been brought in, consisting of bread and cheese and a pint of stout.

The pewter pot was put to his mouth and the toast was drank to

the honour and glory of the drinker's noble friend with no feeling

of intended ridicule. It was a grand thing to Crocker to have been

brought into contact with a man possessed of so noble a title. In

his heart of hearts he reverenced " The Duca." He would willingly
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have stayed there till six or seven o'clock and have done all the

Duca's work for him, because the Duca was a Duca. He would
not have done it satisfactorily, because it was not in his nature to

do any work well, but he would have done it as well as he did his

own. He hated work
;
but he would have sooner worked all night

than see a Duca do it, so great was his reverence for the aris-

tocracy generally.
" Mr. Crocker," said Mr. Jerningham severely,

"
you are making

yourself a nuisance. You generally do."
" A nuisance 1

"

" Yes
;

a nuisance. When you see that a gentleman doesn't

wish a thing, you oughtn't to do it."
" But when a man's name is his name !

"

"Never mind. When he doesn't wish it. you oughtn't to

do it !

"

" If it's a man's own real name !

"

" Never mind," said Mr. Jerningham.
" If it shoots a gintleman to be incognito, why isn't he to do as

he plaises ?
" asked Geraghty.

"If the Duke of Middlesex did call himself Mr. Smith," said

Bobbin,
"
any gentleman that was a gentleman would fall in with

his views." Crocker, not conquered, but for the moment silenced,
seated himself in a dudgeon at his desk. It might do very well for

poor fellows, weak creatures like Jerningham, Bobbin, and Geraghty,
thus to be done out of their prey ; but he would not be cheated
in that way. The Duca di Crinola should be Duca di Crinola as
far as he, Crocker, could make his voice heard; arid all that
heard him should know that the Duca was his own old peculiar
friend.

In Paradise Eow the world was decidedly against Eoden
;
and

not only were the Demijohns and Duffers against him, but also his

own mother and her friend Mrs. Vincent. On the first Monday
after Mrs. Eoden's return Mrs. Vincent came to the Eow as usual,
on this occasion to welcome her cousin, and to hear all the news of

the family as it had been at last brought back from Italy. There was
a great deal to be told. Many things had been brought to light
which had had their commencement in Mrs. Vincent's days. There
was something of the continuation of a mild triumph for her in

every word that was spoken. She had been against the Di Crinola

marriage, when it had been first discussed more than a quarter
of a century ago. She had never believed in the Duca di Crinola,
and her want of faith had been altogether justified. She did not,
after all those years, bear hardly on her friend, but there was still

that well-known tone of gentle censure and of gentle self-applause.
" I told you so," said the elder crow to the younger crow. When
does the old crow cease to remind the younger crow that it was so ?
" A sad, sad story," said Mrs. Vincent, shaking her head.

" All our stories, I suppose, have much in them that is sad. I

have got my son, and no mother can have more reason to be proud
of a son." Mrs. Vincent shook her head. " I say it is so," repeated
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the mother ;

" and having such a son, I will not admit that it has
all been sad."

" I wish he were more ready to perform his religious duties,"
said Mrs. Vincent.

" We cannot all agree about everything. I do not know that
that need be brought up now."

" It is a matter that should be brought up every hour and every
day, Mary, if the bringing of it up is to do any good."

But it was not on this matter that Mrs. Eoden now wished to

get assistance from her cousin; certainly not with any present
view towards the amelioration of her son's religious faith. Thai

might come afterwards perhaps. But it was her present object to

induce her cousin to agree with her, that her son should permit
himself to be called by his father's title.

" But you think he should
take his father's name? "

she asked. Mrs. Vincent shook her head
and tried to look wise. The question was one on which her feelings
were very much divided. It was of course proper that the son
should be called by his father's name. All the proprieties of the

world, as known to Mrs. Vincent, declared that it should be so.

She was a woman, too, who by no means despised rank, and who
considered that much reverence was due to those who were

privileged to carry titles. Dukes and lords were certainly very
great in her estimation, and even the humblest knight was

respected by her, as having been in some degree lifted above the

community by the will of his Sovereign. And though she was
always in some degree hostile to George Eoden, because of the

liberties he took in regard to certain religious matters, yet she was

good enough and kind enough to wish well to her own cousin.

Had there been a question in regard to an English title sho

certainly would not have shaken her head. But as to this out-

landish Italian title she had her doubts. It did not seem to her to

be right that an Englishman should be called a Duca. If it had
been Baron, or even Count, the name would have been less

offensive. And then to her mind hereditary titles, as she had
known them, had been recommended by hereditary possessions.
There was something to her almost irreligious in the idea of a

Duke without an acre. She could therefore only again shake her

head. "He has as much right to it," continued Mrs. Eoden, "as
has the eldest son of the greatest peer in England."

' I dare say he has, my dear, but "

'But what?"
'I dare say you're right, only ; only it's not just like an

English peer, you know."
' The privilege of succession is the same."
' He never could sit in the House of Lords, my dear."
' Of course not. He would assume only what is his own. Why

should he be ashamed to take an Italian title any more than his

friend Lord Hampstead is to take an English one ? It is not as

though it would prevent his living here. Many foreign noblemen
live in England."
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" I suppose he could live here," said Mrs. Vincent, as though
she were making a great admission. "I don't think that there

would be any law to turn him out of the country."
" Nor out of the Post Office, if he chooses to remain there," said

Mrs. Eoden.
" I don't know how that may be."
" Even if they did, I should prefer that it should be so. Accord-

ing to my thinking, no man should fling away a privilege that is

his own, or should be ashamed of assuming a nobility that belongs
to him. If not for his own sake, he should do it for the sake of

his children. He at any rate has nothing to be ashamed of in the

name. It belonged to his father and to his grandfather, and to his

ancestors through many generations. Think how men fight for

a title in this country ;
how they struggle for it when there is a

doubt as to who may properly have inherited it ! Here there is no
doubt. Here there need be no struggle." Convinced by the weight
of this argument Mrs. Vincent gave in her adhesion, and at last

expressed an opinion that her cousin should at once call himself by
his father's name.

CHAPTEK L.

THE GREAT QUESTION.

NEITHER were the arguments of Mrs. Eoden nor the adhesion
of Mrs. Vincent of any power in persuading George Eoden. He
answered his mother gently, kindly, but very firmly. Had any-
thing, he said, been necessary to strengthen his own feeling, it

would have been found in his mother's determination to keep hia

old name. "
Surely, mother, if I may say so without disrespect,

what is sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander." At this the
mother smiled, kissing her son to show that the argument had
been taken in good part. "In this matter," he continued, "we
certainly are in a boat together. If I am a Duke you would be
a Duchess. If I am doomed to make an ape of myself at the Post

Office, you must be equally ridiculous in Paradise Eow, unless

you are prepared to go back to Italy and live your life there."
" And you ?

"

" I could not live there. How could I earn my bread there ?

How could I pass my days so as to be in any degree useful?
What could be more mean ? My uncle, though he has been civil,

and to a certain degree generous, would be especially anxious not
to see me in public life. You and I together would have just means

enough for existence. I should be doomed to walk about the

streets of some third-rate Italian town, and call myself by my grand
name. Would a life like that satisfy your ambition on my behalf? "

Then she thought of the girl who was in love with him, of the

friends whom he had made for himself, of the character which

belonged to him, and she was driven to confess that, by whatever
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name he might be called, he must continue to live an Englishman's
life, and to live in England. Nevertheless, she told herself that
the title would not be abolished, because it might be in abeyance.
She might, she thought, still live to hear her son called by the
name of which she herself had been proud till she had become
thoroughly ashamed of the husband who had given it to her.

But there were others besides Crocker and Mrs. Vincent, and
his mother and Sir Boreas, who were much interested by George
Eoden's condition. Mrs. Koden returned home on the 2nd of

March, and, as may be remembered, the tidings respecting her son
had reached England before she came. By the end of the month
many persons were much exercised as to the young man's future

name, and some people of high rank had not only discussed the

subject at great length, but had written numerous letters concern-

ing it. It was manifest to Lady Persiflage that no further attempt
should now be made to throw obstacles in the way of Lady Frances
and her lover. Lady Persiflage had never believed in the obstacles

from the first.
" Of course they'll marry," she had said to her one

daughter, who was now almost as good as married herself, and
equally trustworthy. "When a girl is determined like that, of
course nothing will stop her. My sister shouldn't have let her
meet, the young man at first." But this had been said before the

young man had turned out to be an Italian Duke. Since the news
had come Lady Persiflage had been very eager in recommending
her sister to discontinue the opposition.

" Make the most of him,"
she had said in one of her letters.

"
It is all that can be done now.

Et is a fine name, and though Italian titles do not count like ours,

yet, when they are as good as this, they go for a good deal. There
ire real records of the Di Crinola family, and there is no manner of

ioubt but that he is the head of them. Take him by the hand, and
liave him down at Trafford if Kingsbury is well enough. They tell

me he is quite presentable, with a good figure and all that
; by no

oieans a young man who will stand shivering in a room because he
loesn't know how to utter a word. Had he been like that Fanny
ivould never have set her heart upon him. Persiflage has been

;alking about him, and he says that something will be sure to turn

ip if he is brought forward properly, and is not ashamed of his

amily name. Persiflage will do whatever he can, but that can only
)e if you will open your arms to him." Lady Kingsbury did feel

-hat she was called upon to undergo a terrible revulsion of sentiment.

)pening her arms to the Duca di Crinola might be possible to her.

But how was she to open her arms to Lady Frances Trafford? The
nan xvhom she had seen but once might appear before her with his

lew title as a young nobleman of whose antecedents she was not

)ound to remember anything. She might seem to regard him as a

lew arrival, a noble suitor for her stepdaughter's hand, of whom she

lad not before heard. But how was she to receive Fanny Trafford,
he girl whom she had locked up at Kbnipsgranf, whose letters she

lad stopped as they came from the Post Office ? Nevertheless she

ionsented, as far at least as her sister was concerned. " I shall
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never like Fanny," she had said,
" because she is so sly." Girls are

always called sly by their friends who want to abuse them. " But
of course I will have them both here, as you think it will be best.

What they are to live upon Heaven only knows. But of course that
will be no concern of mine."

As a first result of this Lady Persiflage asked George Eoden
down to Castle Hautboy for the Easter holidays. There was a
difficulty about this. How was he to be addressed ? Hampstead
was consulted, and he, though he was not much in heart just then
for the arrangement of such a matter, advised that for the present
his friend's old name should be used. Lady Persiflage therefore
wrote to George Eoden, Esq., at the General Post Office. In this

letter it was signified that Lord Persiflage was very anxious to

make the acquaintance of Mr. Eoden. Lady Persiflage was also

very anxious. Lady Persiflage explained that she was aware of,

"Well ! Lady Frances Trafford was to be at Castle Hautboy, and
that she thought might act as an inducement to Mr. Eoden.
The letter was very cleverly managed. Though it never once
mentioned the grand title it made allusions which implied that the
real rank of the Post Office clerk was well known to every one at

Castle Hautboy. And though nothing of course was said as to

any possible relations between Lord Persiflage as a member of the
British Cabinet and the clerk's uncle as a member of the Italian

Cabinet, nevertheless as to this also there were allusions which were
intelligible. This letter was altogether very gracious, such a one
as few young men would be able to resist coming from such a

person as Lady Persiflage. But the special offer which prevailed
with our Post Office clerk was no doubt the promise of the presence
of Fanny Trafford. In all the rest, gracious as the words were,
there was nothing but trouble for him. It was clear enough to him
that Lady Persiflage was on the same side as Crocker. Lady
Persiflage would no doubt prefer a Duca di Crinola to a Post Office

clerk for Lady Frances. And he could see also that the Secretary
of State for Foreign Affairs was on the same side. The Secretary of
State would not have expressed a special desire to see him, the
Post Office clerk, at Castle Hautboy, and have, as it were, welcomed
him to the possession of his brother-in-law's daughter, had nothing
been told of the Duca di Crinola. He heard as much from Lord
Hampstead, who advised him to go to Castle Hautboy, and make
himself acquainted with Fanny's family friends. It was all mani-
fest. And as it was all being done in opposition to his own firm

resolution, he would not have gone, but that the temptation was
too great for him. Fanny Trafford would be there, and he was
quite open to the charm of the offer which was almost being made
to him of Lady Fanny's hand. He arranged the matter at the office,
and wrote to Lady Persiflage accepting the invitation.

" So you're going to Castle Hautboy ?
"

said Crocker to him.
Crocker was in torments at the time. He had been made to under-
stand that he would be doing quite wrong in calling the Duca
" Your Grace." Eoden, if a Duke at all, could be only an Italian



THE GREAT QUESTION. 309

Duke and not on that account " Your Grace." This had been

explained by Bobbin, and had disturbed him. The title
" Duca "

was still open to him
;
but he feared Koden's wrath if he should

use it too freely.
" How do you know ?

" asked Eoden.
" I have been there myself, you know

; and am in the habit of

hearing from Castle Hautboy." His father was agent on the pro-
perty, and of course he heard tidings, if not from his father, at any
rate from his sisters.

" Yes
;
I am going to Castle Hautboy.""

Hampstead will be there probably. I met Hampstead there.

A man in Lord Persiflage's position will, of course, be delighted to

welcome the the Duca di Crinola." He shrank as though he
feared that Eoden would strike him but he uttered the words.

"Of course, if you choose to annoy me, I cannot well help
myself," said Eoden as he left the room.

On his first arrival at the Castle things were allowed to go
quietly with him. Every one called him " Mr. Eoden." Lady
Persiflage received him very graciously. Lady Frances was in the

house, and her name was mentioned .to him with the whispered
intimacy which on such occasions indicates the triumph of the
man's position. She made no allusion either to his rank or to his

office, but treated him just as she might have done any other

suitor, which was exactly what he wanted. Lord Llwddythlw
had come down for his Easter holidays of two days, and was very
civil to him. Lady Amaldina was delighted to make his acquaint-
since, and within three minutes was calling upon him to promise
that he would not get himself married before August in considera-

tion for her bevy.
" If I was to lose Fanny now," she said,

" I

really think I should give it up altogether." Then before dinner
he was allowed to find himself alone with Fanny, and for the first

time in his life felt that his engagement was an acknowledged
thing.

All this was made very pleasant to him by the occasional use
Df his proper name. He had been almost ashamed of himself
because of the embarrassment which his supposed title had occasioned

him. He felt that he had thought of the matter more than it was
worth. The annoyances of Crocker had been abominable to him.

[t was not likely that he should encounter a second Crocker, but
still he dreaded he hardly knew what. It certainly was not pro-
bable that these people at Castle Hautboy should call him by a
name he had never used without consulting him. But still he had
3readed something, and was gratified that the trouble seemed to

pass by him easily. Lady Persiflage and Lady Amaldina had both
used his legitimate name, and Lord Llwddythlw had called him

aothing at all. If he could only be allowed to go away just as he
had come, without an allusion from any one to the Di Crinola

Family, then he should think that the people at Castle Hautboy
were very well bred. But he feared that this was almost too much
to hope. He did not see Lord Persiflage till a moment before
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dinner, when he specially remarked that he was introduced as Mr.
Eoden. "

Very glad to see you, Mr. Eoden. I hope you're fond of

scenery. We're supposed to have the finest view in England from
the top of the tower. I have no doubt my daughter will show it

you. I can't say that I ever saw it myself. Beautiful scenery is

all very well when you are travelling, but nobody ever cares for it

at home." Thus Lord Persiflage had done his courtesy to the

stranger, and the conversation became general, as though tho

stranger were a stranger no longer. When Koden found that he
was allowed to give his arm to Lady Frances, and go out and eat
his dinner quietly and comfortably without any reference to the

peculiarity of his position, he thought that perhaps no further
troubles were in store for him.

The whole of the next day was devoted to the charms of love
and scenery. The spring weather was delightful, and Eoden was
allowed to ramble about where he pleased with Lady Frances.

Every one about the place regarded him as an accepted and recog-
nized lover. As he had never been in truth accepted by one of the

family except by the girl herself; as the Marqiiis had not con-
descended even to see him.when he had come, but had sent Mr.
Greenwood to reject him scornfully ;

as the Marchioness had treated

him as below contempt ; as even his own friend Lord Hampstead
had declared that the difficulties would be insuperable, this sudden
cessation of all impediments did seem to be delightfully miraculous.
Assent on the part of Lord and Lady Persiflage would, he under-

stood, be quite as serviceable as that of Lord and Lady Kingsbury.
Something had occurred which, in the eyes of all the family, had
lifted him up as it were out of the gutter and placed him on a

grand pedestal. There could be no doubt as to this something. It

was all done because he was [supposed to be an Italian nobleman.
And yet he was not an Italian nobleman

;
nor would he allow any

one to call him so, as far as it might be in his power to prevent it.

His visit was limited to two entire days. One was passed
amidst all the sweets of love-making. With the pleasures of that
no allusions were allowed to interfere. On the following morning
he found himself alone with Lord Persiflage after breakfast.

" De-

lighted to have had you down here, you know," began his lordship.
To this Eoden simply bowed. " I haven't the pleasure of knowing
your uncle personally, but there isn't a man in Europe for whom I

have a higher respect." Again Eoden bowed. " I've heard all

about this romance of yours from D'Ossi. You know D'Ossi?"
Eoden declared that he had not the honour of knowing the Italian

Minister.
" Ah

; well, you must know I)'0ssi, of course. I won't

say whether he's your countryman or not, but you must know him.
He is your uncle's particular friend."

"
It's only by accident that I know my uncle, or even learnt

that he was my uncle."

"Just so. But the accident has taken place, and the result

fortunately remains. Of course you must take your own name."
" I shall keep the name I have, Lord Persiflage."
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"You will find it to be quite impossible. The Queen will not

allow it." Upon hearing this Eoden opened his eyes; but the

Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs looked him full in the face as

though to assure him that, though he had never heard of such a

thing before, such, in fact, was the truth. " Of course there will

be difficulties. I'm not prepared at the present moment to advise

how this should be done. Perhaps you had better wait till Her

Majesty has signified her pleasure to receive you as the Duca di

Crinola. When she has done so you will have no alternative."
" No alternative as to what I may call myself ?

"

" None in the least, I should say. I am thinking now in a great
measure as to the welfare of my own relative, Lady Frances.

Something will have to be done. I don't quite see my way as yet ;

but something, no doubt, will be done. The Duca di Crinola will, I

have no doubt, find fitting employment." Then a little bell was rung,
and Vivian, the private secretary, came into the room. Vivian and
Eoden knew each other, and a few pleasant words were spoken ;

but
Eoden found himself obliged to take his departure without making
any further protests in regard to Her Majesty's assumed wishes.

About five o'clock that evening he was invited into a little

sitting-room belonging to Lady Persiflage upstairs. "Haven't I

been very good to you ?
"
she said, laughing.

"
Very good, indeed. Nothing could be so good as inviting me

down here to Castle Hautboy."" That was done for Fanny's sake. But have I said one word
to you about your terrible name ?

"

"No, indeed; and now, Lady Persiflage, pray go on and be

good to the end."
"
Yes," she said,

" I will be good to the end, before all the

people downstairs. I haven't said a word of it even to Fanny.
Fanny is an angel."

"
According to my thinking."" That's of course. But even an angel likes to have her proper

rank. You mustn't allow yourself to suppose that even Fanny
Traflford is indifferent to titles. There are things that a man may
expect a girl to do for him, but there are things which cannot be

expected, let her be ever so much in love. Fanny Trafiford has got
to become Duchess of Crinola."

"
I am afraid that that is more than I pan do for her."

" My dear Mr. Eoden, it must be done. I cannot let you go
away from here without making you understand that, as a man
engaged to be married, you cannot drop your title. Did you intend
to remain single, I cannot say how far your peculiar notions might
enable you to prevail ;

but as you mean to marry, she, too, will have

rights. I put it to you whether it would be honest on your part to

ask her to abandon the rank which she will be entitled to expect
from you. Just you think of it, Mr. Eoden. And now I won't
trouble you any more upon the subject."

Not a word more was said on the subject at Castle Hautboy,
and on the nest day he returned to the Post Office.
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CHAPTEE LI.

"l CANNOT COMPEL HER."

ABOUT the middle of April Lord and Lady Kingsbury came up to

London. From day to day and week to week he had declared that
he would never again be able to move out of his room

; and had
gone on making up his mind to die immediately, till people around
him began to think that he was not going to die at all. He was,
however, at last persuaded that he might at any rate as well die in

London as at Trafibrd, and, therefore, allowed himself to be carried

up to Park Lane. The condition of his own health was, of course,

given to him for the reason of this movement. At this peculiar
period of the year, it would be better for him, they said, to be near
his London doctor. No doubt the Marquis believed that it was so.

When a man is ill nothing is so important to him as his own illness.

But it may be a question whether the anxiety felt by the Mar-
chioness as to other affairs of the family generally had not an effect

with her in inducing her to persuade her husband. The Marquis
had given a modified assent to his daughter's marriage ;

and she, in

a manner still more modified, had withdrawn her opposition. Per-
mission had been given to Fanny to marry the Duca di Crinola.

This had been given withoutany reference to money,buthad certainly

implied a promise of a certain amount of income from the bride's

father. How else would it be possible that they should live ? The
letter had been written to Lady Frances by her stepmother at the
dictation of the Marquis. But the words absolutely dictated had
not perhaps been religiously followed. The father had intended to

be soft and affectionate, merely expressing his gratification that his

girl's lover should turn out to be the Duca di Crinola. Out of this

the Marchioness had made a stipulation. The lover should be
received as a lover, on condition that he bore the name and title.

Lady Persiflage had told her sister that as a matter of course the name
would be taken. " A man always takes his father's name as a matter
of course," Lady Persiflage had said. She believed that the man's
absurd notions would be overcome by continual social pressure.
Whether the social pressure would or would not prevail, the man
would certainly marry the girl. There could, therefore, be no better

course than that of trusting to social pressure. Lady Persiflage
was quite clear as to her course. But the Marchioness, though
yielding to her sister in much, still thought that a bargain should
be made. It had been suggested that she should invite

" the young
man " down to Trafford. Eoden was usually called

" the young
man "

at present in these family conclaves. She had thought that it

would be better to see him up in London. Lady Frances would
come to them in Park Lane, and then the young man should be
invited. The Marchioness would send her compliments to the
" Duca di Crinola." Nothing on earth should induce her to write



"I CANNOT COMPEL UEU. "
:;i:;

the name of Eoden, unless it might happily come to pass that tho

engagement should be broken.

Hampstead at this time was still living at Hendon. His sister

remained with him till the Marchioness came up to town about the
middle of April, but no one else except George Koden saw much of

him. Since Eoden's return from Italy his visits to Hendon Hall
had been tacitly permitted. The Kingsbury and Persiflage world
had taken upon itself to presume that the young man was the Duca
di Crinola, and, so presuming, had in truth withdrawn all im-

pediments. Lady Frances had written to her father in answer to

the letter which had reached her from the Marchioness in his name,
and had declared that Mr. Eoden was Mr. Eoden, and would remain
Mr. Eoden. She had explained his reasons at great length, but had
probably made them anything but intelligible to her father. He,
however, had simply concealed the letter when he had half-read it.

He would not incur the further trouble of explaining this to his

wife, and had allowed the matter to go on, although the stipulation
made was absolutely repudiated by the parties who were to have been
bound by it.

For Eoden and Lady Frances this was no doubt very pleasant.
Even Lady Amaldina Hauteville with her bevy was not mora

thoroughly engaged to her aristocratic lover than was Lady
Frances to this precarious Italian nobleman. But the brother in

these days was by no means as happy as his sister. There had
been a terrible scene between him and Lady Frances after his return
from Trafford. He came back with Marion's letter in his pocket,

with every word contained in it clear in his memory ;
but still,

still doubting as to the necessity of obeying Marion's orders.

She had declared, with whatever force of words she had known how
to use, that the marriage which he proposed to himself was im-

possible. She had told him so more than once before, and the

telling had availed nothing. Her first assertion that she could not
'

(

become his wife had hardly served to moderate in the least the j<>.

which he had felt from the assurances of her affections. It had ,.-,

meant nothing to him. When she had spoken to him simply of
'

their differences of rank he had thrown the arguments under his

feet, and had trampled upon them with his masterful imperious
determination. His whole life and energy were devoted to the

crushing of arguments used towards him by those who were daily

telling him that he was severed from other men by the peculiarities
of his rank. He certainly would not be severed from this one

woman whom he loved by any such peculiarity. Fortifying his

heart by these reflections, he had declared to himself that the timid

doublings of the girl should go for nothing. As she loved him he

would ot course be strong enough to conquer all such doubtings.
He would take her up in his arms and carry her away, and simply
tell her that she had got to do it. He had a conviction that a girl

when once she had confessed that she loved a man, belonged to the

man, and was bound to obey him. To watch over her, to worship

her, to hover around her, so that no wind should be allowed to blow



o!4 MAEION FAY.

too strongly on her, to teach her that she was the one treasure in
the world that could be of real value to him, but at the same
time to make a property of her, so that she should be altogether his

own, that had been his idea of the bond which should unite him
and Marion Fay together. As she took a joy in his love it could not
be but that she would come to his call at last.

She too had perceived something of this, so much, that it had
become necessary to her to tell him the whole truth. Those minor
reasons, though even they should have been strong enough, were
not, she found, powerful with him. She tried it, and acknowledged
to herself that she failed. The man was too wilful for her

guidance, too strong for the arguments by which she had hoped
to control him. Then it had been necessary to tell him all the
truth. This she had done at last with very few words. "My
mother died

;
and all my brothers and sisters have died. And I

also shall die young." Very simple, this had been; but, ah,

powerful as it was simple ! In it there had been a hard assertion
of facts too strong even for his masterful nature. He could not

say, even to himself, that it was not so, that it should not be so.

It might be that she might be spared where others had not been

spared. That risk, of course, he was prepared to run. Without
turning it much in his thoughts, without venturing to think of the
results or to make a calculation, he was prepared to tell her that she
too must leave all that in the hand of God, and run her chance as
do all human mortal beings. He certainly would so argue the
matter with her. But he could not tell her that there was no
ground for fear. He could not say that though her mother had
died, and though her little brothers and sisters had died, there was
yet no cause for fear. And he felt that should she persist in her
resolution there would be a potency about her which it might well
be that he should fail to dominate. If we can live, let us live

together ;
and if we must die, let us die, as nearly together as may

be. That we should come together is the one thing absolutely
essential ;

and then let us make our way through our troubles as
best we may under the hands of Fate. This was what he would
now say to her. But he knew that he could not say it with that

bright look and those imperious tones which had heretofore almost

prevailed with her. Not replying to Marion's letter by any written

answer, but resolving that the words which would be necessary
might best be spoken, he came back to Hendon. Oh how softly

they should be spoken ! With his arm round her waist he would
tell her that still it should be for better or for worse. "

I will say
nothing of what may happen except this ; that whatever may befall

us we will take it and bear it together." With such words whispered
into her ear, would he endeavoiir to make her understand that

though it might all be true, still would her duty be the same.

But when he reached his house, intending to go on almost at

once to Holloway, he was stopped by a note from the Quaker.

"My dear young friend," said the note from the Quaker, "I am
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desired by Marion to tell thee tbat we have thought it better that
she should go for a few weeks to the seaside. I have taken her to

Pegwell Bay, whence I can run up daily to my work in the City.
After that thou last saw her she was somewhat unwell, not ill,

indeed, but flurried, as was natural, by the interview. And I have
taken her down to the seaside in compliance with medical advice.
She bids me, however, to tell thee that there is no cause for alarm.
It will, however, be better, for a time at least, that she should not
be called upon to encounter the excitement of meeting thee.

"
Thy very faithful friend,

"ZACHARY FAT."

This made him nervous, and for the moment almost wretched.
It was his desire at first to rush off to Pegwell Bay and learn for

himself what might be the truth of her condition. But on con-
sideration he felt that he did not dare to do so in opposition to the

Quaker's injunction. His arrival there among the strangers of the

little watering-place would of course flurry her. He was obliged to

abandon that idea, and content himself with a resolve to see the

Quaker in the City on the next morning. But the words spoken
to him afterwards by his sister were 'heavier to bear than tho

Quaker's letter.
" Dear John," she had said,

"
you must give it up.""

I will never give it up," he had answered. And as he spoko
there came across his brows an angry look of determination.

"Dear John!"
" What right have you to tell me to give it up ? "What would

you say to me if I were to declare that George Roden should be

given up ?
"

"If there were the same cause !

"

" What do you know of any cause e
'*

"
Dear, dearest brother."

" You are taking a part against me. You can be obstinate. I

am not more likely to give a thing up than you are yourself."
"
It is her health."

"
Is she the first young woman that was ever married without

being as strong as a milkmaid? Why should you take upon your-
self to condemn her ?

"
"
It is not I. It is Marion herself. You told me to go to her,

and of course she spoke to me."
He paused a moment, and then in a hoarse, low yoice asked a

question.
" What did she say to you when you spoke to her ?

"

"
Oh, John ! I doubt I can hardly tell you what she said. But

you know what she said. Did she not write and tell you that

because of her health it cannot be as you would have it."

"And would you have mo yield, because for my sake she is

afraid ? If George Eoden were not strong would you throw him
over and go away ?

"

"
It is a hard matter to discuss, John."

" But it has to bo discussed. It has at any rate to be thought
of. I don't think that a woman has a right to take the matter into
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her own hands, and say that as a certainty God Almighty has
condemned her to an early death. These things must be left to

Providence, or Chance, or Fate, as you may call it."
" But if she has her own convictions ?

"
" She must not be left to .her own convictions. It is just that.

She must not be allowed to sacrifice herself to a fantastic idea."
" You will never prevail with her," said his sister, taking him

by the arm, and looking up piteously into his face.

"I shall not prevail? Do you say that certainly I shall not

prevail ?
" She was still holding his arm, and still looking up into

liis face, and now she answered him by slightly shaking her head.
" Why should you speak so positively ?

"

" She could say things to me which she could hardly say to

you."
"What was it, then?"
" She could say things to me which I can hardly repeat to you.

Oh, John, believe me, believe me. It must be abandoned. Marion
Fay will never be your wife." He shook himself free from her

hand, and frowned sternly at her. "Do you think I would not
have her for my sister, if it were possible? Do you not believe

that I too can love her? Who can help loving her? "

He knew, of course, that as the shoe pinched him it could not

pinch her. What were any other love or any other sadness as

compared to his love or to his sadness? It was to him as though
the sun were siiddenly taken out of his heaven, as though the light
of day were destroyed for ever from before his eyes, or rather as

though a threat were being made that the sun should be taken
from his heaven and the light from his eyes, a threat under which
it might be necessary that he should succumb. "

Marion, Marion,
Marion," he said to himself again and again, walking up and down
between the lodge and the hall door. Whether well or ill, whether

living or dying, she surely must be his !

" Marion !

" And then
he was ashamed of himself, as he felt rather than heard that he
had absolutely shouted her name aloud.

On the following day he was with the Quaker in London, walk-

ing up and down Old Broad Street in front of the entrance leading
up to Pogson and Littlebird's.

" My dear friend," said the Quaker,
" I do not say that it shall never be so. It is in the hands of the

Almighty." Hampstead shook his head impatiently.
" You do not

doubt the power of the Almighty to watch over His creatures ?
"

" I think that if a man wants a thing he must work for it."

The Quaker looked him hard in the face.
" In the ordinary

needs of life, my young lord, the maxim is a good one."
"
It is good for everything. You tell me of the Almighty.

Will the Almighty give me the girl I love if I sit still and hold my
peace ? Must I not work for that as for anything else ?

"

" What can I do, Lord Hampstead ?
"

"
Agree with me that it will be better for her to run her chance.

Say as I do that it cannot be right that she should condemn her-

self. If you, you her father, will bid her, then she will do it."
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"
I do not know."

" You can try "with her
;

if you think it right. You' are her
father."

"
Yes, I am her father."

"And she is obedient to you. You do not think that she
should ? Eh?"

" How am I to say ? What am I to say else than that it is in

God's hands? I am an old man who have suffered much. All
have been taken from me

;
all but she. How can I think of thy

trouble when my own is so heavy ?
"

"
It is of her that we should think."

" I cannot comfort her
;
I cannot control her. I will not even

attempt to persuade her. She is all that I have. If I did think
for a moment that I should like to see my child become the wife of

one so high as thou art, that folly has been crushed out of me. To
have my child alive would be enough for me now, let alone titles,

and high places, and noble palaces."
" Who has thought of them ?

"

"I did. Not she, my angel; my white one I" Hampstead
shook his head and clenched his fist, shaking it, in utter disregard
of the passers-by, as the hot, fast tears streamed down his face.

Could it be necessary that her name should be mentioned even in

connection with feelings such as those which the Quaker owned.
" Thou and I, my lord," continued Zachary Fay,

" are in sore

trouble about this maiden. I believe that thy love is, as mine, true,

honest, and thorough. For her sake I wish I could give her to

thee, because of thy truth and honesty ;
not because of thy wealth

and titles. But she is not mine to give. She is her own, and
will bestow her hand or refuse to do so as her own sense of what is

best for thee may direct her. I will say no word to persuade her

one way or the other." So speaking the Quaker strode quickly up
the gateway, and Lord Hampstead was left to make his way back
out of the City as best he might.

CHAPTER LH.

IN PAKE LANE.

ON Monday, the 20th of April, Lady Frances returned to her
father's roof. The winter had certainly not been a happy time for

her. Early in the autumn she had been taken off to the German
castle in great disgrace because of her plebeian lover, and had, ever

since, been living under so dark a cloud, as to have been considered

unfit for the companionship of those little darlings, the young lords,

her half-brothers. She had had her way no doubt, never having
for a moment wavered in her constancy to the Post Office clerk ;

but she had been assured incessantly by all her friends that her

marriage with the man was impossible, and had no doubt suffered
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under the conviction that her friends were hostile to her. Now she

might be happy. Now she was to be taken back to her father's

house. Now she was to keep her lover, and not be held to have
been disgraced at all. No doubt in this there was great triumph.

But her triumph had been due altogether to an accident; to
what her father graciously called a romance, while her stepmother
described it less civilly as a " marvelloiis coincidence, for which she

ought to thank her stars on her bended knees." The accident, or
coincidence or romance as it might be called, was, of course, her
lover's title. Of this she was by no means proud, and would not at

all thank her stars for ijt on her bended knees. Though she was
happy in her lover's presence, her happiness was clouded by the

feeling that she was imposing upon her father. She had been
allowed to ask her lover to dine at Kingsbury House because her
lover was supposed to be the Duca di Crinola. But the invitation
had been sent under an envelope addressed to George Eoden, Esq.,
General Post Office. No one had yet ventured to inscribe the
Duke's name and title on the back of a letter. The Marchioness
was assured by her sister that it would all come right, and had,
therefore, submitted to have the young man asked to come and eat

his dinner under the same roof with her darlings. But she did
not quite trust her sister, and felt that after all it might become
her imperative duty to gather her children together in her bosom,
and fly with them from contact with the Post Office clerk, the
Post Office clerk who would not become a Duke. The Marquis
himself was only anxious that everything should be made to be

easy. He had, while at Trafford, been so tormented by Mr. Green-
wood and his wife that he longed for nothing so much as a recon-

ciliation with his daughter. He was told on very good authority,
on the authority of no less a person than the Secretary of State,
that this young man was the Duca di Crinola. There had been

a romance, a very interesting romance ; but the fact remained.
The Post Office clerk was no longer George Eoden, and would, he
was assured, soon cease to be a Post Office clerk. The young man
was in truth an Italian nobleman of the highest order, and as such
was entitled to marry the daughter of an English nobleman. If it

should turn out that he had been misinformed, that would not be
his fault.

So it was when George Eoden came to dine at Kingsbury House.
He himself at this moment was not altogether happy. The last

words which Lady Persiflage had said to him at Castle Hautboy
had disturbed him. "Would it-be honest on your part," Lady
Persiflage had asked him,

" to ask her to abandon the rank which
she will be entitled to expect from you ?

" He had not put the
matter to himself in that light before. Lady Frances was entitled

to as much consideration in the matter as was himself. The rank
would be as much hers as his. And yet he couldn't do it. Not
even for her sake could he walk into the Post Office and call himself
the Duca di Crinola. Not even for her sake could he consent to

live an idle, useless life as an Italian nobleman. Love was very
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strong with him, but with it there was a sense of duty and manli-
ness which would make it impossible for him to submit himself to
such thraldom. In doing it he would have to throw over all the

strong convictions of his life. And yet he was about to sit as a
guest at Lord Kingsbury's table, because Lord Kingsbury would
believe him to be an Italian nobleman. He was not, therefore,
altogether happy when he knocked at the Marquis's door.

Hampstead had refused to join the party. He was not at present
in a condition to join any social gathering. But, omitting him,
a family party had been collected. Lord and Lady Persiflage were
there, with Lady Amaldina and her betrothed. The Persiflages
had taken the matter up very strongly, so that they may have been
said to have become George Roden's special patrons or protectors.
Lord Persiflage, who was seldom much in earnest about anything,
had determined that the Duca di Crinola should be recognized, and
was supposed already to have spoken a word on the subject in a

very high quarter indeed. Vivian, the Private Secretary, was there.

The poor Marquis himself was considered unable to come down
into the dining-room, but did receive his proposed son-in-law up-
stairs. They had not met since the unfortunate visit made by the
Post Office clerk to Hendon Hall, when no one had as yet dreamed
of his iniquity ;

nor had the Marchioness seen him since the terrible

sound of that feminine Christian name had wounded her ears. The
other persons assembled had in a measure become intimate with
him. Lord Llwddythlw had walked round Castle Hautboy and
discussed with him the statistics of telegraphy. Lady Amaldina
had been confidential with him as to her own wedding. Both Lord
and Lady Persiflage had given him in a very friendly manner their

ideas as to his name and position. Vivian and he had become
intimate personal friends. They could, all of them, accept him
with open amis when he was shown into the drawing-room, except
Lady Kingsbury herself. "No

;
I am not very well just at present,"

said the Marquis from his recumbent position as he languidly
stretched out his hand. " You won't see me down at dinner. God
knows whether anybody will ever see me down at dinner again."" Not see you down at dinner !

"
said Lord Persiflage.

" In
another month you will be talking treason in Pall Mall as you have
done all your life."

" I wish you had made Hampstead come with you, Mr. "

But the Marquis stopped himself, having been instructed that he
was not on any account to call the young man Mr. Eoden. " He
was hero this morning, but seemed to be in great trouble about

something. Ho ought to come and take his place at the bottom
of the table, seeing how ill I am

;
but he won't."

Lady Kingsbury waited until her husband had done his grum-
bling before she attempted the disagreeable task which was before

her. It was very disagreeable. She was a bad hypocrite. There
are women who have a special gift of hiding their dislikings from
the objects of them, when occasion requires. They can smile and
be soft, with bitter enmity in. their hearts, to suit the circumstances



320 MARION FAY.

of the moment. And as they do so, their faces will overcome their

hearts, and their enmity will give way to their smiles. They will

become almost friendly because they look friendly. They will cease
to hate because hatred is no longer convenient. But the Marchioness
was too rigid and too sincere for this. She could command neither
her features nor her feelings. It was evident from the moment the

young man entered the room, that she would be unable to greet
him even with common courtesy. She hated him, and she had told

every one there that she hated him. " How do you do ?
"
she said,

just touching his hand as soon as he was released from her husband's
couch. She, too, had been specially warned by her sister that she
must not call the young man by any name. If she could have
addressed him by his title, her manner might perhaps have been
less austere.

" I am much obliged to you by allowing me to come here," said

Eoden, looking her full in the face, and making his little speech in

such a manner as to be audible to all the room. It was as though
he had declared aloud his intention of accepting this permission as

conveying much more than a mere invitation to dinner. Her face

became harder and more austere than ever. Then, finding that she
had nothing more to say to him, she seated herself and held her

peace.

Only that Lady Persiflage was very unlike her sister, the moment
would have been awkward for them all. Poor Fanny, who was

sitting with her hand within her father's, could not find a word to

say on the occasion. Lord Persiflage, turning round upon his heel,
made a grimace to his Private Secretary. Llwddythlw would

willingly have said something pleasant on the occasion had he been

sufficiently ready. As it was he stood still, with his hands in his

trousers pockets and his eyes fixed on the wall opposite. According
to his idea the Marchioness was misbehaving herself. " Dear Aunt
Clara," said Lady Amaldina, trying to say something that might
dissipate the horror of the moment,

" have you heard that old Sir

Gregory Tollbar is to marry Letitia Tarbarrel at last ?
" But it was

Lady Persiflage who really came to the rescue. " Of course we're all

very glad to see you," she said.
" You'll find that if you'll be nice

to us, we'll all be as nice as possible to you. Won't we, Lord

Llwddythlw."
"As far as I am concerned," said the busy Member of Parliament,

" I shall be delighted to make the acquaintance of Mr. Eoden." A
slight frown, a shade of regret, passed over the face of Lady
Persiflage as she heard the name. A darker and bitterer cloud

settled itself on Lady Kingsbury's brow. Lord Kingsbury rolled

himself uneasily on his couch. Lady Amaldina slightly pinched
her lover's arm. Lord Persiflage was almost heard to whistle.

Vivian tried to look as if it didn't signify.
" I am very much

obliged to you for your courtesy, Lord Llwddythlw," said George
Eoden. To have called him by his name was the greatest favour

that could have been done to him at that moment. Then the door

was opened and dinner announced.
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" Time and the hour run through the roughest day." In this

tvay that dinner at Kingsbury House did come to an end at last,

i'here was a weight of ill-humour about Lady Kingsbury on this

special occasion against which even Lady Persiflage found it im-

possible to prevail. Eoden, whose courage rose to the occasion, did
nake a gallant effort to talk to Lady Frances, who sat next to him.
But the circumstances were hard upon him. Everybody else in the
room was closely connected with everybody else. Had he been

graciously accepted by the mistress of the house, he could have
'alien readily enough into the intimacies which would then have
seen opened to him. But as it was he was forced to struggle
igainst the stream, and so to struggle as to seem not to struggle,
it last, however, time and the hour had done its work, and the ladies

vent up to the drawing-room.
" Lord Llwddythlw called him Mr. Eoden !

"
This was said by

;he Marchioness in a tone of bitter reproach as soon as the drawing-
oom door was closed.

" I was so sorry," said Lady Amaldina.
" It does not signify in the least," said Lady Persiflage.

"
It

:annot be expected that a man should drop his old name and take
t new one all in a moment."

" He will never drop his old name and take the new one," said

Lady Frances.
"There now," said the Marchioness. "What do you think of

hat, Geraldine?"
" My dear Fanny," said Lady Persiflage, without a touch of ill-

lature in her tone,
" how can you tell what a young man will do ?

"

" I don't think it right to deceive Mamma," said Fanny.
" I

enow him well enough to be quite sure that he will not take the

itle, as he has no property to support it. He has talked it over
vith me again and again, and I agree with him altogether."

"
Upon my word, Fanny, I didn't think that you would be so

bolish," said her aunt. " This is a kind of thing in which a girl
ihould not interfere at all. It must be arranged between the young
nan's uncle in Italy, and and the proper authorities here. It

nust depend very much upon
" Here Lady Persiflage reduced

ler words to the very lowest whisper.
" Your uncle has told me

ill about it, and of course he must know better than any one else.

;t's a kind of thing that must be settled for a man by, by by those

vho know how to settle it. A man can't be this or that just as he
)leases."

" Of course not," said Lady Amaldina.
" A man has to take the name, my dear, which he inherits. I

;ould not call myself Mrs. Jones any more than Mrs. Jones can call

lerself Lady Persiflage. If he is the Duca di Crinola he must be

he Duca di Crinola."
" But he won't be Duca di Crinola," said Lady Frances.
'' There now !

"
said the Marchioness.

" Ifyou will only let the matter be settled by thosewho understand

f, and not talk about it just at present, it would be so much better."
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"You heard what Lord Llwddythlw called him," said the
Marchioness.

"
Llwddythlw always was an oaf," said Amaldina.

"He meant to be gracious," said Fanny; "and I am much
obliged to him."

" And as to what you were saying, Fanny, as to having nothing
to support the title, a foreign title in that way is not like one here
at home. Here it must be supported."

" He would never consent to be burdened with a great name
without any means," said Fanny.

" There are cases in which a great name will help a man to get
means. Whatever he calls himself, I suppose he will have to live,

and maintain a wife."
" He has his salary as a clerk in the Post Office," said Fanny,

very boldly. Amaldina shook her head sadly. The Marchioness

clasped her hands together and raised her eyes to the ceiling with
a look of supplication. Were not her darlings to be preserved
from such contamination ?

" He can do better than that, my dear," exclaimed Lady
Persiflage ;

"
and, if you are to be his wife, I am sure that you will

not stand in the way of his promotion. His own Government and
ours between them will be able to do something for him as Duca di

Crinola, whereas nothing could be done for George Koden."
"The English Government is his Government," said Fanny

indignantly.
" One would almost suppose that you want to destroy all his

prospects," said Lady Persiflage, who was at last hardly able to

restrain her anger.
" I believe she does," said the Marchioness.
In the mean time the conversation was carried on below stairs,

if with less vigour, yet perhaps with more judgment. Lord
Persiflage spoke of Eoden's Italian uncle as a man possessing
intellectual gifts and political importance of the highest order.

Koden could not deny that the Italian Cabinet Minister was his

uncle, and was thus driven to acknowledge the family, and almost
to acknowledge the country. "From what I hear," said Lord
Persiflage,

" I suppose you would not wish to reside permanently
in Italy, as an Italian ?

"

"
Certainly not," said Eoden.

" There is no reason why you should. I can imagine that you
should have become too confirmed an Englishman to take kindly to

Italian public life as a career. You could hardly dp so except as a
follower of your uncle, which perhaps would not suit you."

" It would be impossible."
" Just so. D'Ossi was saying to me this morning that he

thought as much. But there is no reason why a career should not
be open to you here as well as there

;
not political perhaps, but

official."
" It is the only career that at present is open to me."
"There might be difficulty about Parliament certainly. My
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dvice to you is not to be in a hurry to decide upon anything for a
aonth or two. You will find that things will shake down into
heir places." Not a word was said about the name or title.

Vhen the gentlemen went upstairs there had been no brilliancy
f conversation, but neither were there any positive difficulties to
e incurred. Not a word further was said in reference to

"
George

lodeu
"
or to the

" Duca di Crinola.,"

CHAPTER LIU

AFTER ALL HE ISN'T.

rx weeks passed by, and nothing special had yet been done to

rrange George Koden's affairs for him in the manner suggested by
iady Persiflage.

"
It's a kind of thing that must be settled for a

lan by, by, by those who know how to settle it." That had been
er counsel when she was advocating delay. No doubt "

things
"

ften do arrange themselves better than men or women can arrange
lem. Objections which were at first very strong gradually fade

svay. Ideas which were out of the question become possible,
ime quickly renders words and names and even days habitual to

s. In this Lady Persiflage had not been unwise. It was quite
robable that a young man should become used to a grand name
nicker than he had himself expected. But nothing had as yet
3en done in the right direction when the 1st of June had come.

Attempts had been made towards increasing the young man's

slf-importance, of which he himself had been hardly aware. Lord
ersiflage had seen Sir Boreas Bodkin, and Vivian had seen the
rivate secretary of the Postmaster-General. As the first result of

icse interviews our clerk was put to sit in a room by himself, and
illed upon to manage some separate branch of business in which
3 was free from contact with the Crockers and Bobbins of the

epartment. It might, it was thought, be possible to call a man a
uke who sat in a separate room, even though he were still a clerk,

ut, as Sir Boreas had observed, there were places to be given
vay, Secretaryships, Inspectorships, Surveyorships, and such-like,
to one of which the Duke, if he would consent to be a Duke,
ight be installed before long. The primary measure of putting
m into a room by himself had already been carried out. Then a

ep was taken, of which George Eoden had ground to complain,
here was a certain Club in London called the Foreigners, made
3 half of Englishman and half of men of other nations, which was

ipposed to stand very high in the world of fashion. Nearly every
ember was possessed of either grand titles before his name, or of

and letters after it. Something was said by Vivian to George
aden as to this club. But no actual suggestion was made, and

rtainly no assent was given. Nevertheless the name of the Duca
Crinola was put down in the Candidate Book, as proposed by
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Baron d'Ossi and seconded by Lord Persiflage. There it was, so

that all the world would declare that the young
" Duca " was the

"Duca." Otherwise the name would not have been inserted there

by the Italian Minister and British Secretary of State. Whereas
George Eoden himself knew nothing about it. In this way
attempts were made to carry out that line of action which Lady
Persiflage had recommended.

Letters, too, were delivered to Eoden, addressed to the Duca di

Crinola, both at Holloway and at the Post Office. No doubt he
refused them when they came. No doubt they generally consisted
of tradesmen's circulars, and were probably occasioned by man-
oeuvres of which Lady Persiflage herself was guilty. But they
had the effect of spreading abroad the fact that George Roden was

George Eoden no longer, but was the Duca di Crinola. " There's
letters coming for the Duker every day," said the landlady of the

Duchess to Mrs. Duffer of Paradise Eow. " I see them myself. I
shan't stand on any p's and q's. I shall call him Duker to his

face." Paradise Eow determined generally to call him Duker to his

face, and did so frequently, to his great annoyance.
Even his mother began to think that his refusal would be in

vain.
"
I don't see how you're to stand out against it, George. Of

course if it wasn't so you'd have to stand out against it; but as it

is the fact
"

" It is no more a fact with me than with you," he said angrily."
Nobody dreams of giving me a title. If all the world agrees,

you will have to yield."
Sir Boreas was as urgent. He had always been very friendly

with the young clerk, and had now become particularly intimate
with him. " Of course, nay dear fellow," he said,

" I shall bo

guided entirely by yourself."
" Thank you, sir."
" If you tell me you're George Eoden, George Eoden you'll be

to me. But I think you're wrong. And I think moreover that the

good sense of the world will prevail against you. As far as I under-
stand anything of the theory of titles, this title belongs to you.
The world never insists on calling a man a Lord or a Count for

nothing. There's too much jealousy for that. But when a thing
is so, people choose that it shall be so."

All this troubled him, though it did not shake his convictions.

But it made him think again and again of what Lady Persiflage
had said to him down at Castle Hautboy.

" Will it be honest on

your part to ask her to abandon the rank \vhich she will be entitled

to expect from you ?
"

If all the world conspired to tell him that

he was entitled to take this name, then the girl whom he intended
to marry would certainly be justified in claiming it. It undoubtedly
was the fact that titles such as these were dear to men, and

specially dear to women. As to this girl, who was so true to him,
was he justified in supposing that she would be different from
others, simply because she was true to him ? He had asked her to

come down as it were from the high pedestal of her own rank, and
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;o submit herself to his lowly lot. She had consented, and there
lever had been to him a moment of remorse in thinking that he
vas about to injure her. But as Chance had brought it about in
;his way, as Fortune had seemed determined to give back to her
ihat of which he would have deprived her, was it right that he
should stand in the way of Fortune ? Would it be honest on his

jart to ask her to abandon these fine names which Chance was
ratting in her way ?

That it might be so, should he be pleased to accept what was
>ffered to him, did become manifest to him. It was within his

aower to call himself and to have himself called by this new name.
[t was not only the party of the Crockers. Others now were urgent
n persuading him. The matter had become so far customary to

lira as to make him feel that if he would simply put the name on
lis card, and cause it to be inserted in the Directories, and write a
ine to the officials saying that for the future he would wish to be
>o designated, the thing would be done. He had met Baron d'Ossi,
ind the Baron had acknowledged that an Englishman could not be
jonverted into an Italian Duke without his own consent, but had
ised very strong arguments to show that in this case the English-
nan ought to give his consent. The Baron had expressed his own
>pinion that the Signorina would be very much ill-used indeed if

>he were not allowed to take her place among the Duchessinas.

His own personal feelings were in no degree mitigated. To be a

Post Office clerk, living at Holloway, with a few hundreds a year
:o spend, and yet to be known all over the world as the claimant

jf a magnificently grand title ! It seemed as though a cruel fate

iiad del mined to crush him with a terrible punishment because

)f his specially democratic views ! That he of all the world should

be selected to be a Duke in opposition to his own wishes ! How
rften had he been heard to declare that all hereditary titles were,
af their very nature, absurd! And yet he was to be forced to

become a penniless hereditary Duke !

Nevertheless he would not rob her whom he hoped to make his

wife of that which would of right belong to her.
"
Fanny," he said'

to her one day,
"
you cannot conceive how many people are troubling

me about this title."
" I know they are troubling me. But I would not mind any of

them ; only for papa."
" Is he very anxious about it ?

"

" I am afraid he is."
" Have I ever told you what your aunt said to mo just before I

left Castle Hautboy?"
"
Lady Persiflage, you mean. She is not my aunt, you know."

" She is more anxious than your father, and certainly uses the

only strong argument I have heard."
" Has she persuaded you ?

"

" I cannot say that
; but she has done something towards per-

suading me. She has made me half think that it may be my
duty."
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" Then I suppose you will take the name," she said.

"It shall depend entirely upon you. And yet I ought not to

ask you. I ought to do as these people bid me without even

troubling you for an expression of your wish. I do believe that

when you become my wife, you will have as complete a right to

the title as has Lady Kingsbury to hers. Shall it be so ?
"

"
No," she said.

"
It shall not ?

"

"
Certainly, no

;
if it be left to me."

" Why do you answer in that way when all your friends desire

it?"
" Because I believe that there is one friend who does not desire

it. If you can say that you wish it on your own account, of course

I will yield. Otherwise all that my friends may say on the matter
can have no effect on me. When I accepted the offer which you
made me, I gave up all idea of rank. I had my reasons, which I

thought to be strong enough. At any rate I did so, and now
because of this accident I will not be weak enough to go back. As
to what Lady Persiflage says about me, do not believe a word of it.

You certainly will not make me happy by bestowing on me a name
which you do not wish me to bear, and which will be distasteful to

yourself."
After this there was no longer any hesitation on Eoden's part,

though his friends, including Lord Persiflage, the Baron, Sir Boreas,
and Crocker, were as active in their endeavours as ever. For some

days he had doubted, but now he doubted no longer. They might
address to him what letters they would, they might call him by
what nickname they pleased, they might write him down in what
book they chose, he would still keep the name of George Koden, as

she had protested that she was satisfied with it.

It was through Sir Boreas that he learnt that his name had
been written down in the club Candidate Book as " Duca di Cri-

nola." "Sir Boreas was not a member of the club, but had heard
what had been done, probably at some club of which he was a
member. "I am glad to hear that you are coming up at the

Foreigners," said JEolus.
" But I am not."
" I was told last night that Baron d'Ossi had put your name

down as Duca di Crinola." Then Eoden discovered the whole

truth, how the Baron had proposed him and the Foreign Secretary
had secpnded him, without even going through the ceremony of

asking him. "
Upon my word I understood that you wished it,"

Vivian said to him. Upon this the following note was written

to the Foreign Secretary :

" Mr. Eoden presents his compliments to Lord Persiflage, and
begs to explain that there has been a misunderstanding about the

Foreigners' Club. Mr. Eoden feels very much the honour that has
been done him, and is much obliged to Lord Persiflage ; but as he
feels himself not entitled to the honour of belonging to the club, he
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ill be glad that his name should be taken off. Mr. Roden takes
le opportunity of assuring Lord Persiflage that he does not and
aver will claim the name which he understands to have been
iscribed in the club books."

" He's a confounded ass," said Lord Persiflage to the Baron as he
id as he was bid at the club. The Baron shrugged his shoulders,
3 though acknowledging that his young fellow-nobleman certainly
as an ass.

" There are men, Baron, whom you can't help, let you
;ruggle ever so much. This man has had stuff enough in him to

in tor himself a very pretty girl with a good fortune and high
ink, and yet he is such a fool that he won't let mo put him alto-

sther on his legs when the opportunity comes !

"

Not long after this Roden called at the house in Park Lane,
ad asked to see the Marquis. As he passed through the hall he
let Mr. Greenwood coming very slowly down the stairs. The last

me he had met the gentleman had been in that very house when
le gentleman had received him on behalf of the Marquis. The
[arquis had not condescended to see him, but had deputed his

aaplain to give him whatever ignominious answer might be neces-

iry to his audacious demand for the hand of Lady Frances. On
lat occasion Mr. Greenwood had been very imperious. Mr. Green-
-ood had taken upon himself almost the manners of the master of

le house. Mr. Greenwood had crowed as though the dunghill had
een his own. George Eoden even then had not been abashed,

aving been able to remember through the interview that the young
idy was on his side

;
but he had certainly been severely treated.

te had wondered at the moment that such a man as Lord Kings-
ury should confide so much of his family matters to such a man
s Mr. Greenwood. Since then he had heard something of Mr.

rreenwopd's latter history from Lady Frances. Lady Frances had
)ined with her brother in disliking Mr. Greenwood, and all that

[ampstead had said to her had been passed on to her lover. Since

iiat last interview the position of the two men had been changed,
'he chaplain had been turned out of the establishment, and George
loden had been almost accepted into it as a son-in-law. As they
let on the foot of the staircase, it was necessary that there should
e some greeting. The Post Office clerk bowed very graciously,
ut Mr. Greenwood barely acknowledged the salutation.

"
There,"

lid he to himself, as he passed on,
"
that's the young man that's

one all the mischief. It's because such as he are allowed to make
heir way in among noblemen and gentlemen that England is going
3 the dogs." Nevertheless, when Mr. Greenwood had first con-

ented to be an inmate of the present Lord Kingsbury's house, Lord

[ingsbury had, in spite of his Order, entertained very liberal

iews.

The Marquis was not in a good humour when Roden was shown
ito bis room. He had been troubled by his late chaplain, and he
ras not able to bear such troubles easily. Mr. Greenwood had said

rords to him which had vexed him sorely, and these words had in
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part referred to his daughter and his daughter's lover.
"
No, I'm

not very well," he said in answer to Koden's inquiries.
" I don't

think I ever shall be better. What is it about now ?
"

" I have come, my lord," said Roden,
" because I do not like to

be here in your house under a false pretence."
"A false pretence? What false pretence? I hate false

pretences."
"So do I."
" What do you mean by a false pretence now ?

"

" I fear that they have told you, Lord Kingsbury, that should

you give me your daughter as my wife, you will give her to the
Duca di Crinola." The Marquis, who was sitting in his arm-chair,
shook his head from side to side, and moved his hands uneasily,
but made no immediate reply. "I cannot quite tell, my lord,
what your own ideas are, because we have never discussed the

subject.""
I don't want to discuss it just at present," said the Marquis." But it is right that you should know that I do not claim the

title, and never shall claim it. Others have done so on my behalf,
but with no authority from me. I have no means to support the

rank in the country to which it belongs ;
nor as an Englishman am

I entitled to assume it here."
" I don't know that you're an Englishman," said the Marquis.

"
People tell me that you're an Italian."

"I have been brought up as an Englishman, and have lived as

one for five-and-twenty years. I think it would be difficult now to

rob me of my rights. Nobody, I fancy, will try. I am, and shall

be, George Koden, as I always have been. I should not, of course,
trouble you with the matter were it not that I am a suitor for your
daughter's hand. Am I right in supposing that I have been

accepted here by you in that light?
"

This was a question which
the Marquis was not prepared to answer at the moment. No
doubt the young man had been accepted. Lady Frances had been
allowed to go down to Castle Hautboy to meet him as her lover.

All the family had been collected to welcome him at the London
mansion. The newspapers had been full of mysterious paragraphs
in which the future happy bridegroom was sometimes spoken of as

an Italian Duke and sometimes as an English Post Office clerk.
" Of course he must marry her now," the Marquis had said to his

wife, with much anger.
"
It's all your sister's doings," he had said to

her again. He had in a soft moment given his affectionate blessing
to his daughter in special reference to her engagement. He knew
that he couldn't go back from it now, and had it been possible,
would have been most unwilling to give his wife such a triumph.
But yet he was not prepared to accept the Post Office clerk simply
as a Post Office clerk.

"
I am sorry to trouble you at this moment,

Lord Kingsbury, if you are not well."
" I ain't well at all. I am very far from well. If you don't

mind I'd rather not talk about it just at present. When I can see

Hampstead, then, perhaps, things can be settled." As there was

nothing further to be said George Eoden took his leave.
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CHAPTER LIV.

"OF COURSE THERE WAS A BITTERNESS."

IT was not surprising that Lord Kingsbury 'should have been

unhappy when Eoden was shown up into his room, as Mr. Green-
wood had been with him. Mr. Greenwood had called on the

previous day, and had been refused admittance. He had then sent
in an appeal, asking so piteously for an interview that the Marquis
had been unable to repudiate it. Mr. Greenwood knew enough of

letter-writing to be able to be effective on such an occasion. He
had, he said, lived under the same roof with the Marquis for a

quarter of a century. Though the positions of the two men in the
world were so different they had lived together as friends. The
Marquis throughout that long period had frequently condescended
to ask the advice of his chaplain, and not ^infrequently to follow it.

After all this could he refuse to grant the favour of a last inter-

view? He had found himself unable to refuse the favour. The
interview had taken place, and consequently the Marquis had been

very unhappy when George Roden was shown up into his room.
The Rector of Appleslocombe was dead. The interview was

commenced by a communication to that effect from Mr. Greenwood.
The Marquis of course knew the fact, had indeed already given
the living away, had not delayed a minute in giving it away
because of some fear which still pressed upon him in reference to

Mr. Greenwood. Nor did Mr. Greenwood expect to get the living,
or perhaps desire it. But he wished to have a grievance, and to

be in possession of a subject on which he could begin to make his

complaint. "You must have known, Mr. Greenwood, that I never
intended it for you," said the Marquis. Mr. Greenwood, seated on
the edge of his chair and rubbing his two hands together, declared
that he had entertained hopes in that direction.

"
I don't know

why you should, then. I never told you so. I never thought of it

for a moment. I always meant to put a young man into it
;

comparatively young." Mr. Greenwood shook his head and still

rubbed his hands. " I don't know that I can do anything more
for you."

"
It isn't much that you have done, certainly, Lord Kingsbury."" I have done as much as I intend to do," said the Marquis,

rousing himself angrily. "I have explained all that by Mr.
Roberts."

"Two hundred a year after a quarter of a century!" Mr.
Greenwood had in truth been put into possession of three hundred
a year ; but as one hundred of this came from Lord Hampstead it

was not necessary to mention the little addition.
" It is very wrong, your pressing your way in here and talking

to me about it at all."
" After having expected the living for so many years !

"
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"You had no right to expect it. I didn't promise it. I never

thought of it for a moment. "When you asked me I told you that

it was out of the question. I never heard of such impertinence in

all my life. I must ask you to go away and leave me, Mr. Green-
wood." But Mr. Greenwood was not disposed to go away just yet.
He had come there for a purpose, and he intended to go on with it.

He was clearly resolved not to be frightened by the Marquis. He
got up from his chair and stood looking at the Marquis, still rubbing
his hands, till the sick man was almost frightened by the persistency
of his silence.

" What is it, Mr. Greenwood, that makes you stand
thus ? Do you not hear me tell you that I have got nothing more
to say to you ?

"

"
Yes, my lord ; I hear what you say."

" Then why don't you go away ? I won't have you stand there

staring like that." He still shook his head. " Why do you stand
there and shake your head ?

"

" It must be told, my lord."

"What must be told?"
" The Marchioness !

"

" What do you mean, sir ? What have you got to say ?
"

" Would you wish to send for her ladyship ?
"

" No
;
I wouldn't. I won't send for her ladyship at all. What

has her ladyship got to do with it ?
"

" She promised."
"Promised what?"
"Promised the living! She undertook that I should have

Appleslocombe the moment it became vacant."
"
I don't believe a word of it."

" She did. I don't think that her ladyship will deny it." It

might have been so, certainly ; and had there been no chance of

truth in the statement he would hardly have been so ready to send
for Lady Kingsbury. But had she done so the promise would
amount to nothing. Though he was sick and wretched and weak,
and in some matters afraid of his wife, there had been no moment
of his life in which he would have given way to her on such a sub-

ject as this.
" She promised it me, for a purpose."

" A purpose 1

"

" For a purpose, my lord."
" What purpose ?

" Mr. Greenwood went on staring and shaking
his head and rubbing his hands, till the Marquis, awestruck and
almost frightened, put out his hand towards the bell. But he

thought of it again. He remembered himself that he had nothing
to fear. If the man had anything to say about the Marchioness it

might perhaps be better said without the presence of servants. " If

you mean to say anything, say it. If not, go. If you do neither

one nor the other very quickly, I shall have you turned out of the

house."
" Turned out of the house ?

"

"
Cqrtainly. If you have any threat to make, you had better

make it in writing. You can write to my lawyers, or to me, or to

Lord Hampstead, or to Mr. Koberts."
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"It isn't a threat. It is only a statement. She promised it

me, for a purpose."
" I don't know what you mean by a purpose, Mr. Greenwood.

I don't believe Lady Kingsbury made any such promise; but if

she did it wasn't hers to promise. I don't believe it
; but bad she

promised I should not be bound by it."
" Not if you have not given it away ?

"

"I have given it away, Mr. Greenwood."
" Then I must suggest

"

"Suggest what!"
"
Compensation, my lord. It will only be fair. You ask her

ladyship. Her ladyship cannot intend that I should be turned out
of your lordship's house with only two hundred a year, after what .

has passed between me and her ladyship."
" What passed ?

"
said the Marquis, absolutely rousing himself

BO as to stand erect before the other man.
" I had rather, my lord, you should hear it from her ladyship.'-'" What passed ?

"

" There was all that about Lady Frances."
" What about Lady Frances ?

"

" Of course I was employed to do all that I could to prevent
the marriage. You employed me yourself, my lord. It was you
sent me down to see the young man, and explain to him how im-

pertinent he was. It isn't my fault, Lord Kingsbury, if things
have got themselves changed since then."

" You think you ought to make a demand upon me because as

my Chaplain you were asked to see a gentleman who called here on
a delicate matter ?

"

" It isn't that I'm thinking about. If it had been only that I

should have said nothing. You asked me what it was about, and
I was obliged to remind you of one thing. What took place between
me and her ladyship was, of course, much more particular ;

but it

all began with your lordship. If you hadn't commissioned me I

don't suppose her ladyship would ever have spoken to me about

Lady Frances."
" What is it all ? Sit down

;
won't yon ? and tell it all like

a man if you have got anything to tell." The Marquis, fatigued
with his exertion, was forced to go back to his chair. Mr. Green-

wood also sat down, but whether or no like a man may be doubted.
" Remember this, Mr. Greenwood, it does not become a gentleman
to repeat what has been said to him in confidence, especially not

to repeat it to him or to them from whom it was intended to be

kept secret. And it does not become a Christian to endeavour to

make ill-blood between a husband and his wife. Now, if you have

got anything to say, say it." Mr. Greenwood shook his head. "
If

you have got nothing to say, go away. I tell you fairly that I don't

want to have you here. You have begun something like a threat,

and if you choose to go on with it, you may. I am not afraid to

hear you, but you must say it or go."

Mr. Greenwood again shook his head. "I suppose you
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won't deny that her ladyship honoured me with a very close
confidence."

" I don't know anything about it."
" Your lordship didn't know that her ladyship down at Trafford

tised to be talking to me pretty freely about Lord Hampstead and
Lady Frances ?

"

"
If you have got anything to say, say it," screamed the Marquis." Of course his lordship and her ladyship are not her ladyship's

own children."
" What has that got to do with it?"

"Of course there was a bitterness."
" What is that to you ? I will hear nothing from you about

Lady Kingsbury, unless you have to tell me of some claim to bo
made upon her. If there has been money promised you, and she

acknowledges it, it shall be paid. Has there been any such pro-
mise?"

Mr. Greenwood found it very difficult, nay, quite impossible,
to say in accurate language that which he was desirous of explain-
ing by dark hints. There had, he thought, been something of a

compact between himself and the Marchioness. The Marchioness
had desired something which she ought not to have desired, and
had called upon the Chaplain for -more than his sympathy. The
Chaplain had been willing to give her more than his sympathy,
had at one time been almost willing to give her very much more.
He might possibly, as he now felt, have misinterpreted her wishes.

But he had certainly heard from her language so strong, in reference

to her husband's children, that he had been justified in considering
that it was intended to be secret. As a consequence of this he had
besn compelled to choose between the Marquis and the Marchioness.

By becoming the confidential friend of the one he had necessarily
become the enemy of the other. Then, as a further consequence,
he was turned out of the house, and, as he declared to himself,

utterly ruined. Now in this there had certainly been much hard-

ship, and who was to compensate him if not the Marquis ?

There certainly had been some talk about Appleslocombe
during those moments of hot passion in which Lady Kingsbury
had allowed herself to say such evil things of Lady Frances and
Lord Hampstead. Whether any absolute promise had been given
she would probably not now remember. There certainly had been
a m,oment in which she had thought that her husband's life might
possibly pass away before that of the old rector

;
and reference may

have been made to the fact that had her own darling been the heir,
the gift of the living would then have fallen into her own hands.
Mr. Greenwood had probably thought more of some possible com-

pensation for the living than of the living itself. He had no doubt
endeavoured to frighten her ladyship into thinking that some

mysterious debt was due to him, if not for services actually ren-

dered, at any rate for extraordinary confidences. But before he
had forced upon her the acknowledgment of the debt, he was turned
out of the house ! Now this he felt to be hard.
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What were two hundred a year as a pension for a gentleman
after such a life-long service ? Was it to be endured that he should
have listened for so many years to all the abominable politics of
the Marquis, and to the anger and disappointment of the Mar-
chioness, that he should have been so closely connected, and for so

many years, with luxury, wealth, and rank, and then arrive at so

poor an evening of his day ? As he thought of this he felt the more
ashamed of his misfortune, because he believed himself to be in all

respects a stronger man than the Marquis. He had flattered him-
self that he could lead the Marquis, and had thought that he had
been fairly successful in doing so. His life had been idle, luxurious,
and full of comfort. The Marquis had allowed him to do pretty
well what he pleased until in an evil hour he had taken the side of
the Marchioness in a family quarrel. Then the Marquis, though
weak in health, almost to his death, had suddenly become strong
in purpose, and had turned him abruptly out of the house with u
miserable stipend hardly fit for more than a butler ! Could it be
that he should put up with such usage, and allow the Marquis to

escape unscathed out of his hand ?

In this condition of mind, he had determined that he owed it to

himself to do or say something that should frighten his lordship
into a more generous final arrangement. There had been, he said

to himself again and again, such a confidence with a lady of so high
a rank, that the owner of it ought not to be allowed to languish
upon two or even upon three hundred a year. If the whole thing
could really be explained to the Marquis, the Marquis would pro-

bably see it himself. And to all this was to be added the fact that

no harm had been done. The Marchioness owed him very much
for having wished to assist her in getting rid of an heir that was

disagreeable to her. The Marquis owed him more for not having
done it. And they both owed him very much in that he had never
said a word of it all to anybody else. He had thought that ho

might be clever enough to make the Marquis understand something
of this without actually explaining it. That some mysterious pro-
mise had been made, and that, as the promise could not be kept,
some compensation should be awarded, this was what he had
desired to bring home to the mind of the Marquis. He had betrayed
no confidence. He intended to betray none. He was very anxious
that the Marquis should be aware, that as he, Mr. Greenwood, was
a gentleman, all confidences would be safe in his hands

;
but then

the Marquis ought to do his part of the business, and not turn his

confidential Chaplain out of the house after a quarter of a century
with a beggarly annuity of two hundred a year !

But the Marquis seemed to have acquired unusual strength of

character; and Mr. Greenwood found that words were very
difficult to be found. Ho had declared that there had been " a

bitterness," and beyond that ho could not go. It was impossible to

hint that her ladyship had wished to have Lord Hampstead
removed. The horrid thoughts of a few days had become so vague
to himself that he doubted whether there had been any real
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intention as to the young lord's removal even in his own mind.
There was nothing more that he could say than this, that during
tho period of this close intimacy her ladyship had promised to him
the living of Appleslocorabe, and that, as that promise could not be

kept, some compensation should be made to him. " Was any sum
of money named ?

" asked the Marquis.
"Nothing of the kind. Her ladyship thought that I ought to

have the living."
" You can't have it

;
and there's an end of it."

" And you think that nothing should be done for me ?
"

"
I think that nothing should be done for you more than has

been done."

"Very well. I am not going to tell secrets that have been
intrusted to me as a gentleman, even though I am so badly used

by those who have confided them to me. Her ladyship is safe with
me. Because I sympathized with her ladyship your lordship
turned me out of the house."

"
No, I didn't."

"Should I have been treated like this had I not taken her

ladyship's part ? I am too noble to betray a secret, or, no doubt,
I could .compel your lordship to behave to me in a very different

manner. Yes, my lord, I am quite ready to go now. I have made
my appeal, and I have made it in vain. I have no wish to call upon
her ladyship. As a gentleman I am bound to give her ladyship
no unnecessary trouble."

While this last speech was going on a servant had come into

the room, and had told the Marquis that the " Duca di Crinola
"

was desirous of seeing him. The servants in the establishment

were of course anxious to recognize Lady Frances' lover as an
Italian Duke. The Marquis would probably have made some
excuse for not receiving the lover at this moment, had he not felt

that he might in this way best insure the immediate retreat of

Mr. Greenwood. Mr. Greenwood went, and Eoden was summoned
to Lord Kingsbury's presence; but the meeting took place under
circumstances which naturally made the Marquis incapable of

entering at the moment with much spirit on the great
" Duca "

question.

CHAPTER LY.

LOED HAMPSTEAD AGAIN WITH MRS. RODEN.

WEEKS had passed by since Lord Hampstead had walked up and
down Broad Street with Mr. Fay, weeks which were to him a

period of terrible woe. His passion for Marion had so seized upon
him, that it had in all respects changed his life. The sorrow of her

alleged ill-health had fallen upon him before the hunting had been

over, but from that moment he had altogether forgotten his horses.
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The time had now come in which he was wont to be on board his

yacht, but of his yacht he took no notice whatever. " I can tell

you nothing about it as yet," he said in the only line which he
wrote to his skipper in answer to piteous applications made to

him. None of those who were near and dear to him knew how he

passed his time. His sister left him and went up to the house in

London, and he felt that her going was a relief to him. He would
not even admit his friend Roden to come to him in his trouble.

He spent his days all alone at Hendon, occasionally going across to

Holloway in order that he might talk of his sorrow to Mrs. Roden.
Midsummer had come upon him before he again saw the Quaker.
Marion's father had left a feeling almost of hostility in his mind in

consequence of that conversation in Broad Street.
" I no longer

want anything on your behalf," the Quaker had seemed to say." I care nothing now for your name, or your happiness. I am
anxious only for my child, and as I am told that it will be better

that you should not see her, you must stay away." That the

father should be anxious for his daughter was natural enough.
Lord Hampstead could not quarrel with Zachary Fay. But he

taught himself to think that their interests were at variance with
each other. As for Marion, whether she were ill or whether she
were well, he would haVv had her altogether to himself.

Gradually there had come upon him the conviction that there

was a real barrier existing between himself and the thing that he
desired. To Marion's own words, while they had been spoken only
to himself, he had given no absolute credit. He had been able to

declare to her that her fears were vain, and that whether she were
weak or whether she were strong, it was her duty to come to him.
When they two had been together his arguments and assurances
had convinced at any rate himself. The love which he had seen in

her eyes and had heard from her lips had been so sweet to him,
that their savour had overcome whatever strength her words

possessed. But these protestations, these assurances that no

marriage could be possible, when they reached him second-hand, as

they had done through his sister and through the Quaker, almost
crushed him. He did not dare to tell them that he would fain

marry the girl though she were dying, that he would accept any
chance or no chance, if ho might only be allowed to hold her in his

arms, and tell her that she was all his own. There had come a

blow, he would say to himself, again and again, as he walked about
the grounds at Hendon, there had come a blow, a fatal blow, a blow
from which there could be no recovery, but, still, it should, it

ought, to be borne together. He would not admit to himself that

because of this verdict there ought to be a separation between them
two. It might be that the verdict had been uttered by a Judge
against whom there could be no appeal; but even the Judge
should not be allowed to say that Marion Fay was not his own.
Let her come and die in his arms if she must die. Let her come
and have what of life there might be left to her, warmed and
comforted and perhaps extended by his love. It seemed to him to
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be certainly a fact, that because of his great love, and of hers, she
did already belong to him

; and yet he was told that he might not
see her ;

that it would be better that she should not be disturbed

by his presence, as though he were no more than a stranger to her.

Every day he almost resolved to disregard them, and go down to
the little cottage in which she was living. But then he remembered
the warnings which were given to him, and was aware that he had
in truth no right to intrude upon the Quaker's household. It is

not to be supposed that during this time he had no intercourse
with Marion. At first there came to be a few lines, written

perhaps once a week from her, in answer to many lines written by
him; but by degrees tho feeling of awe which at first attached
itself to the act of writing to him wore off, and she did not let a

day pass without sending him some little record of herself and her

doings. It had come to be quite understood by the Quaker that
Marion was to do exactly as she pleased with her lover. No one
dreamed of hinting to her that this correspondence was improper
or injurious. Had she herself expressed a wish to see him, neither
would the Quaker nor Mrs. Koden have made strong objection.
To whatever might have been her wish or her decision they would
have acceded. It was by her word that the marriage had been
declared to be impossible. It was in obedience to her that he was
to keep aloof. She had failed to prevail with her own soft words,
aiid had therefore been driven to use the authority of others.

But at this period, though she did become weaker and weaker
from day to day, and though the doctor's attendance was constant
at the cottage, Marion herself was hardly unhappy. She grieved
indeed for his grief; but, only for that, there would have been

triumph and joy to her rather than grief. The daily writing of
these little notes was a privilege to her and a happiness, of which
she had hitherto known nothing. To have a lover, and such a lover,
was a delight to her, a delight to which there was now hardly any
drawback, as there was nothing now of which she need be afraid.

To have him with her as other girls may have their lovers, she
knew was impossible to her. But to read his words, and to write

loving words to him, to talk to him of his future life, and bid him
think of her, his poor Marion, without allowing his great manly
heart to be filled too full with vain memories, was in truth happi-
ness to her.

" Why should you want to come ?
"
she said.

"
It is

infinitely better that you should not come. We understand it all

now, and acknowledge what it is that the Lord hasjdone for us. It

would not have been good for me to be your wife. It would not
have been good for you to have become my husband. But it will,
I think, be good for me to have loved you ;

and if you will learn to

think of it as I do, it will not have been bad for you. It has given
a beauty to my life," she said,

" which makes me feel that I ought
to be contented to die early. If I could have had a choice I would
have chosen it so."

But these teachings from her had no effect whatever upon him.
It was her idea that she would pass away, and that there would
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remain with him no more than a fair sweet shade which would
have but little effect upon his future life beyond that of creating
for him occasionally a gentle melancholy. It could not be, she

thought, that for a man such as he, for one so powerful and so

great, such a memory should cause a lasting sorrow. But with

him, to his thinking, to his feeling, the lasting biting sorrow was
there already. There could be no other love, no other marriage,
no other Marion. He had heard that his stepmother was anxious
lor her boy. The way should be open for the child. It did seem
to him that a life, long continued, would be impossible to him when
Marion should have been taken away from him.

" Oh yes ;
he's there again," said Miss Demijohn to her aunt.

" He comes mostly on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays. "What
he can be coming about is more than I can guess. Crocker says
it's all true love. Crocker says that the Duca says

"

" Bother the Duca," exclaimed the old woman. " I don't believe

that Crocker and George Koden ever exchange a word together."
" Why shouldn't they exchange words, and they fast friends of

five years' standing ? Crocker says as Lord Hampstead is to be at

Lady Amaldina's wedding in August. His lordship has promised.
And Crocker thinks "

" I don't believe very much about Crocker, my young woman.
You had better look to yourself, or, perhaps, you'll find when you
have got yourself married that Crocker has not got a roof to cover

you."
Lord Hampstead had walked over to Paradise Eow, and was

seated with Mrs. Roden when this little squabble was going on.
" You don't think that I ought to let things remain as they are V

" he
said to Mrs. Rodeu. To all such questions Mrs. Roden found it

very difficult to make any reply. She did in truth think that they

ought to, be allowed to remain as they were, or rather that some
severance should be made more decided even than that which now
existed. Putting aside her own ideas, she was quite sure that

Marion would not consent to a marriage. And, as it was so, and
must be so, it was better, she thought, that the young people should

see no more of each other. This writing of daily letters, what

good could it do to either of them ? To her indeed, to Marion, with

her fixed purpose, and settled religious convictions, and almost

certain fate, little evil might be done. But to Lord Hampstead the

result would be, and was, terribly pernicious. Ho was sacrificing

himself, not only as Mrs. Roden thought for the present moment,
but for many years perhaps, perhaps for his future life, to a

hopeless passion. A cloud was falling upon him which might too

probably darken his whole career. From the day on which she

had unfortunately taken Marion to Hendon Hall, she had never

ceased to regret the acquaintance which she had caused. To her

thinking the whole affair had been unfortunate. Between people
so divided there should have been no intimacy, and yet this intimacy
had been due to her.

" It is impossible that I should not see her/
1

continued Lord Hampstead.
" I will see her."

Z
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"
If you would see her, and then mako up your mind to part

with her, that I think would be good."
" To see her, and say farewell to her for ever ?

"

"Yes, my lord."
"
Certainty not. That I will never do. If it should come to

pass that she must go from me for ever, I would have her in my
arms to the very last !

"

i >s
" At such a moment, my lord, those whom nature has given to

her for her friends
"

"Has not nature given me too for her friend? Can any friend

love her more truly than I do ? Those should be with us when we
die to whom our life is of most importance. Is there any one to

whom her life can be half as much as it is to me ? The husband is

the dearest to his wife. When I look upon her as going from me
for ever, then may I not say that she is the same to me as my
wife?"

"
Why, why, why ?

"

" I know what you mean, Mrs. Eoden. What is the use of -ask-

ing
'

why
' when the thing is done ? Could I make it so now, as

though I had never seen her ? Could I if I would ? Would I if

I could? What is the good of thinking of antecedents which are

impossible? She has become my treasure. Whether past and

fleeting, or likely to last me for my life, she is my treasure. Can I

make a change because you ask why, and why, and why ? Why
did I ever come here ? Why did I know your son ? Why have I

got a something here within me which kills me when I think that

I shall be separated from her, and yet crowns me with glory when
I feel that she has loved rne. If she must leave me, I have to bear

it. What I shall do, where I shall go, whether I shall stand or fall,

I do not pretend to say. A man does not know, himself, of what
stuff he is made, till he has been tried. But whatever may be my
lot, it cannot be altered by any care or custody now. She is

my own, and I will not bo separated from her. If she were dead,
I should know that she was gone. She would have left me, and I

could not help myself. As yet she is living, and may live, and
I will be with her. I must go to her there, or she must come here

to me. If he will permit it I will take some home for myself close

to hers. What will it matter now, though every one should know
it? Let them all know it. Should she live she will become mine.

If she must go, what will the world know but that I have lost

her who was to have been my wife ?
"

Even Mrs. Eoden had not the heart to tell him that he had seen

Marion for the last time. It would have been useless to tell him

so, for he would not have obeyed the behest contained in such an
assertion. Ideas of prudence and ideas of health had restrained

him hitherto, but he had been restrained only for a time. No
one had dared suggest to him that he should never again see his

Marion.
" I suppose that we must ask Mr. Fay," she replied. She

was herself more powerful than the Quaker, as she was well aware;
but it had become necessary to her to say something.



LORD HAMPSTEAD AGAIN WITH MBS. RODEX. 339

" Mr. Fay has less to say to it even than I have/' said Hamp-
stead.

" My belief is that Marion herself is the only one among us
who is strong. If it were not that she is determined, he would
yield and you would yield."" Who can know as she knows ?

"
said Mrs. Eoden. " Which

among us is so likely to be guided by what is right ? Which is so

pure, and honest, and loving ? Her conscience tells her what is best."
" I am not sure of that," said he.

" Her conscience may fill her
as well as another with fears that are unnecessary. I cannot think
that a girl should be encouraged by those around her to doom her-
self after this fashion. Who has a right to say that God has deter-
mined that she shall die early ?

"
Mrs. Roden shook her head. " I

am not going to teach others what religion demands, but to me it

seems that we should leave these things in God's hands. That she

may doubt as to herself may be natural enough, but others should
not have encouraged her."

"You mean me, my lord?"
" You must not be angry with me, Mrs. Eoden. The matter to

me is so vital that I have to say what I think about it. It does
seem to me that I am kept away from her, whereas, by all the ties

which can bind a man and a woman together, I ought to be with
her. Forms and ceremonies seem to sink to nothing, when I think
of all she is to me, and remember that I am told that she is soon to

be taken away from me."
" How would it be if she had a mother ?

"

"Why should her mother refuse my love for her daughter?
But she has no mother. She has a father who has accepted me. I
do believe that had the matter been left wholly to him, Marion
would now be my wife."

" I was away, my lord, in Italy."
" I will not be so harsh to such a friend as you, as to say that I

wish you had remained there
;
but I feel, I cannot but feel

"

" My lord, I think the truth is that you hardly know how strong
in such a matter as this our Marion herself can be. Neither have
I nor has her father prevailed upon her. I can go back now, and
tell you without breach of confidence all that passed between her
and me. When first your name was discussed between us

; when
first I saw that you seemed to make much of her "

" Make much of her !

"
exclaimed Hampstead, angrily.

" Yes
;
make much of her ! When first I thought that you were

becoming fond of her."
" You speak as though there had been some idle dallying. Did

I not worship her ? Did I not pour out my whole heart into her

lap from the first moment in which I saw her ? Did I hide it even
from you ? Was there any pretence, any falsehood ?

"

"No, indeed."

"Do not say that I made much of her. The phrase is vile.

When she told me that she loved me, she made much of me."
" When first you showed us that you loved her," she continued,

" I feared that it would not be for good."
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" Why should it not be for good ?
"

" I will not speak of that now, but I thought so. I thought so,
and I told my thoughts to Marion."

" You did ?
"

"
I did

;
and I think that in doing so, I did no more than my

duty to a motherless girl. Of the reasons which I gave to her I

will say nothing now. Her reasons were so much stronger, that

mine were altogether unavailing. Her resolutions were built on so
/irm a rock, that they needed no persuasions of mine to strengthen
them. I had ever known Marion to be pure, unselfish, and almost

perfect. But I had never before seen how high she could rise, how
certainly she could soar above all weakness and temptation. To
her there was never a moment of doubt. She knew from the very
first that it could not be so."

"It shall be so," he said, jumping up from his chair, and flinging

up his arms.
"It was not I who persuaded her, or her father. Even you

cannot persuade her. Having convinced herself that were she to

marry you she would injure you, not all her own passionate love

will induce her to accept the infinite delight of yielding to you.
What may be best for you; that is present to her mind, and

nothing else. On that her heart is fixed, and so clear is her

judgment respecting it, that she will not allow the words of any
other to operate on her for a moment. Marion Fay, Lord Hamp-
stead, is infinitely too great to have been persuaded in any degree

by me."******
Nevertheless Mrs. Eoden did allow herself to say that in her

opinion the lover should be allowed to see his mistress. She herself

would go to Pegwell Bay, and endeavour to bring Marion back to

Holloway. That Lord Hampstead should himself go down and

spend his long hours at the little seaside place did not seem to her
to be fitting. But she promised that she would do her best to

arrange at any rate another meeting in Paradise Eow.

CHAPTER LVI.

LORD HAMPSTEAD AGAIN WITH MAEION.

THE Quaker had become as weak as water in his daughter's hands.

To whatever she might have desired he would have given his assent.

He went daily up from Pegwell Bay to Pogson and Littlebird's, but
even then he was an altered man. It had been said there for a few

days that his daughter was to become the wife of the eldest son of

the Marquis of Kingsbury, and then it had been said that there

could be no such marriage because of Marion's health. The glory
while it lasted he had borne meekly, but with a certain anxious

satisfaction. The pride of his life had been in Marion, and this
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young lord's choice had justified his pride. But the glory had been
very fleeting. And now it was understood through all Pogson and
Littlebird's that their senior clerk had been crushed, not by the loss
of his noble son-in-law, but by the cause which produced the loss.

Under these circumstances poor Zachary Fay had hardly any will
of his own, except to do that which his daughter suggested to him.
When she told him that she would wish to go up to London for
a few days, he assented as a matter of course. And when she

explained that she wished to do so in order that she might see Lord
Hampstead, he only shook his head sadly, and was silent.

" Of course I will come as you wish it," Marion had said in her
letter to her lover.

" What would I not do that you wish, except
when, you wish things that you know you ought not? Mrs. Eoden
says that I am to go up to be lectured. You mustn't be very hard

upon me. I don't think you ought to ask me to do things which

you know, which you know that I cannot do. Oh, my lover ! oh,

my love ! would that it were all over, and that you were free !

"

In answer to this, and to other letters of the kind, he wrote to

her long argumentative epistles, in which he strove to repress the
assurances of his love, in order that he might convince her the
better by the strength of his reasoning. He spoke to her of the will

of God, and of the wickedness of which she would be guilty if she
took upon herself to foretell the doings of Providence. He said

much of the actual bond by which they had tied themselves to-

gether in declaring their mutual love. He endeavoured to explain
to her that she could not be justified in settling such a question for

herself without reference to the opinion of those who must know
the world better than she did. Had the words of a short ceremony
been spoken, she would have been bound to obey him as her
husband. Was she not equally bound now, already, to acknowledge
his superiority, and if not by him, was it not her manifest duty to

be guided by her father? Then at the end of four carefully-written,
well-stuffed pages, there would come two or three words of burning
love.

" My Marion, my self, my very heart !

"
It need hardly be

said that as the well-stuffed pages went for nothing with Marion,
had not the least effect towards convincing her, so were the few
words the very food on which she lived. There was no absurdity
in the language of love that was not to her a gem so brilliant that

it deserved to be garnered in the very treasure-house of her

memory ! All those long useless sermons were preserved because

they had been made rich and rare by the expression of his passion.
She understood him, and valued him at the proper rate, and

measured him correctly in everything. He was so true, she knew
him to be so true, that even his superlatives could not be other

than true ! But as for his reasoning, she knew that that came also

from his passion. She could not argue the matter out with him,
but he was wrong in it all. She was not bound to listen to any
other voice but that of her own conscience. She was bound not to

subject him to the sorrows which would attend him were he to

become her husband. She could not tell how wea.k or how strong
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might be his nature in bearing the burden of the grief which would

certainly fall upon him at her death. She had heard, and had in

part seen, that time does always mitigate the weight of that burden.

Perhaps it might be best that she should go at once, so that no

prolonged period of his future career should be injured by his

waiting. She had begun to think that he would be unable to look

for another wife while she lived. By degrees there came upon her

the full conviction of the stedfastness, nay, of the stubbornness, of

his heart. She had been told that men were not usually like that.

"When first he had become sweet to her, she had not thought that he
would have been like that. Was it not almost unmanly, or rather

was it not womanly? And yet he, strong and masterful as he

was, could he have aught of a woman's weakness about him?
Could she have dreamed that it would be so from the first, she

thought that from the very first she could have abstained.
" Of course I shall be at home on Tuesday at two. Am I not

at home every day at all hours ? Mrs. Eoden shall not be there as

you do not wish it, though Mrs. Eoden has always been your
friend. Of course I shall be alone. Papa is always in the City.
Good to you ! Of course I shall be good to you ! How can I be
bad to the one being that I love better than all the world ? I am
always thinking of you ;

but I do wish that you would not think

so much of me. A man should not think so much of a girl, only

just at his spare moments. I did not think that it would be like

that when I told you that you might love me."

All that Tuesday morning, before he left home, he was not only
thinking of her, but trying to marshal in order what arguments he

might use, so as to convince her at last. He did not at all

understand how utterly fruitless his arguments had been with her.

When Mrs. Koden had told him of Marion's strength he'had only
in part believed her. In all matters concerning the moment
Marion was weak and womanly before him. When ho told her
that this or the other thing was proper and becoming, she took it

as Gospel because it came from him. There was something of the
old awe even when she looked up into his face. Because he was
a great nobleman, and because she was the Quaker's daughter,
there was still, in spite of their perfect love, something of superiority,

Something of inferiority of position. It was^natural that he should

command, natural that she should obey. How could it be then
that she should not at last obey him in this great thing which was
so necessary to him ? And yet hitherto he had never gone near to

'

prevailing with her. Of course he marshalled all his arguments.
Gentle and timid as she was, she had made up her mind to

everything, even down to the very greeting with which she would
receive him. His first warm kiss had shocked her. She had
thought of it since, and had told herself that no harm could come
to her from such tokens of affection, that it would be unnatural
were she to refuse it to him. Let it pass by as an incident that
should mean nothing. To hang upon his neck and to feel and to

know that she was his very own, that might not be given to her.
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To hear his -words of love and to answer him with words as warm,
that could be allowed to her. As for the rest, it would be

better that she should let it so pass by that there need be as little of

contention as possible on a matter so trivial.

When he came into the room he took her at once, passive and
unresisting, into his arms. "Marion," he said. "Marion! Do
you say that you are ill ? You are as bright as a rose."

" Eose leaves soon fall. But we will not talk about that. Why
go to such a subject ?

"

"
It cannot be helped." He still hold her by the waist, and now

again he kissed her. There was something in her passive sub-
mission which made him think at the moment that she had at last

determined to yield to him altogether.
"
Marion, Marion," he said,

still holding her in his embrace,
"
you will be persuaded by me ?

You will be mine now ?
"

Gradually, very gently, she contrived to extricate herself.

There must be no more of it, or his passion would become too

strong for her. "Sit down, dearest," she said. "You flurry me
by all this. It is not good that 1 should be flurried."

" I will be quiet, tame, motionless, if you will only say the one
word to me. Make me understand that we are not to be parted,
and I will ask for nothing else."

" Parted ! No, I do not think that we shall be parted.""
Say that the day shall come when we may really be joined

together; when "

"
No, dear no ; I cannot say that. I cannot alter anything

that I have said before. I cannot make things other than they are.

Here we are, we two, loving each other with all our hearts, and
yet it may not be. My dear, dear lord !

" She had never even yet
learned another name for him than this.

" Sometimes I ask myself
whether it has been my fault." She was now sitting, and he was
standing over her, but still holding her by the hand.

" There has been no fault. Why should either have been in

fault?"
"When there is so great a misfortune there must generally

have been a fault. But I do not think there has been any here.

Do not misunderstand me, dear. The misfortune is not with me.
I do not know that the Lord could have sent me a greater blessing
than to have been loved by you, were it not that your trouble,

your grief, your complainings, rob me of my joy."
" Then do not rob me," he said.
" Out of two evils you must choqse the least. You have heard

of that, have you not ?
"

"There need be no evil; no such evil as this." Then he

dropped her hand, and stood apart from her while he listened to

her, or else walked up and down the room, throwing at her now
and again a quick angry word, as she went on striving to make
clear to him the ideas as they came to her mind.

" I do not know how I could have done otherwise," she said,
" when you would make it so certain to me that you loved me
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I suppose it might have been possible for me to go away, and not
to say a word in answer."

" That is nonsense, sheer nonsense," he said.
" I could not tell you an untruth. I tried it once, but the

words would not come at my bidding. Had I not spoken them,
you would read' the truth in my eyes. What then could I have
done ? And yet there was not a moment in which I have not
known that it must be as it is."

"
It need not be ;

it need not be. It should not be."

"Yes, dear, it must be. As it is so why not let us have the
sweet of it as far as it will go ? Can you not take a joy in think-

ing that you have given an inexpressible brightness .to your poor
Marion's days ;

that you have thrown over her a heavenly light
which would be all glorious to her if she did not see that you were
covered by a cloud ? If I thought that you could hold up your
head with manly strength, and accept this little gift of my love,

just for what it is worth, just for what it is worth, then I think
I could be happy to the end."

" What would you have me do ? Can a man love and not love ?
"

" I almost think he can. I almost think that men do. I would
not have you not love me. I would not lose my light and my
glory altogether. But I would have your love to be of such a
nature that it should not conquer you. I would have you remem-
ber your name and your family

"

"I care nothing for my name. As far as I am concerned, my
name is gone."

"Oh, my lord!"
" You have determined that my name shall go no further.""
That is unmanly, Lord Hampstead. Because a poor weak girl

such as I am cannot do all that you wish, are you to throw away
your strength and your youth, and all the high hopes which ought
to be before you? Would you say that it were well in another if

you heard that he had thrown up everything, surrendered all his

duties, because of his love for some girl infinitely beneath him in

the world's esteem ?
"

" There is no question of above and beneath. I will not have
it. As to that, at any rate we are on a par."

"A man and a girl can never be on a par. You have a great

career, and you declare that it shall go for nothing because I

cannot be your wife."
" Can I help myself if I am broken-hearted ? You can help

me."
"
No, Lord Hampstead ;

it is there that you are wrong. It is

there that you must allow me to say that I have the clearer know-

ledge. With an effort on your part the thing may be done."

"What effort? What effort? Can I teach myself to forget
that I have ever seen you ?

"

"No, indeed; you cannot forget. But you may resolve that,

remembering me, you shoiald remember me only for what I am
worth. You should not buy your memories at too high a price,"
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" What is it that you would have me do ?
"

"
I would have you seek another wife."

" Marion !

"

" I would have you seek another wife. If not instantly, I would
have you instantly resolve to do so."

" It would not hurt you to feel that I loved another ?"
"I think not. I have tried myself, and now I think that it

would not hurt me. There was a time in which I owned to myself
that it would be very bitter, and then I told myself, that I hoped,
that I hoped that you would wait. But now, 1 have acknowledged
to myself the vanity and selfishness of such a wish. If I really love

you am I not bound to want what may be best for you ?
"

"You think that possible?" he said, standing over her, and

looking down upon her.
"
Judging from your own heart, do you

think that you could do that if outward circumstances made it

convenient ?
"

"
No, no, no."

"Why should you suppose me to be harder-hearted than

yourself, more callous, more like a beast of the fields ?
"

" More like a man is what I would have you."
" I have listened to you, Marion, and now you may listen to me.

Your distinctions as to men and women are all vain. There are

those, men and women both, who can love and do love, and there

are those who neither do nor can. Whether it be for good or evil,

we can, you and I, and we do. It would be impossible to think of

giving yourself to another ?
"

" That is certainly true."
" It is the same with me, and will ever be so. Whether you

live or die, I can have no other wife than Marion Fay. As to that

I have a right to expect that you shall believe me. Whether I have
a wife or not you must decide."

"
Oh, dearest, do not kill me."

"
It has to be so. If you can be firm so can I. As to my name

and my family, it matters nothing. Could I be allowed to look

forward and think that you would sit at my hearth, and that some
child that should be my child should lie in your arms, then I could
look forward to what you call a career. Not that he might bo the

last of a hundred Traffords, not that he might be an Earl or a

Marquis like his forefathers, not that he might some day live to bo
a wealthy peer, would I have it so, but because he would be yours
and mine." Now she got up, and threw her arms around him, and
stood leaning on him as he spoke. "I can look forward to that

and think of a career. If that cannot be, the rest of it must provide
for itself. There are others who can look after the Traffords, and
who will do so whether it be necessary or not. To have gone a little

out of the beaten path, to have escaped some of the traditional

absurdities, would have been something to me. To have let the

world see how noble a Countess I could find for it that would
have satisfied me. And I had succeeded. I had found one that

would really have graced the name. If it is not to bo BO, why,
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than let the name and family go on in the old beaten track. I
shall not make another venture. I have made my choice, and it is

to come to this."
" You must wait, dear ; you must wait. I had not thought it

would be like this
;
but you must wait."

" What God may have in store for me, who can tell. You have
told me your mind, Marion

;
and now I trust that you will under-

stand mine. I do not accept your decision, but you will accept
mine. Think of it all, and when you see me again in a day or two,
then see whether you will not be able to join your lot to mine and
make the best of it." Upon this he kissed her again, and left her
without another word.

CHAPTER LVII

CROCKER'S DISTRESS.

WHEN Midsummer came Paradise Row was alive with various
interests. There was no one there who did not know something of

the sad story of Marion Fay and her love. It was impossible that
such a one as Lord Hampstead should make repeated visits to the
street without notice. When Marion returned home from Pegwell
Bay, even the potboy at

" The Duchess of Edinburgh
" knew why

she had come, and Clara Demijohn professed to be able to tell all

that passed at the interview next day. And there was the

great
" Duca " matter

;
so that Paradise Row generally conceived

itself to be concerned on all questions of nobility, both Foreign
and British. There were the Ducaites and the anti-Ducaites.

The Demijohn faction generally, as being under the influence of

Crocker, were of opinion that George Roden being a Duke could not
rid himself of his ducal nature, and they were loud in their expres-
sion of the propriety of calling the Duke Duke whether he wished it

or no. But Mrs. Grimley at "The Duchess" was warm on the other
side. George Roden, according to her lights, being a clerk in the
Post Office, must certainly be a Briton, and being a Briton, and
therefore free, was entitled to call himself whatever he pleased. She
was generally presumed to enunciate a properly constitutional

theory in the matter, and, as she was a leading personage in the

neighbourhood, the Duca was for the most part called by his old
name

;
but there were contests, and on one occasion blows had been

struck. All this helped to keep life alive in the Row.
But there had arisen another source of intense interest.

Samuel Crocker was now regularly engaged .to marry Miss Demijohn.
There had been many difficulties before this could be arranged.
Crocker not unnaturally wished that a portion of the enormous
wealth which rumour attributed to Mrs. Demijohn should be made
over to the bride on her marriage. But the discussions which had

place between him and. the old lady oft the matter had been
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stormy and unsuccessful. "
It's a sort of tbing that one doesn't

understand at all, you know," Crocker had said to Mrs. Grimley.
giving the landlady to understand that he was not going to part
with his own possession of himself without adequate consideration.
Mrs. Grimley had comforted the young man by reminding him that
the old lady was much given to hot brandy-and- water, and that she
could not " take her money with her where she was going." Crocker
had at last contented himself with an assurance tnat there should
be a breakfast and a trousseau which was to cost 100. With the

promise of this and the hope of what brandy-and-water might
do for him, he had given in, and the match was made. Had there
been no more than this in the matter the Eow would not have been
much stirred by it. The Eow was so full of earls, marquises, and
dukes that Crocker's love would have awakened no more than a

passing attention, but for a concomitant incident which was
touching in its nature, and interesting in its development. Daniel

Tribbledale, junior clerk at Pogson and Littlebird's, had fought a
battle with his passion for Clara Demijohn like a man ; but, manly
though the battle had been, Love had prevailed over him. He had
at last found it impossible to give up the girl of his heart, and he
had declared his intention of

"
punching Crocker's head "

should he
ever find him in the neighbourhood of the How. With the object of

doing this he frequented the Eow constantly from ten in the evening
till two in the morning, and spent a great deal more money than he

ought to have done at "The Duchess." He would occasionally knock
at No. 10, and boldly ask to be allowed to see Miss Clara. On one
or two of these occasions he had seen her, and tears had flown in

great quantities. He had thrown himself at her feet, and she had
assured him that it was in vain. He had fallen back at Pogson and
Littlebird's to 120 a year, and there was no prospect of an increase.

Moreover, the betrothment with Crocker was complete. Clara had

begged him to leave the vicinity of Holloway. Nothing, he had

sworn, should divorce him from Paradise Eow. Should that break-

fast ever be given ;
should these hated nuptials ever take place ;

he

would be heard of. It was in vain that Clara had threatened to die

on the threshold of the church if anything rash were done. He
was determined, and Clara, no doubt, was interested in the persist-

ency of his affection. It was, however, specially worthy of remark
that Crocker and Tribbledale never did meet in Paradise Eow.

Monday, 13th of July, was the day fixed for the marriage, and

lodgings for the happy pair had been taken at Islington. It had
been hoped that room might have been made for them at No. 10

;

but the old lady, fearing the interference of a new inmate, had

preferred the horrors of solitude to the combined presence of her

niece and her niece's husband. She had, however, given a clock

and a small harmonium to grace the furnished sitting-room ;
so

that things might be said to stand on a sound and pleasant footing.

Gradually, however, it came to be thought both by the old and the

young lady, that Crocker was becoming too eager on that great

question of the Duca. When he declared that no earthly con-
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sideration should induce him to call his friend by any name short
of that noble title which he was entitled to use, he was asked a

question or two as to his practice at the office. For it had come
round to Paradise Eow that Crocker was giving offence at the
office by his persistency.

" When I speak of him I always call him
the 'Duca,'" said Crocker, gallantly, "and when I meet him I

always address him as Duca. No doubt it may for a while create
a little coolness,* but he will recognize at last the truth of the spirit
which actuates me. He is

' the Duca.'
"

" If you go on doing what they tell you not to do," said the old

woman, "they'll dismiss you." Crocker had simply smiled in-

effably. Not .ZEolus himself would dismiss him for a loyal adherence
to the constitutional usages of European Courts.

Crocker was in truth making himself thoroughly disagreeable
at the Post Office. Sir Boreas had had his own view as to Eoden's

title, and had been anxious to assist Lord Persiflage in forcing the
clerk to accept his nobility. But when he had found that Eoden
was determined, he had given way. No order had been given on
the subject. It was a matter which hardly admitted of an order.

But it was understood that as Mr. Eoden wished to be Mr. Eoden,
he was to be Mr. Eoden. It was declared that good taste required
that he should be addressed as he chose to be addressed. When,
therefore, Crocker persisted it was felt that Crocker was a bore.

When Crocker declared to Eoden personally that his conscience
would not allow him to encounter a man whom he believed to be a
nobleman without calling him by his title, the office generally felt

that Crocker was an ass. JSolus was known to have expressed
himself as very angry, and was said to have declared that the man
must be dismissed sooner or later. This had been reported to

Crocker.
"
Sir Boreas can't dismiss me for calling a nobleman by

his right name," Crocker had replied indignantly. The clerks had

acknowledged among themselves that this might be true, but had
remarked that there were different ways of hanging a dog. If

JEolus was desirous of hanging Crocker, Crocker would certainly
find him the rope before long. There was a little bet made between
Bobbin and Geraghty that the office would know Crocker no longer
before the end of the year.

Alas, alas; just before the time fixed for the poor fellow's

marriage, during the first week of July, there came to our Molus
not only an opportunity for dismissing poor Crocker, but an
occasion on which, by the consent of all, it was admitted to bo

impossible that he should not do so, and the knowledge of the sin

committed came upon Sir Boreas at a moment of great exaspera-
tion caused by another source. "Sir Boreas," Crocker had said,

coming into the great man's room, "I hope you will do me the

honour of being present at my wedding breakfast." The suggestion
was an unpardonable impertinence.

" I am asking no one else in

the Department except the Duca," said Crocker. With what

special flea in his ear Crocker was made to leave the room instantly

cannot be reported ;
but the reader may be quite sure that neither
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did ^Eolus nor tho Duca accept the invitation. It was on that very
afternoon that Mr. Jerningham, with the assistance of one of the

messengers, discovered that Crocker had actually torn up a bundle
of official papers !

Among many official sins of which Crocker was often guilty was
that of "delaying papers." Letters had to be written, or more
probably copies made, and Crocker would postpone the required
work from day to day. Papers would get themselves locked up,
and sometimes it would not be practicable to trace them. There
were those in the Department who said that Crocker was not

always trustworthy in his statements, and there had come up lately
a case in which the unhappy one was supposed to have hidden a
bundle of papers of which he denied having ever had the custody.
Then arose a tumult of anger among those who would be supposed
to have had the papers if Crocker did not have them, and a violent

search was instituted. Then it was discovered that he had abso-

lutely destroyed the official documents! They referred to the
reiterated complaints of a fidgety old gentleman who for years past
had been accusing the Department of every imaginable iniquity.

According to this irritable old gentleman, a diabolical ingenuity
had been exercised in preventing him from receiving a single letter

through a long series of years.
This was a new crime. Wicked things were often done, but

anything so wicked as this had never before been perpetrated in

the Department. The minds of the senior clerks were terribly

moved, and the young men were agitated by a delicious awe.

Crocker was felt to be abominable
;
but heroic also, and original.

It might be that a new opening for great things had been invented.

The fidgety old gentleman had never a leg to stand upon, not

a stump ;
but now it was almost impossible that he should not be

made to know that all his letters of complaint had been made away
with! Of course Crocker must be dismissed. He was at once

suspended, and called upon for his written explanation.
" And I

am to be married next week !

" he said weeping to Mr. Jerninghain.
.ZEolus had refused to see him, and Mr. Jerningham, when thus

appealed to, only shook his head. What could a Mr. Jerningham
say to a man who had torn up official papers on the eve of his

marriage? Had he laid violent hands on his bride, but preserved
the papers, his condition, to Mr. Jerningham's thinking, would have
been more wholesome.

It was never known who first carried the tidings to Paradise

Eow. There were those who said that Tribbledale was acquainted
with a friend of Bobbin, and that ho made it all known to Clara in

an anonymous letter. There were others who traced a friendship
between the potboy at " The Duchess

" and a son of one of the mes-

sengers. It was at any rate known at No. 10. Crocker was sum-

moned to an interview with the old woman
;
and the match was

then and there declared to be broken off.
" What are your inten-

tions, sir, as to supporting that young woman ?
"

Mrs. Demijohn
demanded with all the severity of which she was capable. Crocker
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was so broken-hearted that he had not a word to say for himself.

He did not dare to suggest that perhaps he might not be dismissed.

He admitted the destruction of the papers.
" I never cared for him

again when I saw him so knocked out of time by an old woman,"
said Clara afterwards.

" What am I to do about the lodgings ?
" asked Crocker, weeping.

" Tear 'em up," said Mrs. Demijohn.
" Tear 'em up. Only

send back the clock and the harmonium."
Crocker in his despair looked about everywhere for assistance.

It might be that JEolus would be softer-hearted than Clara Demi-

john. He wrote to Lord Persiflage, giving him a very full account
of the affair. The papers, he said, had in fact been actually torn

by accident. He was afraid of "the Duca," or he would have

applied to him.
" The Duca," no doubt, had been his most intimate

friend, so he still declared, but in such an emergency he did
not know how to address " the Duca." But he bethought himself

of Lord Hampstead, of that hunting acquaintance, with whom his

intercourse had been so pleasant and so genial, and he made a

journey down Hendon. Lord Hampstead at this time was living
there all alone. Marion Fay had been taken back to Pegwell Bay,
and her lover was at the old house holding intercourse almost with
no one. His heart just now was very heavy with him. He had

begun to believe that Marion would in truth never become his

wife. He had begun to think that she would really die, and that

he would never have had the sad satisfaction of calling her his own.
All lightness and brightness had gone from him, all the joy which
he used to take in argument, all the eagerness of his character,
unless the hungry craving of unsatisfied love could still be called

an eagerness.
He was in this condition when Crocker was brought out to him

in the garden where he was walking.
" Mr. Crocker," he said,

standing still in the pathway and looking into the man's face.
"
Yes, my lord ; it's me. I am Crocker. You remember, me

my lord, down in Cumberland ?
"

"I remember you, at Castle Hautboy."
" And out hunting, my lord, when we had that pleasant ride

home from Airey Force."
" What can I do for you now ?

"

" I always do think, my lord, that there is nothing like sport to

cement affection. I don't know how you feel about it, my lord."
" If there is anything to be said perhaps you will say it."

"And there's another bond, my lord. We have both been

looking for the partners of our joys in Paradise Eow."
" If you have anything to say, say it."

"And as for your friend, my lord, the, the You know
whom I mean. If I have given any offence it has only been because
I've thought that as the title was certainly theirs, a young lady who
shall be nameless ought to have the advantage of it. I've only done
it because of my consideration for the family."

" What have you come here for, Mr. Crocker ? 1 am not just
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now disposed to converse, on, I may say, any subject. If there
be anything

"

"
Indeed, there is. Oh, my lord, they are going to dismiss me !

For the sake of Paradise Row, my lord, pray, pray, interfere on my
behalf." Then he told the whole story about the papers, merely
explaining that they had been torn in accident. "Sir Boreas is

angry with me because I have thought it right to call you know
whom by his title, and now I am to be dismissed just when I was
about to take that beautiful and accomplished young lady to the

hymeneal altar. Only think if you and Miss Fay was to be divided
in the same way !

"

With much lengthened explanation, which was, however, alto-

gether ineffectual, Lord Hampstead had to make his visitor under-
stand that there was no ground on which he could even justify a

request.
" But a letter ! You could write a letter. A letter from

your lordship would do so much." Lord Hampstead shook his

head.
"
If you were just to say that you had known me intimately

down in Cumberland ! Of course I am not taking upon myself
to say it was so, but to save a poor fellow on the eve of his

marriage !

"

" I will write a letter," said Lord Hampstead, thinking of it,

turning over in his mind his own idea of what marriage would be
to him. " I cannot say that we have been intimate friends, because
it would not be true."

" No
;

no ;
no ! Of course not that.

"

" But I will write a letter to Sir Boreas. I cannot conceive that
it should have any effect It ought to have none."

" It will, my lord."

"I will write, and will say that your father is connected with

my uncle, and that your condition in regard to your marriage may
perhaps be accepted as a ground for clemency. Good day to you."
Not very quickly, but with profuse thanks and the shedding of

some tears, poor Crocker took his leave. He had not been long
gone before the following letter was written :

"SIR,
"
Though I have not the honour of any acquaintance with

you, I take the liberty of writing to you as to the condition of one
of the clerks in your office. I am perfectly aware that, should I

receive a reprimand from your hands, I shall have deserved it by
my unjustifiable interference.

"Mr. Crocker represents to me that he is to be dismissed

because of some act of which you as his superior officer highly

disapprove. He asks mo to appeal to you on his behalf because wo
have been acquainted with each other. His father is agent to my
uncle Lord Persiflage, and we have met at my uncle's house. I do
not dare to put this forward as a plea for mercy. But I understand
that Mr. Crocker is about to be married almost immediately, and,

perhaps, you will feel with me that a period in a man's, life which
should beyond all others be one of satisfaction, of joy, and of perfect
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contentment, rnay be regarded with a feeling of mercy which would
be prejudicial if used more generally.

" Your faithful servant,
" HAMFSTEAD."

When he wrote those words as to the period of joy and satisfac-

tion his own heart was sore, sore, sore almost to breaking. There
could never be such joy, never be such satisfaction for him.

CHAPTER LVIII.

"DISMISSAL. B. B."

BY return of post Lord Hampstead received the following answer
to his letter :

"Mr DEAR LORD HAMPSTEAD,
" Mr. Crocker's case is a very lad one ; but the Postmaster-

General shall see your appeal, and his lordship will, I am sure,

sympathize with your humanity as do I also. I cannot take upon
myself to say what his lordship will think it right to do, and it will

be better, therefore, that you should abstain for the present from

communicating with Mr. Crocker.
"I am,

" Your lordship's very faithful servant,
" BOREAS BODKIN."

Any excuse was sufficient to our .ZEolus to save him from the

horror of dismissing a man. He knew well that Crocker, as a public
servant, was not worth his salt. Sir Boreas was blessed, or cursed,

with a conscience, but the stings of his conscience, though they
were painful, did not hurt him so much as those of his feelings.
He had owned to himself on this occasion that Crocker must go.
Crocker was in every way distasteful to him. He was not only
untrustworthy and incapable, but audacious also, and occasionally

impudent. He was a clerk of whom he had repeatedly said that it

would be much better to pay him his salary and let him have

perpetual leave of absence, than keep him even if there were no

salary to be paid. Now there had come a case on which it was

agreed by all the office that the man must go. Destroy a bundle of

official papers ! Mr. Jerningham had been heard to declare that

the law was in fault in not having provided that a man should be

at once sent to Newgate for doing such a thing.
" The stupid old

fool's letters weren't really worth anything," Sir Boreas had said, as

though attempting to palliate the crime ! Mr. Jerningham had only
shaken his head. What else could he do? It was not for him
to dispute any matter with Sir Boreas. But to his thinking the

old gentleman's letters had become precious documents, priceless
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records, as soon as they had once been bound by the red tape of
the Government, and enveloped by the security of an official pigeon-
hole. To stay away without leave, to be drunk, to be obstinatt Jy
idle, to be impudent, were great official sins

; but Mr. Jerningham
was used to them, and knew that as they had often occurred before,
so would they re-occur. Clerks are mortal men, and will be idle,
will be reckless, will sometimes get into disreputable rows. A little

added severity, Mr. Jerningham thought, would improve Ms branch
of the department, but, knowing the nature of men, the nature
especially of Sir Boreas, he could make excuses. Here, however, was
a case in which no superior Civil Servant could entertain a doubt.
And yet Sir Boreas palliated even this crime! Mr. Jerningham
shook his head, and Sir Boreas shoved on one side, so as to avoid for
a day the pain of thinking about them, the new bundle of papers
which had already formed itself on the great Crocker case. If some
one would tear up that, what a blessing it would be !

In this way there was delay, during which Crocker was not
allowed to show his face at the office, and during this delay Clara

Demijohn became quite confirmed in her determination to throw
over her engagement. Tribbledale with his 120 would be much
better than Crocker with nothing. And then it was agreed
generally in Paradise Kow that there was something romantic in
Tribbledale's constancy. Tribbledale was in the Eow every day,
or perhaps rather every night; seeking counsel from Mrs. Grimley,
and comforting himself with hot gin-and-water. Mrs. Grimley was

good-natured, and impartial to both the young men. She liked

customers, and she liked marriages generally.
" If he ain't got no

income of course he's out of the running," Mrs. Grimley said to

Tribbledale, greatly comforting the young man's heart. " You go
in and win," said Mrs. Grimley, indicating by that her opinion
that the ardent suitor would probably be successful if he urged his

love at the present moment. " Strike while the iron is hot," she

said, alluding probably to the heat to which Clara's anger would
be warmed by the feeling that the other lover had lost his situation

just when he was most bound to be careful in maintaining it.

Tribbledale went in and pleaded his case. It is probable that

just at this time Clara herself was made acquainted with Tribble-

dale's frequent visits to " The Duchess," and though she may not

have been pleased with the special rendezvous selected, she was

gratified by the devotion shown. When Mrs. Grimley advised

Tribbledale to
"
go in and win," she was, perhaps, in Clara's confi-

dence. When a girl has told all her friends that she is going to bo

married, and has already expended a considerable portion of the

sum of money allowed for her wedding garments, she cannot sink

back into the simple position of an unengaged young woman
without pangs of conscience and qualms of remorse. Paraliso

Eow knew that her young man was to be dismissed from his office,

and condoled with her frequently and most unpleasantly. Mrs.

Duffer was so unbearable in the matter that the two ladies had

quarrelled dreadfully. Claia from the first moment of her engage-
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ment with Crocker had been proud of the second string to her bow,
and now perceived that the time had come in which it might bo

conveniently used.

It was near eleven wher> Tribbledale knocked at the door of
No. 10, but nevertheless Clara was up, as was also the servant girl,
who opened the door for the sake of discretion.

"
Oh, Daniel, what

hours you do keep !

"
said Clara, when the young gentleman was

shown into the parlour.
" What on earth brings you here at such

a time as this V
"

Tribbledale was never slow to declare that he was brought
thither by the overwhelming ardour of his passion. His love for

Clara was so old a story, and had been told so often, that the

repeating of it required no circumlocution. Had he chanced to

meet her in the High Street on a Sunday morning, he would have

begun with it at once. "
Clara," he said,

"
will you have_ me ? I

know that that other scoundrel is a ruined man."
"
Oh, Daniel, you shouldn't hit those as are down."

"Hasn't he been hitting -me all the time that I was down?
Hasn't he triumphed ? Haven't yo*u been in his arms ?

"

"Laws; no."

"And wasn't that hitting me when I was down, do you think?"
" It never did you any harm."
"
Oh, Clara ;

if you knew the nature of my love you'd under-
stand the harm. Every time he has pressed your lips I have heard

it, though I was in King's Head Court all the tune."
" That must be a crammer, Daniel."
" I did ; not with the ears of my head, but with the fibres of

my breast."

"Oh; ah. But, Daniel, you and Sam used to be such friends
at the first go off."

"Go off of what?"
"When he first took to" coming after me. -You remember the

tea-party, when Marion Fay was here."
" I tried it on just then; I did. I thought that, maybe, I might

come not to care about it so much."
" I'm sure you acted it very well."

"And I thought that perhaps it might be the best way of

touching that cold heart of yours."
" Cold ! I don't know as my heart is colder than anybody else's

heart."
" Would that you would make it warm once more for me."
" Poor Sam !

"
said Clara, putting her handkerchief up to her

eyes.
" Why is he any poorer than me ? I was first. At any rate I

was before him."
" I don't know anything about firsts or lasts," said Clara, as the

ghosts of various Banquos flitted before her eyes." And as for him, what right has he to think of any girl ? He's
a poor mean creature, without the means of getting so much as a
led for a wife to lie on. He used to talk so proud of Her Majesty's
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Civil Service. Her Majesty's Civil Service has sent him away
packing."

"Not yet, Daniel."

"They have. I've made it my business to find out, and Sir
Boreas Bodkin has written the order to-day.

' Dismissal B. B.'

I know those who have seen the very words written in the punish-
ment book of the Post Office."

" Poor Sam !

"

"Destroying papers of the utmost importance about Her
Majesty's Mail Service ! What else was he to expect ? And now
he's penniless."

" A hundred and twenty isn't so very much, Daniel."
" Mr. Fay was saying only the other day that if I was married

and settled they'd make it better for me."
" You're too fond of ' The Duchess,' Daniel."
"
No, Clara no

;
I deny that. You ask Mrs. Grimley why it

is I come to ' The Duchess' so often. It isn't for anything that I
take there."

" Oh ;
I didn't know. Young men when they frequent those

places generally do take something."" If I had a little home of my own with the girl I love on the
other side of the fireplace, and perhaps a baby in her arms
Tribbledale as he said this looked at her with all his eyes."

Laws, Daniel ; what things you do say !

"

" I should never go then to any Duchess, or any Marquess of

Granby, or to any Angel." These were public-houses so named, all

standing thick together in the neighbourhood of Paradise Eow.
" I should not want to go anywhere then, except where that young,
woman and that baby were to be found."

"
Daniel, you was always fine at poetry."

"
Try me, if it isn't real prose. The proof of the pudding's in

the eating. You come and try." By this time Clara was in his

arms, and the re-engagement was as good as made. Crocker was
no doubt dismissed, or if not dismissed had shown himself to be

unworthy. "What could be expected of a husband who could tear

up a bundle of Her Majesty's Mail papers? And then Daniel

Tribbledalo had exhibited a romantic constancy which certainly
deserved to be rewarded. Clara understood that the gin-and-water
had been consumed night after night for her sake. And there

were the lodgings and the clock and the harmonium ready for the

occasion. "I suppose it had better be so, Daniel, as you wish it so

much."
" Wish it ! I have always wished it. I wouldn't change places

now with Mr. Pogson himself."
" He married his third wife three years ago !

"

" I mean in regard to the whole box and dice of it. I'd rather

have my Clara with 120, than be Pogson and Littlebird with all

the profits." This gratifying assurance was rewarded, and then,

ionsiderably after midnight, the triumphant lover took his leave.

Early on the following afternoon Crocker was in Paradise Eow.
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He had been again with Lord Hampstead, and had succeeded in

worming out of the good-natured nobleman something of the infor-

mation contained in the letter from Sir Boreas. The matter was
to be left to the Postmaster-General. Now there was an idea in the

office that when a case was left to his lordship, his lordship never

proceeded to extremities. Kings are bound to pardon if they allow
themselves to be personally concerned as to punishment. There
was something of the same feeling in regard to official discipline.
As a fact the letter from Sir Boreas had been altogether false. He
had known, poor man, that he must at last take the duty of decid-

ing upon himself, and had used the name of the great chief simply
as a mode of escape for the moment. But Crocker had felt that the

mere statement indicated pardon. The very delay indicated pardon.
Eelying upon these indications he went to Paradise Eow, dressed in.

his best frock coat, with gloves in his hand, to declare to his love

that the lodgings need not be abandoned, and that the clock and
harmonium might be preserved.

" But you've been dismissed !

"
said Clara.

"Never! never!"
"
It has been written in the book !

' Dismissal B. B. !

'
I know

the eyes that have seen it."
" That's not the way they do it at all," said Crocker, who was

altogether confused.
"
It has been written in the book, Sam ;

and I know that they
never go back from that."

"Who wrote it? Nothing has been written. There isn't a
book

;
not at least like that. Tribbledale has invented it."

"
Oh, Sam, why did you tear those papers ;

Her Majesty's Mail,

papers? What else was there to expect? 'Dismissal B. B.'

Why did you do it, and you engaged to a young woman ? No ;

don't come nigh to me. How is a young woman to go and get her-

self married to a young man, and he with nothing to support her ?

It isn't to be thought of. When I heard those words,
' Dismissal

B. B.,' I thought my very heart would sink within me."
"
It's nothing of the kind," said Crocker.

" What's nothing of the kind ?
"

" I ain't dismissed at all."
"
Oh, Sam ;

how dare you ?
"

" I tell you I ain't. He's written a letter to Lord HampsteaJ,
who has always been my friend. Hampstead wasn't going to see

me treated after that fashion. Hampstead wrote, and then JEoIus

wrote, that's Sir Boreas, and I've seen the letter, that is,

Hampstead told me what there is in it
; and I ain't to be dismissed

at all. When I heard the good news the first thing I did was to

come as fast as my legs would carry me, and tell the girl of my
heart."

Clara did not quite believe him ;
but then neither had she quits

believed Tribbledale, when he had announced the dismissal with
the terrible corroboration of the great man's initials. But the crime

committed seemed to her to be so great that she could not under-
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stand that Crocker should be allowed to remain after the perpetra-
tion of it. Crocker's salary was 150; and, balancing the two
young men together as she had often done, though she liked the
poetry of Tribbledale, she did on the whole prefer the swagger and
audacity of Crocker. Her Majesty's Civil Service, too, had its

charms for her. The Post Office was altogether superior to Pogson
and Littlebird's. Pogson and Littlebird's hours were 9 to 5. Those
of Her Majesty's Service were much more genteel ; 10 namely to 4.

But what might not a man do who bad shown the nature of his

disposition by tearing up official papers ? And then, though the
accidents of the occasion had enveloped her in difficulties on both
sides, it seemed to her that, at the present moment, the lesser diffi-

culties would be encountered by adhering to Tribbledale. Sho
could excuse herself with Crocker. Paradise Row had already
declared that the match with Crocker must be broken off. Crocker
had indeed been told that the match was to be broken off. When
Tribbledale had come to her overnight she had felt herself to be a
free woman. When she had given way to the voice of the charmer,
when she had sunk into his arms, softened by that domestic picture
which he had painted, no pricks of conscience had disturbed her

happiness. Whether the " Dismissal B. B." had or had not yet
been written, it was sure to come. She was as free to " wed
another "

as was Venice when her Dogo was deposed. She could
throw herself back upon the iniquity of the torn papers were Crocker
to complain. But should she now return to her Crocker, how could
she excuse herself with Tribbledale ?

"
It is all over between you

and me, Sam," she said, with her handkerchief up to her eyes.
" All over ! Why should it be all over ?

"

" You was told it was all over."
" That was when all the Row said that I was to be dismissed.

There was something in it, then
; though, perhaps, a girl might

have waited till a fellow had got up upon his legs again."
"
Waiting ain't so pleasant, Mr. Crocker, when a girl has to

look after herself."
" But I ain't dismissed at all, and there needn't be any waiting.

I thought that you would be suffering as well as me, and so I came

right away to you, all at once."
" So I have suffered, Sam. No one knows what I have suffered.'
" But it'll come all right now ?

"
Clara shook her head.

" You
dou't mean that Tribbledale's been and talked you over already ?

"

" I knew Mr. Tribbledale before ever I saw you, Sam."
" How often have I heard you call him a poor mean skunk? "

"
Never, Crocker ;

never. Such a word never passed my lips."
"
Something very like it, then."

" I may have said he wanted sperrit. I may have said so, though
I disremember it. But if I did, what of that ?

"

" You despised him."

"No, Crocker. What I despise is a man as goes and tears up
Her Majesty's Mail papers. Tribbledale never tore up anything at

Pogson and Littlebird's, except what was to be tore. Tribbledalo
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was never turned out for nigh a fortnight, so that he couldn't go
and show his face in King's Head Court. Tribbledale never made
hisself hated by everybody." That unknown abominable word
which Crocker had put into her mouth had roused all the woman
within her, so that she was enabled to fight her battle with a courage
which would not have come to her aid had he been more prudent.

"Who hates me?"
" Mr. Jerningham does, and Eoden, and Sir Boreas, and Bobbin."

She had learned all their names. "How can they help hating a
man that tears up the mail papers ! And I hate you."

"Clara!"
" I do. What business had you to say I used that nasty word ?

I never do use them words. I wouldn't even so much as look at a
man who'd demean himself to put such words as them into my
mouth. So I tell you what it is, Mr. Crocker

; you may just go
away. I am going to become Daniel Tribbledale's wife, and it isn't

becoming in you to stand here talking to a young woman that is

engaged to another young man."
" And this is to be the end of it ?

"

"
If you please, Mr. Crocker."

"Well!"
" If ever you feel inclined to speak your mind to another young

woman, and you carry it as far as we did, and you wishes to hold

on to her, don't you go and tear Her Majesty's Mail papers. And
when she tells you a bit of her mind, as I did just now, don't you
go and put nasty words into her mouth. Now, if you please, you
may just as well send over that clock and that harmonium to

Daniel Tribbledale, Esq., King's Head Court, Great Broad Street."

So saying she left him, and congratulated herself on having termi-

nated the interview without much unpleasantness.
Crocker, as he shook the dust off his feet upon leaving Paradise

Eow, began to ask himself whether he might not upon the whole

congratulate himself as to the end to which that piece of business
had been brought. When he had first resolved to offer his hand to

the young lady, he had certainly imagined that that hand would
not be empty. Clara was no doubt " a fine girl," but not quite so

young as she was once. And she had a temper of her own. Matri-

mony, too, was often followed by many troubles. Paradise Eow
would no doubt utter jeers, but he need not go there to hear them.
He was not quite sure but that the tearing of the papers would in

the long run be beneficial to him.



( 350 )

CHAPTER

PEGWELL BAY.

JULY had come and nearly gone before Lord Hampstead again saw
Marion Fay. He had promised not tb go to Pegwell Bay, hardly
understanding why such a promise ftad been exacted from him,
but still acceding to it when it had been suggested to him by Mrs.
Iloden, at the request, as she said, of the Quaker. It was under-
stood that Marion would soon return to Holloway, ud that on that
account the serenity of Pegwell Bay need not be disturbed by the

coming of so great a man as Lord Hampstead. Hampstead had
of course ridiculed the reason, but had complied with the request,

with the promise, however, that Marion should return early in
the summer. But the summer weeks had passed by, and Marion
did not return.

Letters passed between them daily, in which Marion attempted
always to be cheerful. Though she had as yet invented no familiar
name for her noble lover, yet she had grown into familiarity with

him, and was no longer afraid of his nobility.
" You oughtn't to

stay there," she said,
"
wasting your life and doing nothing, because

of a sick girl. You've got your yacht, and are letting all the summer
weather go by." In answer to this he wrote to her, saying that he
had sold his yacht.

" Could you have gone with me, I would have

kept it," he wrote. " Would you go with me I would have another

ready for you, before you would be ready. I will make no assurance
as to my future life. I cannot even guess what may become of me.
It may be that I shall come to live on board some ship so that I

may be all alone. But with my heart as it is now I cannot bear
the references which others make to me about empty pleasures."
At the same time he sold his horses, but he said nothing to her as

to that.

Gradually he did acknowledge to himself that it was her doom
to die early, almost acknowledged to himself that she was dying.
Nevertheless he still thought that it would have been fit that they
should be married. " If I know that she were my own even on her

death-bed," he once said to Mrs. Eoden,
"
there would be a comfort

to me in it." He was so eager in this that Mrs. Eoden was almost
convinced. The Quaker was willing that it sLould be so, but

willing also that it should not bo so. He would not even try to

persuade his girl as to anything. It was his doom to eeo her go,
and he, having realized that, could not bring himself to use a word
in opposition to her word. But Marion herself was sternly deter-

mined against the suggestion. It was unfitting, she said, and
would be wicked. It was not the meaning of marriage. She could

not bring herself to disturb the last thoughts of her life, not only

by the empty assumption of a grand name, but by the sounding of

that name in her cars from tlin onger lips of those around her.
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" I will be your love to the end," she said,
"
your own Marion.

But I will not be made a Countess, only in order that a vain name
may be carved over my grave."

" God has provided a bitter cup
for your lips, my love," she wrote again,

" in having put it into

your head to love one whom you must lose so soon. And mine is

bitter because yours is bitter. But we cannot rid ourselves of the
bitterness by pretences. Would it make your heart light to see

me drr ssed up for a bridal ceremony, knowing, as you would know,
that it was all for nothing '{ My lord, my love, let us take it as
God has provided it. It is only because you grieve that I grieve ;

for you and my poor father. If you could onl$ bring yourself to

be reconciled, then it would be so much to me to have had you to

love me in my last moments, to love me and to be loved/'

He could not but accept her decision. Her father and Mrs.
Roden accepted it, and he was forced to do so also. He acknow-

ledged to himself now that there was no appeal from it. Her very
weakness gave her a strength which dominated him. There was
an end of all his arguments and his strong phrases. He was aware
that they had been of no service to him, that her soft words had
been stronger than all his reasonings. But not on that account
did he cease to wish that it might be as he had once wished, since

he had first acknowledged to himself his love.
" Of course I will

not drive her," he said to Mrs. Roden, when that lady urged upon
him the propriety of abstaining from a renewal of his request." Had I any power of driving her, as you say, I would not do so.

I think it would be better. That is all. Of course it must be as

she shall decide."
" It would be a comfort to her to think that you and she thought

alike about all things," said Mrs. Roden.
" There are points on which I cannot alter my convictions even

for her comfort," he answered. "She bids me love some other
woman. Can I comfort her by doing that? She bids mo seek
another wife. Can I do that; or say that I will do it at some
future time? It would comfort her to know that I have no wound,

that I am not lame and sick and sore and weary. It would
comfort her to know that my heart is not broken. How am i to do
that for her ?

"

" No
;

"
said Mrs. Roden " no."

" There is no comfort. Her imagination paints for her some
future bliss, which shall not be so far away as to be made dim by
distance, in enjoying which we two shall be together, as we are

here, with our hands free to grasp each other, and our lips free to

kiss; a heaven, but still a heaven of this world, in which we can

hang upon each other's necks and be warm to each other's hearts.

That is to be, to her, the reward of her innocence, and in the ecstasy
of her faith she believes in it, as though it were here. I do think,

I do think, that if I told her that it should be so, that I trusted
to renew my gaze upon her beauty after a few short years, then
she would be happy entirely. It would be for an eternity, and
without the fear of separation."
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" Then \vhy not profess as she does ?
"

" A lie ? As I know her truth when she tells me her creed, so
would she know my falsehood, and the lie would be vain."

" Is there then to be no future world, Lord Hampstead ?
"

" Who has said so ? Certainly not I. I cannot conceive that
I shall perish altogether. I do not think that if, while I am here,
I can tame the selfishness of self, I shall reach a step upwards in
that world which shall come next after this. As to happiness, I

do not venture to think much of it. If I can only be somewhat
nobler, somewhat more like the Christ whom we worship, that
will be enough without happiness. If there be truth in this story,
He was not happy. Why should I look for happiness, unless it

be when the struggle of many worlds shall have altogether purified
my spirit ? But thinking like that, believing like that, how can
I enter into the sweet Epicurean Paradise which that child has

prepared for herself?"
" Is it no better than that ?

"
" What can be better, what can be purer, if only it be true ?

And though it be false to me, it may be true to her. It is for my
sake that she dreams of her Paradise, that my wounds may be
made whole, that my heart may be cured. Christ's lesson has been
so learned by her that no further learning seems necessary. I

fancy sometimes that I can see the platform raised just one step
above the ground on which I stand, and look into the higher
world to which I am ascending. It may be that it is given to her
to look up the one rung of the ladder by mounting which she shall

find herself enveloped in the full glory of perfection."
In conversations such as these Mrs. Eoden was confounded by

the depth of the man's love. It became impossible to bid him not
be of a broken heart, or even to allude to those fresh hopes which
Time would bring. He spoke to her often of his future life, always

speaking of a life from which Marion would have been withdrawn

by death, and did so with a cold, passionless assurance which
showed her that he had almost resolved as to the future. He would
see all lands that were to be seen, and converse with all people.
The social condition of God's creatures at large should be his study.
The task would be endless, and, as he said, an endless task hardh
admits of absolute misery. "If I die there will.be an end of it.

If I live till old age shall have made me powerless to carry on mj
work, time will then probably have done something to dim the

feeling." "I think," he said again; "I feel that could I but
remember her as my wife

"

" It is impossible," said Mrs. Eoden.
" But if it were so ! It would be no more than a thin thread-

bare cloak over a woman's shivering shoulders. It is not much

against the cold; but it would be very cruel to take that little

from her." She looked at him with her eyes flooded with tears,

but she could only shake her head in sign that it was impossible.
At last, just at the end of July, there came a request that he

would go down to Pegwell Buy. "It is so long since we have seen
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each other," she wrote,
"
and, perhaps, it is better that you should

coine than that I should go. The doctor is fidgety, and says so.

But my darling will be good to me; will he not? When I havo
seen a tear in your eyes it has gone near to crush me. That a
woman, or even a man, should weep at some unexpected tidings of
woe is natural. But who cries for spilt milk ? Tell me that God's

hand, though it be heavy to you, shall be borne with reverence and
obedience and love."

He did not tell her this, but he resolved that if possible she
should see no tears. As for that cheerfulness, that reconciliation
to his fate which she desired, he knew it to be impossible. He
almost brought himself to believe as he travelled down to Pegwell
Bay that it would be better that they should not meet. To thank
the Lord for all His mercies was in her mind. To complain with
all the bitterness of his heart of the cruelty with which he was
treated was in his. He had told Mrs. Eoden that according to his
creed there would be a better world to come for him if he could
succeed in taming the selfishness of self. But he told himself now
that the struggle to dp so had hitherto been vain. There had been
but the one thing which had ever been to him supremely desirable.

He had gone through the years of his early life forming some
Utopian ideas, dreaming of some perfection in politics, in philan-
thropy, in social reform, and the like, something by devoting
himself to which he could make his life a joy to himself. Then
this girl had come across him, and there had suddenly sprung up
within him a love so strong that all these other things faded into

littlenesses. They should not be discarded. Work would be
wanted for his life, and for hers. But here he had found the true
salt by which all his work would be vivified and preserved and
made holy and happy and glorious. There had come a something
to him that was all that he wanted it to be. And now the some-

thing was fading from him, was already all but gone. In such
a state how should he tame the selfishness of self? He abandoned
the attempt, and told himself that difficulties had been prepared
for him greater than any of which he had dreamed when he had
hoped that that taming might be within his power. He could not
even spare her in his selfishness. He declared to himself that it

was so, and almost owned that it would be better that he should
not go to her.

"
Yes," she said, when he sat down beside her on her sofa, at an

open window looking out on the little bay, "put your hand on

mine, dear, and leave it there. To have you with me, to feel the

little breeze, and to see you and to touch you is absolute happi-
ness."

" Why did you so often tell me not to come ?
"

"Ah, why? But I know why it was, my lord." There was

something half of tenderness, half pleasantry in the mode of address,
and now he had ceased to rebel against it.

" Why should I not come if it be a joy to you ?
"

" You must not be angry now."
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"
Certainly not angry."

" We have got through all that, you and I have for ourselves
;

but there is a sort of unseemliness in your coming down here to
see a poor Quaker's daughter."

"Marion!"
"But there is. We had got through all that in Paradise Row.

Paradise Row had become used to you, and I could bear it. But
here They will all be sure to know who you are."

" Who cares ?
"

" That Marion Fay should have a lover would of itself make a
stir in this little place ;

but that she should have a lord for her
lover ! One doesn't want to be looked at as a miracle."

" The lollies of others should not ruffle you and me."
" That's very well, dear

;
but what if one is ruffled ? But 1

won't be ruffled, and you shall come. When I thought that I
should go again to our own house, then I thought we might perhaps
dispense with the ruffling ;

that was all."

There was a something in these words which he could not

stand, which he could not bear and repress that tear which, as
she had said, would go near to crush her if she saw it. Had she
not plainly intimated her conviction that she would never again
return to her old home ? Here, here in this very spot, the doom
was to come, and to come quickly. He got up and walked across
the room, and stood a little behind her, where she could not see

his face.
" Do not leave me," she said.

" I told you to stay and let your
hand rest on mine." Then he returned, and laying his hand once

again upon her lap turned his face away from her. "Bear it,"

she said.
" Bear it." His hand quivered where it lay as he shook

his head.
"
Call upon your courage and bear it."

" I cannot bear it," he said, rising suddenly from his chair, and
hurrying out of the room. He went out of the room and from tho

house, on to the little terrace which ran in front of tho sea. But
his escape was of no use to him

;
he could not leave her. He had

come out without his hat, and he could not stand there in the sun
to be stared at.

" I am a coward," he said, going back to her and

resuming his chair.
" I own it. Let there be no more said about

it. When a trouble comes to me, it conquers me. Little troubles

I think I could bear. If it had been all else in all the world, if

it had been my life before my life was your life, I think that no one
would have seen me blench. But now I find that when I am really

tried, I fail."
" It is in God's hands, dearest."

yes ;
it is in God's hands. There is some power, no doubt,

that makes you strong in spirit, but frail in body; while I am
strong to live but weak of heart. But how will that help me ?

"

"
Oh, Lord Hampstead, I do so wish you had never seen me."

"You should not say that, Marion; you shall not think it. I

am ungrateful ; because, were it given me to have it all back again,
1 would uot sell what I have had of you, though the possession
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has been so limited, for all other imaginable treasures. I will bear
it. Oh, my love, I will bear it. Do not say again that you wish

.you had not seen me."
"For myself, dear, for myself-

"

" Do not say it for me. I will struggle to make a joy of it, a

joy in some degree, though my heart bleeds at the widowhood that

is coming on it. I will build up for myself a memory in which
there shall be much to satisfy me. I shall have been loved by her
to have possessed whose love has been and shall bo a glory to me."

" Loved indeed, my darling."
"
Though there might have been such a heaven of joy, even that

shall be counted as much. It shall be to me during my future
life as though when wandering through the green fields in some

Jong-past day, I had met a bright angel from another world; and
ihe angel had stopped to speak to me, and had surrounded me
with her glorious wings, and had given me of her heavenly light,
and had spoken to me with the music of the spheres, and I had
thought that she would stay with me for ever. But there had come
A noise of the drums and a sound of the trumpets, and she had
flown away from me up to her own abode. To have been so

favoured, though it bad been but for an hour, should suffice for a
man's life. I will bear it, though it be in solitude."

"
No, darling ;

not in solitude."
" It will be best so for me. The light and the music and the

azure of the wings will so remain with me the purer and the

brighter. Oh, if it had been ! But I will bear it. No ear shall

.again hear a sound of complaint. Not yours even, my darling, my
own, mine for so short a time, but yet my very own for ever and
ver." Then he fell on his knees beside her, and hid his face in

her dress, while the fingers of both her hands rambled through his

hair. "You are going," he said, when he rose up to his feet, "you
#re going whither I cannot go."

" You will come
; you will come to me."

" You are going now, now soon, and I doubt not that you are

going to joys inexpressible. I cannot go till some chance may take
me. If it be given to you in that further world to see those and to

think of those whom you have left below, then, if my heart be true
to your heart, keep your heart true to mine. . If I can fancy that,
if I can believe that it is so, then shall I have that angel with me,
and though my eyes may not see the tints, my ears will hear the

music; and though the glory be not palpable as is the light of

heaven, there will be an inner glory in which my soul will be
sanctified." After that there were not many words spoken between

them, though he remained there till he was disturbed by the

Quaker's coming. Part of the time she slept with her hand in his,
and when awake she was contented to feel his touch as he folded
the scarf close round her neck and straightened the shawl which

lay across her feet, and now and again stroked her hair and put it

back behind her ears as it strayed upon her forehead. Ever and
.again she would murmur a word or two of love as she revelled in



LADY AMALDINA1S WEDDING. 365

the perception of his solicitude. What was there for her to regret,
for her to whom was given the luxury of such love ? "Was not a
month of it more than a whole life without it? Then, when tho
father came, Hampstead took his leave. As he kissed her lips,

something seemed to tell him that it would be for the last time.
It was not good, the Quaker had said, that she should be disturbed.
Yes

;
he could come again ; but not quite yet.

At the very moment when the Quaker so spoke she was pressing
her lips to his.

" God keep you and take you, my darling," sho

whispered to him,
" and bring you to me in heaven." She noticed

not at all at the moment the warm tears that were running on to

her own face ; nor did the Quaker seem to notice it when Lord

Hampstead left the house without saying to him a word of farewell.

CHAPTEE LX.

LADY AMALDINA'S WEDDING.

THE time came round for Lady Amaldina's marriage, than which

nothing more august, nothing more aristocratic, nothing more truly

savouring of the hymeneal altar, had ever been known or was ever

to be known in the neighbourhood of Hanover Square. For it was
at last decided that the marriage should take place in London
before any of the aristocratic assistants at the ceremony should

have been whirled away into autumnal spaces. Lord Llwddythlw
himself knew but very little about it, except this, that nothing
would induce him so to hurry on the ceremony as to interfere with

his Parliamentary duties. A day in August had been mentioned

in special reference to Parliament. He was willing to abide by
that, or to go to the sacrifice at any earlier day of which Parliament

would admit. Parliament was to sit for the last time on Wednes-

day, 12th August, and the marriage was fixed for the 13th. Lady
Amaldina had prayed for the concession of a week. Eeaders will

not imagine that she based her prayers on the impatience of love.

Nor could a week be of much significance in reference to that pro-

tracted and dangerous delay to which the match had certainly been

subjected. But the bevy might escape. How were twenty young
ladies to be kept together in the month of August when all the

young men were rushing off to Scotland ? Others were not wedded

to their duties as was Lord Llwddythlw. Lady Amaldina knew
well how completely Parliament became a mere affair of Govern-

mental necessities during the first weeks of August.
" I should

have thought that just on this one occasion you might havo

managed it," she said to him, trying to mingle a tone of love with

the sarcasm which at such a crisis was natural to her. He simply

reminded her of the promise which he had made to her in the spring.

He thought it best not to break through arrangements which had

been fixed. When she told him of one very slippery member of the
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beVy, slippery, not as to character, but in reference to the move-
ments of her family, he suggested that no one would know the
difference if only nineteen were to be clustered round the bride's

train.
" Don't you know that they must be in pairs ?

" " Will not
nine pairs suffice ?" he asked. "And thus make one of them an
enemy for ever by telling her that I wish to dispense with her
services!

"

But it was of no use.
"
Dispense with them altogether," he said,

looking her full in the face.
" The twenty will not quarrel with

you.
'

My object is to marry you, and I don't care twopence for the
bridesmaids." There was something so near to a compliment in

this, that she was obliged to accept it. And she had, too, begun
to perceive that Lord Llwddythlw was a man not easily made to

change his mind. She was quite prepared for this in reference to

her future life. A woman, she thought, might be saved much trouble

by having a husband whom she was bound to obey. But in this

matter of her marriage ceremony, this last affair in which she might
be presumed to act as a free woman, she did think it hard that she

might not be allowed to have her own way. The bridegroom, how-

ever, was firm. If Thursday, the 13th, did not su'it her, he would
be quite ready on Thursday, the 20th.

" There wouldn't be one of

them left in London," said Lady Amaldina. " What on earth do

you think that they are to do with themselves ?
"

But all the bevy were true to her. Lady Amelia Beaudesert
was a difficulty. Her mother insisted on going to a far-away
Bavarian lake on which she had a villa

;
but Lady Amelia at the

last moment surrendered the villa rather than break up the bevy,
and consented to remain with a grumpy old aunt in Essex till an

opportunity should offer. It may be presumed, therefore, that it

was taken to be a great thing to be one of the bevy. It is, no doubt,
a pleasant thing for a girl to have it asserted in all the newspapers
that she is, by acknowledgment, one of the twenty most beautiful

unmarried ladies in Great Britain.

Lady Frances was of course one of the bevy. But there was
a member of the family, a connection rather, whom no eloquence
could induce to show himself either in the church or at the break-
fast. This was Lord Hampstead. His sister came to him and
assured him that he ought to be there.

"
Sorrows," she said,

" that

have declared themselves before the world are held as sufficient

excuse ;
but a man should not be hindered from his duties by secret

grief."
u I make no secret of it. I do not talk about my private affairs.

I do not send a town-crier to Charing Cross to tell the passers-by
that I am in trouble. But I care not whether men know or not
that I am unfitted for joining in such festivities. My presence is

not wanted for their marriage.""
It will be odd."

" Let it be odd. I most certainly shall not be there." But he
remembered the occasion, and showed that he did so by sending
to the bride the handsomest of all the gems which graced her]
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exhibition of presents, short of the tremendous set of diamonds
which had come from the Duke of Merioneth.

This collection was supposed to be the most gorgeous thing that
had ever as yet been arranged in London. It would certainly not
be too much to say that the wealth of precious toys brought together
would, if sold at its cost price, have made an ample fortune for
a young newly-married couple. The families were noble and
wealthy, and the richness of the wedding presents was natural. It

might perhaps have been better had not the value of the whole
been stated in one of the newspapers of the day. Who was
responsible for the valuation was never known, but it seemed to

indicate that the costliness of the gifts was more thought of than
the affection of the givers ; and it was undoubtedly true that, in

high circles and among the clubs, the cost of the collection was
much discussed. The diamonds were known to a stone, and Hamp-
stead's rubies were spoken of almost as freely as though they were

being exhibited in public. Lord Llwddythlw when he heard of all

this muttered to his maiden sister a wish that a gnome would come
in the night and run .away with everything. He felt himself

degraded by the publicity given to his future wife's ornaments. But
the gnome did not come, and the young men from Messrs. Bijou and
Uarcanet were allowed to arrange the tables and shelves for the
exhibition.

The breakfast was to take place at the Foreign Office, at which
:he bride's father was for the time being the chief occupant. Lord
Persiflage had not at first been willing that it should be so, thinking
;hat his own more modest house might suffice for the marriage of
lis own daughter. But grander counsels had been allowed to

prevail. "With whom the idea first arose Lord Persiflage never
jnew. It might probably have been with some of the bevy, who
lad felt that an ordinary drawing-room would hardly suffice for so

nagnificent an array of toilets. Perhaps the thought had first

)ccurred to Messrs. Bijou and Carcanet, who had foreseen the glory
>f spreading out all that wealth in the magnificent saloon intended
or the welcoming of ambassadors. But it travelled from Lady
Imaldina to her mother, and was passed on from Lady Persiflage
;o her husband. " Of course the Ambassadors will all be there,"
;he Countess had said,

"
and, therefore, it will be a public occasion."

' I wish we could be married at Llanfihangel," Lord Llwddythlw
;aid to his bride. Now Llanfihangel church was a very small

jdifiee, with a thatched roof, among the mountains in North Wales,
yith which Lady Amaldina had been made acquainted when visit-

ng the Duchess, her future mother-in-law. But Llwddythlw was
lot to have his way in everything, and the preparations at the

foreign Office were continued.
The beautifully embossed invitations were sent about among a

arge circle of noble and aristocratic friends. All the Ambassadors
mcl all the Ministers, with all their wives and daughters, were, of

course, asked. As the breakfast was to be given in the great

Banqueting Hall at the Foreign Office it was necessary that the
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guests should be many. It is sometimes well in a matter of festivals

to be saved from extravagance by the modest size of one's rooms.

Lord Persiflage told his wife that his daughter's marriage would
ruin him. In answer to this she reminded him that Llwddythlw
had asked for no fortune. Lord Llwddythlw was one of those

men who prefer giving to taking. He had a feeling that a husband
should supply all that was wanted, and that a wife should owe
everything to the man she marries. The feeling is xincommon just
at present, except with the millions who neither have nor expect
other money than what they earn. If you are told that the daughter
of an old man who has earned his own bread is about to marry a

young man in the same condition of life, it is spoken of as a
misfortune. But Lord Llwddythlw was old-fashioned, and had
the means of acting in accordance with his prejudices. Let the

marriage be ever so gorgeous, it would not cost the dowry which
an Earl's daughter might have expected. That was the argument
used by Lady Persiflage, and it seemed to have been effectual.

As the day drew near it was observed that the bridegroom
became more sombre and silent even than usual. He never left

the House of Commons as long as it was open to him as a refuge.
His Saturdays and his Sundays and his Wednesdays he filled up
with work so various and unceasing that there was no time left for

those pretty little attentions which a girl about to be married

naturally expects. He did call, perhaps, every other day at his

bride's house, but never remained there above two minutes. "I
am afraid he is not happy," the Countess said to her daughter.

' Oh yes, mamma, he is."
' Then why does he go on like that ?

"

'

Ob, mamma, you do not know him."
' Do you ?

"

' I think so. My belief is that there isn't a man in London so
anxious to be married as Llwddythlw."

' I am glad of that." -

' He has lost so much time that he knows it ought to be got
through and done with without further delay. If he could only
go to sleep and wake up a married man of three months' standing,
he would be quite happy. If it could be administered under
chloroform it would be so much better! It is the doing of the

thing, and the being talked about and looked at, that is so odious
to him."

" Then why not have had it done quietly, my dear ?
"

" Because there are follies, mamma, to which a woman should
never give way. I will not have myself made humdrum. If I had
been going to marry a handsome young man so as to have a spice
of romance out of it all, I would have cared nothing about the
bridesmaids and the presents. The man then would have stood
for everything. Llwddythlw is not young, and is not handsome."

" But he is thoroughly noble."
"
Quite so. He's as good as gold. He will always be somebody

in people's eyes because he's great and grand and trustworthy all
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round. But I want to be somebody in people's eyes, too, mamma.
I'm all very well to look at, but nothing particular. I'm papa's
daughter, which is something, but not enough. I mean to begin
and be magnificent. He understands it all, and I don't think he'll

oppose me when once this exhibition day is over. I've thought all
about it, and I think that I know what I'm doing."

At any rate, she had her way, and thoroughly enjoyed the task
she had on hand. When she had talked of a possible romance
with a handsome young lover she had not quite known herself.
She might have made the attempt, but it would have been a failure.
She could fall in love with a Master of Kavenswood in a novel, but
would have given herself by preference, after due consideration,
to the richer, though less poetical, suitor. Of good sterling gifts
she did know the value, and was therefore contented with her lot.

But this business of being married, with all the most extravagant
appurtenances of the hymeneal altar, was to her taste.

That picture in one of the illustrated papers which professed to

give the hymeneal altar at St. George's, with the Bishop and the
Dean aud two Queen's Chaplains officiating, and the bride and the

bridegroom in all their glory, with a Royal Duke and a Eoyal
Duchess looking on, with all the Stars and all the Garters from
our own and other Courts, and especially with the bevy of twenty,
standing in ten distinct pairs, and each from a portrait, was mani-

festly a work of the imagination. I was there, and, to tell the truth,
it was rather a huddled matter. The spaces did not seem to admit
of majestic grouping, and as three of these chief personages had
the gout, the sticks of these lame gentlemen were to my eyes very
conspicuous. The bevy had not room enough, and the ladies in

the crush seemed to feel the intense heat. Something had madrf,
the Bishop cross. I am told that Lady Amaldina had determined .

not to be hurried, while the Bishop was due at an afternoon meeting
at three. The artist, in creating the special work of art, had soared^

boldly into the ideal. In depicting the buffet of presents and the

bridal feast, he may probably have been more accurate. I was not

myself present. The youthful appearance of the bridegroom as he
rose to make his speech may probably be attributed to a poetic

license, permissible, nay laudable, nay necessary on such an
occasion. The buffet of presents no doubt was all there ; though
it may be doubted whether the contributions from Eoyalty were in

truth so conspicuous as they were made to appear. There were

speeches spoken by two or three Foreign Ministers, and one by the

bride's father. But the speech which has created most remark was
from the bridegroom.

" I hope we may be as happy as your kind

wishes would have us," said he ;
and then he sat down. It was

declared afterwards that these were the only words which passed
his lips on the occasion. To those who congratulated him he

merely gave his hand and bowed, and yet he looked to be neither

fluttered nor ill at ease. Wo know how a brave man will sit and

have his tooth taken out, without a sign of pain on his brow,

trusting to the relief which is to come to him. So it was with
2 B
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Lord Llwddythlw. It might, perhaps, have saved pain if, as Lady
Amaldina had said, chloroform could have been used.

"
Well, my dear, it is done at last," Lady Persiflage said to her

daughter, when the bride was taken into some chamber for the

readjustment of her dress.
"
Yes, mamma, it is done now."

" And are you happy ?
"

"
Certainly I am. I have got what I wanted."

"And you can love him ?
"

Coming from Lady Persiflage this

did seem to be romantic; but she had been stirred up to some
serious thoughts as she remembered that she was now surrendering
to a husband the girl whom she had made, whom she had tutored,
whom she had prepared either for the good or for the evil perform-
ance of the duties of life.

"Oh yes, mamma," said Lady Amaldina. It is so often the

case that the pupils are able to exceed the teaching of their tutors !

It was so in this case. The mother, as she saw her girl given up
to a silent middle-aged unattractive man, had her misgivings ; but
not so the daughter herself. She had looked at it all round, and
had resolved that she could do her duty under certain stipulations
which she thought would be accorded to her.

" He has more to

say for himself than yon think
; only he won't trouble himself to

make assertions. And if he is not very much in love, he likes me
better than anybody else, which goes a long way." Her mother
blessed her, and led her away into a room where she joined her
husband in order that she might be then taken down to the

carriage.
The bride herself had not quite understood what was to take

place, and was surprised to find herself quite alone for a moment
with her husband. " My wife," he said

;

" now kiss me."
She ran into his arms and put up her face to him. " I thought

you were going to forget that," she said, as he held her for a
moment with his arm round her waist.

"I could not dare," he said, "to handle all that gorgeous
drapery of lace. You were dressed up then for an exhibition. You
look now as my wife ought to look."

"It had to be done, Llwddythlw."
"I make no complaint, dearest. I only say that I like you

better as yoTi are, as a girl to kiss, and to embrace, and to talk to,

and to make my own." Then she curtsied to him prettily, and
kissed him again; and after that they walked out arm-in-arm
down to the carriage.

There were many carriages drawn Tip within the quadrangle of
which the Foreign Office forms a part, but the carriage which was
to take the bride and the bridegroom away was allowed a door to

itself, at any rate till such time as they should have been taken

away. An effort had been made to keep the public out of the

quadrangle ;
but as the duties of the four Secretaries of State could

not be suspended, and as the great gates are supposed to make a

public thoroughfare, this could only be done to a certain extent.
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The crowd,~no doubt, -was thicker out in Downing Street, but there
were very many standing within the square. Among these there
was one, beautifully arrayed in frock coat and yellow gloves, almost
as though he himself was prepared for his own wedding. When
Lord Llwddythlw brought Lady Amaldina out from the building
and handed her into the carriage, and when the husband and wifo
had seated themselves, the well-dressed individual raised his hat
from his head, and greeted them. "

Long life and happiness to the
bride of Castle Hautboy !

"
said he at the top of his voice. Lady

Amaldina could not but see the man, and, recognizing him, she
bowed.

It was Crocker, the irrepressible Crocker. He had been also
in the church. The narrator and he had managed to find standing
room in a back pew under one of the galleries. Now would he be
able to say with perfect truth that he had been at the wedding, and
had received a parting salute from the bride ; whom he had known
through so many years of her infancy. He probably did believe
that he was entitled to count the future Duchess of Merioneth

among his intimate friends.

CHAPTEB LXI.

CROCKER'S TALE.

A THING difficult to get is the thing mostly prized, not the thing
that is valuable. Two or three additional Kimberley mines found
somewhere among the otherwise uninteresting plains of South
Africa would bring down the price of diamonds amazingly. It

could hardly have been the beauty, or the wit, or the accomplish-
ments of Clara Demijohn which caused Mr. Tribbledale to triumph
so loudly and with so genuine an exultation, telling all Broad
Street of his success, when he had succeeded in winning the bride

who had once promised herself to Crocker. Were it not that she

had all but slipped through his fingers he would never surely
have thought her to be worthy of such a paean. Had she come to

his first whistle he might have been contented enough, as are

other ordinary young men with their ordinary young women. He
would probably have risen to no enthusiasm of passion. But as

things had gone he was as another Paris who had torn a Helen

from her Menelaus, only in this case an honest Paris, with a

correct Helen, and from a Menelaus who had not as yet made good
his claim. But the subject was worthy of another Iliad, to be

followed by another JEneid. By his bow and his spear he had torn

her from the arms of a usurping lover, and now made her all his

own. Another man would have fainted and abandoned the contest,

when rejected as he had been. But he had continued the fight,

even when lying low on the dust of the arena. He had nailed his

flag to the mast when all his rigging had been cut away ;
and at
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last he had won the bailie. Of course his Clara was doubly dear
to him, having been made his own after such difficulties as these.

" I'm not one of those who easily give way in an affair of the

heart," he said to Mr. Littlebird, the junior partner in the firm,
when he told that gentleman of his engagement.

" So I perceive, Mr. Tribbledale."
" When a man has set his affection on a young lady, that is,

his real affection, he ought to stick to it, or die." Mr. Littlebird,
who was the happy father of three or four married and marriage-
able daughters, opened his eyes with surprise. The young men
who had come after his young ladies had been pressing enough, but

they had not died.
" Or die !

"
repeated Tribbledale.

"
It is what

I should have done. Had she become Mrs. Crocker, I should never

again have been seen in the Court,"
" the Court " was the little

alley in which Pogson and Littlebird's office was held "unless

they had brought my dead body here to be identified." He was

quite successful in his enthusiasm. Though Mr. Littlebird laughed
when he told the story to Mr. Pogson, not the less did they agree to

raise his salary to 160 on and from the day of his marriage.
"
Yes, Mr. Fay," he said to the poor old Quaker, who had lately

been so broken by his sorrow as hardly to be as much master of

Tribbledale as he used to be,
" I have no doubt I shall be steady

now. If anything can make a young man steady it is success

in love."
" I hope thou wilt be happy, Mr. Tribbledale."
" I shall be happy enough now. My heart will be more in the

business, what there isn't of it at any rate with that dear creature

in our mutual home at Islington. It was lucky about his having
taken those lodgings, because Clara had got as it were used to

them. And there are one or two things, such as a clock and the

like, which need not be moved. If anything ever should happen to

you, Mr. Fay, Pogson and Littlebird will find me quite up to the

business."
"
Something will happen some day, no doubt," said the Quaker.

On one occasion Lord Hampstead was in the Court having a
word to say to Marion's father, or perhaps, a word to hear. "I'm
sure you'll excuse me, my lord," said Tribbledale, following him out
-of the office.

"Oh yes," said Hampstead, with a smile, for he had been
there often enough to have made some acquaintance with the junior
clerk. "If there be anything I can do for you, I will do it

willingly.""
Only just to congratulate me, my lord. You have heard of

Oocker ?
" Lord Hampstead owned that he had heard of Crocker.

'" He has been interfering with me in the tenderest of parts." Lord
Hampstead looked serious.

" There is a young woman
"

the poor
victim frowned, he knew not why; but remitted his frown and
smiled again

" who had promised herself to me. Then that rude
assailant came and upset all myjoy." Here, as the narrator paused,
Lord Hampstead owned to himself that he could not deny the truth
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of the description.
"
Perhaps," continued Tribbledale,

"
perhaps

you have seen Clara Demijohn." Lord Hampstead could not
remember having been so fortunate. "Because I am aware that

your steps have -wandered in the way of Paradise Row." Then
there came the frown again, and then the smile. " Well

; per-
haps it may be that a more perfect form of feminine beauty may be
ascribed to another." This was intended as a compliment, more
civil than true, paid to Marion Fay on Lord Hampstead's behalf.
" But for a combination of chastity and tenderness I don't think

you can easily beat Clara Demijohn." Lord Hampstead bowed, as

showing his readiness to believe such a statement coming from so

good a judge.
" For awhile the interloper prevailed. Interlopers

do prevail ;
such is the female heart. But the true rock shows

itself always at last. She is the true rock on which I have built
the castle of my happiness."

" Then I may congratulate yon, Mr. Tribbledafe."
" Yes

;
and not only that, my lord. But Crocker is nowhere.

You must own that there is a triumph in that. There was a time !

Oh ! how I felt it. There was a time when he triumphed ; when
he talked of ' my Clara/ as though I hadn't a chance. He's up a tree

now, my lord. I thought I'd just tell you as you are so friendly,

coming among us, here, my lord !

" Lord Hampstead again con-

gratulated him, and expressed a hope that he might be allowed to

send the bride a small present.

"Oh, my lord," said Tribbledale, "it shall go with the clock

and the harmonium, and shall be the proudest moment of my
life."

When Miss Demijohn heard that the salary of Pogson and
Littlebird's clerk, she called it

" Dan's screw "
in speaking of tho

matter to her aunt, had been raised to 160 per annum, she felt

that there could be no excuse for a further change. Up to that

moment it had seemed to her that Tribbledale had obtained his

triumph by a deceit which it still might be her duty to frustrate.

He had declared positively that those fatal words had been actually
written in the book,

" Dismissal B. B." But she had learned that

the words had not been written as yet. All is fair in love and war.

She was not in tho least angry with Tribbledale because of his little

ruse. A lie told in such a cause was a merit. But not on that

account need she be led away by it from her own most advantageous
course. In spite of the little quarrel which had sprung up between

herself and Crocker, Crocker, still belonging to Her Majesty's Civil

Service, must be better than Tribbledale. But when she found that

Tribbledale's statement as to the 160 was true, and when she be-

thought herself that Crocker would probably be dismissed Eoaner or

later, then she determined to be firm. As to the 160, old Mrs.

Demijohn herself went to the office, and learned the truth from

Zachary Fay.
" I think he is a good young man," said the Quaker,

" and he will do very well if he will cease to think quite so much of

himself." To this Mrs. Demijohn remarked that half-a-dozen babies

might probably cure that fault.
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So the matter was settled, and it caine to pass that Daniel
Tribbledale and Clara Demijohn were married at Holloway on that

very Thursday which saw completed the alliance which had been
so long arranged between the noble houses of Powell and De Haute-
ville. There were two letters written on the occasion which shall

be given here as showing the willingness to forget and forgive
which marked the characters of the two persons. A day or two
before the marriage the following invitation was sent :

" DEAR SAM,
" I hope you will quite forget what is past, at any rate

what was unpleasant, and come to our wedding on Thursday.
There is to be a little breakfast here afterwards, and I am sure that

Dan will be very happy to shake your hand. I have asked him,
and he says that as he is to be the bridegroom he would be proud
to have you as best man.

" Your old sincere friend,
" CLABA DEMIJOHN, for the present."

The answer was as follows :

" DEAE CLAEA,
"There's no malice in me. Since our little tiff I havo

been thinking that, after all, I'm not the man for matrimony. To
sip the honey from many flowers is, perhaps, after all my line of

life. I should have been happy to be Dan Tribbledale's bottle-

holder, but that there is another affair coming off which I must
attend. Our Lady Amaldina is to be married, and I must be there.

Our families have been connected, as you know, for a great many
years, and I could not forgive myself if I did not see her turned off

No other consideration would have prevented me from accepting
your very kind invitation.

" Your loving old friend,
"SAM CEOCKEB."

There did come a pang of regret across Clara's heart, as she
read this as to the connection of the families. Of course Crocker
was lying. Of course it was an empty boast. But there was a
savour of aristocracy even in the capability of telling such a lie.

Had she made Crocker her husband she also would have been
able to drag Castle Hautboy into her daily conversations with
Mrs. Duffer.

At the time of these weddings, the month of August, JEolus had
not even yet come to a positive and actual decision as to Crocker's

fate. Crocker had been suspended; by which act he had been

temporarily expelled from the office, so that his time was all his

own to do what he pleased with it. Whether when suspended he
would receive his salary, no one knew as a certainty. The presump-
tion was that a man suspended would be dismissed, unless he
could succeed in explaining away or diminishing the sin of which
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he had been supposed to be guilty. ^Eolus himself could suspend,
but it required an act on the part of the senior officer to dismiss,
or even to deprive the sinner of any part of his official emoluments.
There had been no explanation possible. No diminishing of the
sin had been attempted. It was acknowledged on all sides that
Crocker had, as Miss Demijohn properly described it, destroyed
Her Majesty's Mail papers. In order that unpardonable delay and
idleness might not be traced home to him, he had torn into frag-
ments a bundle of official documents. His character was so well
known that no one doubted his dismissal. Mr. Jerningham had
spoken of it as a thing accomplished. Bobbin and Geraghty had
been congratulated on their rise in the department.

" Dismissal
B. B." had been recorded, if not in any official book, at any rate in

all official minds. But B. B. himself had as yet decided nothing.
When Crocker attended Lady Amaldina's wedding in his best coat
and gloves he was still under suspension, but trusting to the con-
viction that after so long a reprieve capital punishment would not
be carried out.

Sir Boreas Bodkin had shoved the papers on one side, and, since

that, nothing further had been said on the matter. Weeks had
passed, but no decision had been made public. Sir Boreas was a
man whom the subordinates nearest to him did not like to remind
as to any such duty as this. When a case was " shoved on one
side

"
it was known to be something unpalatable. And yet, as

Mr. Jerningham whispered to George Roden, it was a thing that

ought to be settled.
" He can't come back, you know," he said.

" I dare say he will," said the Duca.

"Impossible! I look upon it as impossible!" This Mr. Jerning-
ham said very seriously.

" There are some people, yoii know," rejoined the other,
" whose

bark is so much worse than their bite."
" I know there are, Mr. Eoden, and Sir Boreas is perhaps one of

them ;
but there arc cases in which to pardon the thing done seems

to be perfectly impossible. This is one of them. If papers are to

be destroyed with impunity, what is to become of the Department ?

I for one should not know how to go on with my duties. Tearing

up papers ! Good Heavens ! When I think of it I doubt whether
I am standing on my head or my heels."

This was very strong language for Mr. Jerningham, who was
not accustomed to find fault with the proceedings of his superiors.
He went about the office all these weeks with a visage of woe and
the air of a man conscious that some great evil was at hand. Sir

Boreas had observed it, and knew well why that visage was so long.

Nevertheless when his eyes fell on that bundle of papers, on the-

Crocker bundle of papers, he only pushed it a little further out of

sight than it was before.

Who does not know how odious a letter will become by being
shoved on one side day after day ? Answer it at the moment, and
it will be nothing. Put it away unread, or at least undigested, for

a, day, and it at once begins to assume ugly proportions. When
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you have been weak enough to let it lie on your desk, or worse

again, hidden in your breast-pocket, for a week or ten days, it will

have become an enemy so strong and so odious that you will not
dare to attack it. It throws a gloom over all your joys. It makes

you cross to your wife, severe to the cook, and critical to your own
wine-cellar. It becomes the Black Care which sits behind you
when you go put a-riding. You have neglected a duty, and have

put yourself in the power of perhaps some vulgar snarler. You
think of destroying it and denying it, dishonestly and falsely, as

Crocker did the mail papers. And yet you must bear yourself all

the time as though there were no load lying near your heart. So
it was with our .ZEolus and the Crocker papers. The papers had
become a great bundle. The unfortunate man had been called upon
for an explanation, and had written a blundering long letter on a

huge sheet of foolscap paper, which Sir Boreas had not read, and
did not mean to read. Large fragments of the torn " mail papers

"

had been found, and were all there. Mr. Jerningham had written
a well-worded lengthy report, which never certainly would be
read. There were former documents in which the existence of the

papers had been denied. Altogether the bundle was big and unholy
and distasteful. Those who knew our .ZEolus well were sure that
he would never even undo the tape by which the bundle was tied.

But something must be done. One month's pay-day had already-
passed since the suspension, and the next was at hand. " Can
anything be settled about Mr. Crocker ?

" asked Mr. Jerningham,
one day about the end of August. Sir Boreas had already sent his

family to a little place he had in the West of Ireland, and was post-

poning his holiday because of this horrid matter. Mr. Jerningham
could never go away till .ZEolus went. Sir Boreas knew all this,
and was thoroughly ashamed of himself.

" Just speak to me about
it to-morrow and we'll settle the matter," he said, in his blandest
voice. Mr. Jerningham retreated from the room frowning. Ac-
cording to his thinking there ought to be nothing to settle.

" D
the fellow," said Sir Boreas, as soon as the door was closed

; and he
gave the papers another shove which sent them off the huge table
on to the floor. Whether it was Mr. Jerningham or Crocker who
was damned, he hardly knew himself. Then he was forced to stoop
to the humility of picking up the bundle.

That afternoon he roused himself. About three o'clock he sent,
not for Mr. Jerningham, but for the Duca. When Roden entered
the room the bundle was before him, but not opened.

" Can you
send for this man and get him here to-day ?

" he asked. The Duca
promised that he would do his best. "I can't bring myself to
recommend his dismissal," he said. The Duca only smiled. " The
poor fellow is just going to be married, you know." The Duca
smiled again. Living in Paradise Eow himself, he knew that the
lady, nee Clara Demijohn, was already the happy wife of Mr.
Tribbledale. But he knew also that after so long an interval
Crocker could not well be dismissed, and he was not ill-natured

enough to rob his chief of so good an excuse. He left the room,
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therefore, declaring that he would cause Crocker to be summoned
immediately.

Crocker was summoned, and came. Had Sir Boreas made up
his mind briefly to dismiss the man, or briefly to forgive him, the
interview would have been unnecessary. As things now were the
man could not certainly be dismissed. Sir Boreas was aware of that.

Nor could he be pardoned without further notice. Crocker entered
the room with that mingling of the bully and the coward in his

appearance which is generally the result when a man who is over-
awed attempts to show that he is not afraid. Sir Boreas passed his

fingers through the hairs on each side of his head, frowned hard,
and, blowing through his nostrils, became at once the .ZEolus that
he had been named

;

Assumes the god,
Affects to nod,

And seems to shake the spheres.

" Mr. Crocker," said the god, laying his hand on the bundle of

papers still tied up in a lump. Then he paused and blew the wrath
out of his nostrils.

"
Sir Boreas, no one can be more sorry for an accident than I am

for that."
" An accident !

"

"
Well, Sir Boreas; I am afraid I shall not make you understand

it all."
" I don't think you will."

"The first paper I did tear up by accident, thinking it was

something done with."
" Then you thought you might as well send the others after it."
" One or two were torn by accident. Then "

"Well!"
" I hope you'll look it over this time, Sir Boreas."
" I have done nothing but look it over, as you call it, since yovr

came into the Department. You've been a disgrace to the office.

You're of no use whatsoever. You give more trouble than all tho

other clerks put together. I'm sick of hearing your name."
" If you'll try me again I'll turn over a new leaf, Sir Boreas."
" I don't believe it for a moment. They tell me you're just going

to be married." Crocker was silent. Could he be expected to cut

the ground from under his own feet at such a moment ?
" For the

young lady's sake, I don't like turning you adrift on the world at

such a time. I only wish that she had a more secure basis for her

happiness.""
She'll be all right," said Crocker. He will probably be thought

to have been justified in carrying on the delusion at such a crisis of

his life.
" But you must take my assurance of this," said ^Eolus, looking

more like the god of storms,
" that no wife or baby, no joy or

trouble, shall eave jou again if you again deserve dismissal."

Crocker with his most affable smile thanked Sir Boreas and with-
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drew. It was said afterwards that Sir Boreas had seen and read

that smile on Eoden's face, had put two and two together in regard
to him, and had become sure that there was to be no marriage.

But, had he lost that excuse, where should he find another ?

CHAPTEE LXII.

"MY MARION."

THE blow came very suddenly at last. About the middle of

September the spirit of Marion Fay flitted away from all its earthly

joys and all its earthly troubles. Lord Hampstead saw her alive for

the last time at that interview which was described a few pages
back. Whenever he proposed to go down again to Pegwell Bay
some objection was made, either by the Quaker or by Mrs. Eoden
on the Quaker's behalf. The doctor, it was alleged, had declared

that such visits were injurious to his patient, or perhaps it was
that Marion had herself said that she was unable to bear the
excitement. There was, no doubt, some truth in this. And Marion
had seen that though she herself could enjoy the boundless love

which her lover tendered to her, telling herself that thougji it was

only for a while, it was very sweet to have it so, yet for him these

meetings were full of agony. But in addition to this there was,
I think, a jealousy on the part of Zachary Fay as to his daughter.
When there was still a question whether the young lord should
be his son-in-law, he had been willing to give way and to sub-
ordinate himself, even though his girl were the one thing left to

him in all the world. While there was an idea that she should
be married, there had accompanied that idea a hope, almost an

expectation, that she might live. But when it was brought home
to him as a fact that her marriage was out of the question because

*
her life was waning, then unconsciously there grew up in his heart
a feeling that the young lord ought not to rob him of what was
left. Had Marion insisted, he would have yielded. Had Mrs.
Eoden told him that it was cruel to separate them, he would have

groaned and given way. As it was, he simply leaned to that view
of the matter which gave him the greatest preponderance with his

own child. It may be that she saw it too, and would not wound
him by asking for her lover's presence.

About the middle of September she died, having written to

Hampstead the very day before her death. Her letters lately had
become but a few words each, which Mrs. Eoden would put into
an envelope and send to their destination. He wrote daily, assuring
her that he would not J/eave his home for a day in order that he
might go to her instantly when she would send for him. To the
last she never gave up the ideti of seeing him again; but at last

the little light flickered out quicker than had been expected.
Mrs. Eoden was at Pegwell .Bay when the end came, and to her
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fell the duty of making it known to Lord Hampstead. She went
up to town immediately, leaving the Quaker in the desolate cottage,
and sent down a note from Holloway to Hendon Hall. " I must
see you as soon as possible. Shall I go to you, or will you come
to me ?

" When she wrote the words she was sure that he would
understand their purport, and yet it was easier to write so than to

tell the cruel truth plainly. The noto was sent down by a

messenger, but Lord Hampstead'in person was the answer.
There was no need of any telling. When he stood before her

dressed from head to foot in black, she took him by the two hands
and looked into his face.

"
It is all over for her," he said,

" tho
trouble and the anguish, and the sense of long dull days to come.

My Marion ! How infinitely she has the best of it ! How glad I

ought to be that it is so !

"

" You must wait, Lord Hampstead," she said.
"
Pray, pray, let me have no consolation. Waiting in the sense

you mean there will be none. For the one relief which will finally
come to mo I must of course wait. Did she say any word that you
would wish to tell me?"

"
Many, many."

" Were they for my ears ?
"

"What other words should she have spoken to me? They
were prayers for your health."

" My health needs not her prayers."
"
Prayers for your soul's health."

"Such praying will be efficacious there, or would bo were

anything needed to make her fit for those angels among whom she

has gone. For me they can do nothing, unless it be that in

knowing how much she loved me I may strive to be as she was."
" And for your happiness."
" Psha !

" he exclaimed.
" You must let me do her commission, Lord Hampstead. I was

to bid you remember that God in His goodness has ordained that

the dead after awhile shall bo remembered only with a softened

sorrow. I was to tell you that as a man you should give your

thoughts to other things. It is not from myself ;
it is from her."

"She did not know. She did not understand. As regards

good and evil she was, to my eyes, perfect ; perfect as she was in

beauty, in grace, and feminine tenderness. But the character of

others she had not learned to read. But I need not trouble you as

to that, Mrs. Eoden. You have been good to her as though you
were her mother, and I will love you for it while I live." Then

he was going away ;
but he turned again to ask some question as

to the funeral. Might he do it? Mrs. Roden shook her head.

"But I shall be there?" To this she assented, but explained to

him -that Zachary Fay would admit of no interference with that

which he considered to be his own privilege and his own duty.

Lord Hampstead had driven hip* self over from Hendon Hall,

and had driven fast. When he
' *

Irs. Roden's house the groom

was driving the dog-cart up aW n Paradise Row. waiting for



330 MAE10N FAY.

his master. But the master walked on out of the Bow, forgetting

altogether the horse and the cart and the man, not knowing whither
he was going.

The blow had come, and though it had been fully expected,

though he had known well that it was coming, it struck him now
as hard, almost harder than if it had not been expected. It seemed
to himself that he was 'unable to endure his sorrow now because he
had been already weakened by such a load of sorrow. Because
he had grieved so much, he could not now bear this further grief.

As he walked on he beat his hands about, unconscious that he was
in the midst of men and women who were gazing at him in the

streets. There was nothing left to him, nothing, nothing, nothing !

He felt that if he could rid himself of his titles, rid himself of his

wealth, rid himself of the very clothes upon his back, it would be
better for him, so that he might not seem to himself to think that
comfort could be found in externals. "

Marion," he said, over and
over again, in little whispered words, but

k
loud enough for his own

ears to hear the sound. And then ho uttered phrases which were
almost fantastic in their woe, but which declared what was and
had been the condition of his mind towards her since she had
become so inexpressibly dear to him. "My wife," he said, "my
own one! Mother of my children. My woman; my countess

; rny
princess. They should have seen. They should have acknowledged.
They should have known whom it was that I had brought among
them

;
of what nature should be the woman whom a man should

set in a high place. I had made my choice; and then that it

should come to this !

" " There is no good to be done," he said

again.
" It all turns to ashes and to dust. The low things of the

world are those which prevail." "Oh, Marion, that I could be
with you! Though it were to be nowhere, though the great
story should have no pathetic ending, though the last long eternal

chapter should be a blank, still to have wandered away with you
would have been something." As soon as he reached his house he
walked straight into the drawing-room, and having carefully closed
the door, he took the poker in his hand and held it clasped there
as something precious.

" It is the only thing of mine," he said,
"that she has touched. Even then I swore to myself that this

hearth should be her hearth ; that here we would sit together, and
be one flesh and one bone." Then surreptitiously he took the bit

of iron away with him, and hid it among his treasures, to the

subsequent dismay of the housemaid.
There came to him a summons from the Quaker to the funeral,

and on the day named, without saying a word to any one, he took
the train and went down to Pegwell Bay. From the moment on
which the messenger had come from Mrs. Eoden he had dressed
himself in black, and he now made no difference in his garments.
Poor Zachary said but little to him ; but that little was very bitter.
" It has been so with all of them," he said.

"
They have all been

ta^en. The Lord cannot strike me again now." Of the highly-
born stranger's grief, or of the cause which brought him there, he
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had not a word to say ; nor did Lord Hampstead speak of his own
sorrow. " I sympathize and condole with you," he said to the old
man. The Quaker shook his head, and after that there was silence
between them till they parted. To the few others who were there
Lord Hampstead did not address himself, nor did they to him.
From the grave, when the clod of earth had been thrown on it, he
walked slowly away, without a sign on his face of that agony which
was rending his heart. There was a carriage there to take him lo
the railway, but he only shook his head when he was invited to
enter it. He walked off and wandered about for hours, till ho
thought that the graveyard would be deserted. Then he returned,
and when he found himself alone he stood over the newly heaped-
up soil. "Marion," he said to himself over and over again,
whispering as he stood there.

"
Marion, Marion

; my wife
; my

woman." As he stood by the grave side, one came softly stealing
up to him, and laid a hand upon his shoulder. He turned round
quickly, and saw that it was the bereaved father. " Mr. Fay," he
said,

" we have both lost the only thing that either of us valued."
"What is it to thee, who are young, and hardly knew her

twelve months since ?
"

" Months make no difference, I think."
" But old age, my lord, and childishness, and solitude

"
"

I, too, am alone."

"She was my daughter, my own. Thou hadst seen a pretty
face, and that was all. She had remained with me when those
others died. Had thou not come "

" Did my coming kill her, Mr. Fay ?
"

" I do not say that. Thou hast been good 'to her, and I would
not say a hard word to thee."

"
I did think that nothing could have added to my sorrow."

"No, my lord; no, no. She would have died. She was her
dear mother's child, and she was doomed. Go away, and bo
thankful that thou, too, hast not become the father of children
born only to perish in your sight. I will not say an unkind word,
but I would wish to have my girl's grave to myself." Upon this

Lord Hampstead walked off, and went back to his own home,
hardly knowing how he reached it.

It was a month after this that he returned to the churchyard,
and might have been seen sitting on the small stone slab which the

Quaker had already caused to be laid over the grave. It was a
fine October evening, and the sombre gloom of the hours was

already darkening everything around. He had crept into the

enclosure silently, almost slily, so as to insure himself that his

presence should not be noted; and now, made confident by the

coming darkness, he had seated himself on the stone. During the

long hours that he sat there no word was formed within his lips,

but he surrendered himself entirely to thoughts of what his life

might have been had she been spared to him. Ho had come them
for a purpose, the very opposite of that; but how often does it

come to pass that we are unable to drive our thoughts into that
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channel in which we wish them to flow ? He had thought much
of her last words, and was minded to attempt to do something as
she would have had him do it ; not that he might enjoy his life,

but that he might make it useful. But as ho sat there, he could
not think of the real future, not of the future as it might be made
to take this or that form by his own efforts

;
but of the future as it

would have been had she been with him, of the glorious, bright,
beautiful future which her love, her goodness, her beauty, her
tenderness would have illuminated.

Till he had seen her his heart had never been struck. Ideas,

sufficiently pleasant in themselves, though tinged with a certain

irony and sarcasm, had been frequent with him as to his future
career. He would leave that building up of a future family of

Marquises, if future Marquises there were to be, to one of those

young darlings whose briuging-up would manifestly fit them for

the work. For himself he would perhaps philosophize, perhaps do
something that might be of service, would indulge at any rate his

own views as to humanity ;
but he would not burden himself with

a Countess and a nursery full of young lords and ladies. He had
often said to Eoden, had often said to Vivian, that her ladyship,
his stepmother, need not trouble herself. He certainly would not
be guilty of making either a Countess or a Marchioness. They, of

course, had laughed at him, and had bid him bide his time. He
had bided his time, as they had said, and Marion Fay had been
the result.

Yes; life would have been worth the having if Marion Fay
had remained to him. It was thus he communed with himself as
he sat there on the tomb. From the moment in which he had first

seen her in Mrs. Koden's house he had felt that things were changed
with him. There had come a vision before him which filled him.

full of delight. As he learned to know the tones of her voice, and
the motion of her limbs, and to succumb to the feminine charms
with which she enveloped him, all the world was brightened up to

his view. Here there was no pretence of special blood, no assumption
of fantastic titles, no claim to superiority because of fathers and
mothers who were in themselves by no means superior to their

neighbours. And yet there had been all the grace, all the loveliness,
all the tenderness, without which his senses would not have been

captivated. He had never known his want
;

but he had in truth
wanted one who should be at all points a lady, and yet not insist

on a right to be so esteemed on the strength of inherited privileges.

Chance, good fortune, providence had sent her to him, or more

probably the eternal fitness of things, as he had allowed himself to

argue when things had fallen out so well to his liking. Then there

had arisen difficulties, which had seemed to him to be vain and
absurd, though they would not allow themselves to be at once

swept away. They had talked to him of his station and of hers,

making that an obstacle which to him had been a strong argument
in favour of her love. Against this he had done battle with the

resolute purpose which a man has who is sure, of his cause. He
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would have none of their sophistries, none of their fears, none of
their old-fashioned absurdities. Did she love him ? Was her heart
to him as was his to her? That was the one question on which
it must all depend. As he thought of it all, sitting there on the

tombstone, he put out his arm as though to fold her form to his
bosom when he thought of the moment in which he became sure
that it was so. There had been no doubt of the full-flowing current
of her love. Then he had aroused himself, and had shaken his
mane like a lion, and had sworn aloud that this vain obstacle should
be no obstacle, even though it was pleaded by herself. Nature had
been strong enough within him to assure him that he would over-
come the obstacle.

And he had overcome it, or was overcoming it, when that
other barrier gradually presented itself, and loomed day by day
terribly large before his affrighted eyes. Even to that he would
not yield, not only as regarded her but himself also. Had thcro

been no such barrier, the possession of Marion would have been to

him an assurance of perfect bliss which the prospect of far-distant

death would not have affected. When he began to perceive that

her condition was not as that of other young women, he became
aware of a great danger, of a danger to himself as well as to her,
to himself rather than to her. This increased rather than dimin-

ished his desire for the possession. As the ardent rider will bo
more intent to take the fence when it looms before him large and

difficult, so with him the resolution to make Marion his wife became
the stronger when he knew that there were reasons of prudence,
reasons of caution, reasons of worldly wisdom, why he should not

do so. It had become a religion to him that she should be his one.

Then gradually her strength had become known to him, and slowly
he was made aware that he must bow to her decision. All that ho

wanted in all the world he must not have, not that the love which

he craved was wanting, but because she knew that her own doom
was fixed.

She had bade him retrick his beams, and take the light and tho

splendour of his sun elsewhere. The light and the splendour of

his sun had all passed from him. She had absorbed them alto-

I Aether. He, while he had been boasting to himself of his power
aid his manliness, in that he would certainly overcome all tho

barriers, had found himself to be weak as water in her hands. She,

in her soft feminine tones, had told him what duty had required of

her, and, as she had said so she had done. Then ho had stood on

one side, and had remained looking on, till she had gone away
and left him. She had never been his. It had not been allowed

to him even to write his name, as belonging also to her, on tho

gravestone.
But she had loved him. There was nothing in it all but this to

which his mind could revert with any feeling of satisfaction. She

had certainly loved him. If such love might bo continued between

a disembodied spirit and one still upon tho earth, if there were

nny spirit capable of love after that divorce between the soul and
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the body, her love certainly would still be true to him. Most

assuredly his should be true to her. Whatever he might do towards

obeying her in striving to form some manly purpose for his life, he
would never ask another woman to be his wife, he would never look

for other love. The black coat should be laid aside as soon as

might be, so that the world around him should not have cause for

remark ;
but the mourning should never be taken from his heart.

Then, when the darkness of night had quite come upon him, he
arose from his seat, and flinging himself on his knees, stretched his

arms wildly across the grave.
"
Marion," he said

;

" Marion
; oh,

Marion, will you hear me ? Though gone from me, art thou not
mine?" He looked up into the night, and there, before his eyes,
was her figure, beautiful as ever, with all her loveliness of half-

developed form, with her soft hair upon her shoulders
;
and her

eyes beamed on him, and a heavenly smile came across her face,

and her lips moved as though she would encourage him. " My
Marion

; my wife !

"

Very late that night the servants heard him as he opened the

door and walked across the hall, and made his way up to his own
a-oom.

CHAPTEE LXIIL

MB. GREENWOOD'S LAST BATTLE.

DOBING the whole of that long summer nothing was absolutely
arranged as to Eoden and Lady Frances, though it was known to

all London, and to a great many persons outside of London, that

they were certainly to become man and wife. The summer was
very long to Lord and Lady Trafford because of the necessity
incumbent on them of remaining through the last dregs of the

season on account of Lady Amaldina's marriage. Had Lady
Amaldina thrown herself away on another Eoden the aunt would
have no doubt gone to the country ; but her niece had done her

duty in life with so much propriety and success that it would have
been indecent to desert her. Lady Kingsbury therefore remained
in Park Lane, and was driven to endure frequently the sight of the
Post Office clerk.

For George Eoden was admitted to the house even though it

was at last acknowledged that he must be George Eoden, and

nothing more. And it was found also that he must be a Post
Office clerk, and nothing more. Lord Persiflage, on whom Lady
Kingsbury chiefly depended for seeing that her own darlings should
not be disgraced by being made brothers-in-law to anything so
low as a clerk in the Post Office, was angry at last, and declared
that it was impossible to help a man who would not help himself.
"
It is no use trying to pick a man up who will lie in the gutter."

It was thus he spoke of Eoden in his anger ;
and then the Mar-
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chioness would wring her hands and abuse her stepdaughter. Lord
Persiflage did think that something might be done for the young
man if the young man would only allow himself to be called a
Duke. But the young man would not allow it, and Lord Persiflage
did not see what could be done. Nevertheless there was a general
idea abroad in the world that something would be done. Even the

mysterious savour of high rank which attached itself to the young
man would do something for him.

It may be remembered that the Marquis himself, when first the
fact had come to his ears that his daughter loved the young man,
had been almost as ferociously angry as his wife. He had assented
to the carrying of her away to the Saxon castle. He had frowned

upon her. He had been a party to the expelling her from his own
house. But gradually his heart had become softened towards her ;

in his illness he had repented of his harshness
; he had not borne

her continued absence easily, and had of late looked about for an
excuse for accepting her lover. When the man was discovered to

be a Duke, though it was only an Italian Duke, of course he ac-

cepted him. Now his wife told him daily that Eoden was not a

Duke, because he would not accept his Dukedom, and ought
therefore again to be rejected. Lord Persiflage had declared that

nothing could be done for him, and therefore he ought to be

rejected. But the Marquis clung to his daughter. As the man
was absolutely a Duke, according to the laws of all the Heralds,
and all the Courts, and all the tables of precedency and usages of

peerage in Christendom, he could not de-grade himself even by
any motion of his own. He was the eldest and the legitimate soil

of the last Duca di Crinola, so the Marquis said, and as such
was a fitting aspirant for the hand of the daughter of an English

peer. "But he hasn't got a shilling," said Lady Kingsbury,
weeping. The Marquis felt that it was within his own power to

produce some remedy for this evil, but he did not care to say as

much to his wife, who was tender on that point in regard to the

interest of her three darlings. Koden continued his visits to Park
Lane very frequently all through the summer, and had already

arranged for an autumn visit to Castle Hautboy, in spite of that

angry word spoken by Lord Persiflage. Everybody knew he was
to marry Lady Frances. But when the season was over, and all

the world had flitted from London, nothing was settled.

Lady Kingsbury was of course very unhappy during all this

time ;
but there was a source of misery deeper, more pressing, more

crushing than even the Post Office clerk. Mr. Greenwood, the late

chaplain, had, during his last interview with the Marquis, ex-

pressed some noble sentiments. He would betray nothing that

had been said to him in confidence. He would do nothing that

could annoy the Marchioness, because the Marchioness was a lady,

and as such, entitled to all courtesy from him as a gentleman.
There were grounds no doubt on which he could found a claim,

but he would not insist on them, as his doing so would be dis-

tasteful to her ladyship. He felt that he was being ill-treated,

2o
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almost robbed ;
but he would put up with that rather than say a

word which would come against his own conscience as a gentleman.
With these high assurances he took his leave of the Marquis as

though he intended to put up with the beggarly stipend of 200 a

year which the Marquis had promised him. Perhaps that had been
his intention ;

but before two days were over he had remembered
that though it might be base to tell her ladyship's secrets, the

penny-post was still open to him.

It certainly was the case that Lady Kingsbury had spoken to

him with strong hopes of the death of the heir to the title. Mr.
Greenwood, in discussing the matter with himself, went beyond
that, and declared to himself that she had done so with expectation
as well as hope. Fearful words had been said. So he assured

himself. He thanked his God that nothing had come of it. Only
for him something, he assured himself, would have come of it.

The whisperings in that upstairs sitting-room at Trafford had been
dreadful. He had divulged nothing. He had held his tongue,
like a gentleman. But ought he not to be paid for holding his

tongue ? There are so many who act honestly from noble motives,
and then feel that their honesty should be rewarded by all those

gains which dishonesty might have procured for them ! About a

fortnight after the visit which Mr. Greenwood made to the Marquis
he did write a letter to the Marchioness. " I am not anxious," he

said,
" to do more than remind your ladyship of those peculiarly

confidential discussions which took place between yourself and me
at Trafford during the last winter

;
but I think you will acknow-

ledge that they were of a nature to make me feel that I should not

be discarded like an old glove. If you would tell his lordship that

something should be done for me, something would be done." Her

ladyship when she received this was very much frightened. She
remembered the expressions she had allowed herself to use, and did

say a hesitating, halting word to her husband, suggesting that

Mr. Greenwood's pension should be increased. The Marquis turned

upon her in anger. "Did you ever promise him anything?" he
asked. No

;
she had promised him nothing.

" I am giving him
more than he deserves, and will do no more," said the Marquis.
There was something in his voice which forbade her to speak
another word.

Mr. Greenwood's letter having remained for ten days without.

an answer, there came another.
"
I cannot but think that you will

acknowledge my right to expect an answer," he said,
"
considering

the many years through which I have enjoyed the privilege of your

ladyship's friendship, and the very confidential terms on which we
have been used to discuss matters of the highest interest to us

both." The " matters
" had no doubt been the probability of the

accession to the title of her own son through the demise of his

elder brother ! She understood now all her own folly, and some-

thing of her own wickedness. To this second appeal she wrote a

short answer, having laid awake over it one entire night.
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" DEAR MR. GREENWOOD, I have spoken to the Marquis, and
lie -will do nothing.

" Yours truly,
"C. KINCSBURY."

This she did without saying a word to her husband.
Then, after the interval of a few days, there came a third letter.

"My DEAR LADY KINGSBURY,
"I cannot allow myself to think that this should be

fche end of it all, after so many years of social intimacy and confi-
dential intercourse. Can you yourself imagine the condition of a
gentleman of my age reduced after a life of ease and comfort to
exist on a miserable pension of 200 a year? It simply means
death, death! Have I not a right to expect something better
after the devotion of a life ?

" Who has known as well as I the stumbling-blocks to your
ladyship's ambition which have been found in the existences of
Lord Hampstead and Lady Frances Trafford ? I have sympathized
with you no doubt, partly because of their peculiarities, partly
from sincere affection for your ladyship. It cannot surely be that

your ladyship should now treat me as an enemy because I could
do no more than sympathize !

"
Dig I cannot. To beg I am ashamed. You will hardly wish

that I should perish from want. I have not as yet been driven to

open out my sad case to any one but yourself. Do not force me
to it, for the sake of those darling children for whose welfare I

have ever been so anxious.
" Believe me to be,

" Your ladyship's most devoted and faithful friend,
"THOMAS GREENWOOD."

This epistle so frightened her that she began to consider how
she might best collect together a sufficient sum of money to satisfy
the man. She did succeed in sending him a note for 50. But
this he was too wary to take. He returned it, saying that he could

not, though steeped in poverty, accept chance eleemosynary aid.

What he required, and had he thought a right to ask, was an
increase to the fixed stipend allowed him. He must, he thought,

again force himself upon the presence of the Marquis, and explain
the nature of the demand more explicitly.

Upon this Lady Kingsbury showed all the letters to her husband.
" What does lie mean by stumbling-blocks ?

"
asked the Marquis iu

his wrath. Then there was a scene which was sad enough. Sho
had to confess that she had spoken very freely to the chaplain

respecting her step-children.
"
Freely ! What does freely mean ?

Do you want them out of the way?" What a question for a

husband to have to ask his wife ! But she had a door by which
she could partly escape. It was not that she had wanted them out

of the way, but that she had been so horrified by what she had
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thought to be their very improper ideas as to their own rank of
life. Those marriages which they had intended had caused her to

speak as she had done to the chaplain. When alone at Trafford
she had no doubt opened her mind to the clergyman. She rested

a great deal on the undoubted fact that Mr. Greenwood was a

clergyman. Hampstead and Fanny had been stumbling-blocks to

her ambition because she had desired to see them married properly
into proper families. She probably thought that she was telling
the truth as she said all this. It was at any rate accepted as truth,
and she was condoned. As to Hampstead, it was known by this

time that that marriage could never take place ;
and as to Lady

Frances, the Marchioness was driven, in her present misery, to

confess, that as the Duca was in truth a Duca, his family must be
held to be proper.

But the Marquis sent for Mr. Gumming, his London solicitor,
and put all the letters into his hand, with such explanation as he

thought necessary to give. Mr. Gumming at first recommended
that the pension should be altogether stopped ;

but to this the

Marquis did not consent. " It would not suit me that he should

starve," said the Marquis.
" But if he continues to write to her

ladyship something must be done."
"
Threatening letters to extort money !

"
said the lawyer confi-

dently.
" I can have him before a magistrate to-morrow, my lord,

if it be thought well." It was, however, felt to be expedient that
Mr. Gumming should in the first case send for Mr. Greenwood, and
explain to that gentleman the nature of the law.

Mr. Gumming no doubt felt himself that it would be well that
Mr. Greenwood should not starve, and well also that application
should not be made to the magistrate, unless as a last resort. He,
too, asked himself what was meant by

"
stumbling-blocks." Mr.

Greenwood was a greedy rascal, descending to the lowest depth of

villany with the view of making money out of the fears of a silly
woman. But the silly woman, the lawyer thought, must have been
almost worse than silly. It seemed natural to Mr. Gumming that
a stepmother should be anxious for the worldly welfare of her own
children ;

not unnatural, perhaps, that she should be so anxious
as to have a feeling at her heart amounting almost to a wish that
" chance " should remove the obstacle. Chance, as Mr. Gumming
was aware, could in such a case mean only death. Mr. Gumming,
when he put this in plain terms to himself, felt it to be very horrid -

T

but there might be a doubt whether such a feeling would be crimi-

nal, if backed up by no deed and expressed by no word. But here
it seemed that words had been spoken. Mr. Greenwood had
probably invented that particular phrase, but would hardly have
invented it , unless something had been said to justify it. It was
his business, however, to crush Mr. Greenwood, and not to expose
her ladyship. He wrote a very civil note to Mr. Greenwood.
Would Mr. Greenwood do him the kindness to call in Bedford Bow
at such or such an hour, or indeed at any other hour that might
suit him. Mr. Greenwood, thinking much of it, and resolving jin
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his mind that any increase to his pension might probably be made
through Mr. Gumming, did as he was bid, and waited upon the
lawyer.

Mr. Gumming, when the clergyman was shown in, was seated
with the letters before him, the various letters which Mr. Green-
wood had written to Lady Kingsbury, folded out one over another,
so that the visitor's eye might see them and feel their presence ;

but he did not intend to use them unless of necessity. "Mr!
Greenwood," he said,

" I learn that you are discontented with the
amount of a retiring allowance which the Marquis of Kingsbury
has made you on leaving his service."

" I am, Mr. Gumming; certainly I am. 200 a year is not "
" Let us call it 300, Mr. Greenwood."
"
Well, yes ; Lord Hampstead did say something

"

"And has paid something. Let us call it 300. Not that the
amount matters. The Marquis and Lord Hampstead are deter-
mined not to increase it."

"Determined!"
"
Quite determined that under no circumstances will they increase

it. They may find it necessary to stop it."

"Is this a threat?"
"
Certainly it is a threat, as far as it goes. There is another

threat which I may have to make for the sake of coercing you ;
but

I do not wish to use it if I can do without it."
' Her ladyship knows that I am ill-treated in this matter. She

sent me 50 and I returned it. It was not in that way that I
wished to be paid for my services."

" It was well for you that you did. But for that I could not

certainly have asked you to come and see me here."
" You could not ?

"

"No; I could not. You will probably understand what I
mean." Here Mr. Gumming laid his hands upon the letters, but
made no other allusion to them. "A very few words more will, I

think, settle all that there is to be arranged between us. The
Marquis, from certain reasons of humanity, with which I for one

hardly sympathize in this case, is most unwilling to stop, or even
to lessen, the ample pension which is paid to you."

"
Ample ;

after a whole lifetime !

"

"But he will do so if you write any further letters to any
member of his family."

" That is tyranny, Mr. Gumming."
"Very well. Then is the Marquis a tyrant. But ho will go

further than that in his tyranny. If it be necessary to defend

either himself or any of his family from further annoyance, he will

do so by criminal proceedings. You are probably aware that the

doing this would be very disagreeable to the Marquis. Un-
doubtedly it would. To such a man as Lord Kingsbury it is a

great trouble to have his own name, or worse, that of others of his

family, brought into a Police Court. But, if necessary, it will be

done. I do not ask you for any assurance, Mr. Greenwood, because

1' c 3
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it may be well that you should take a little time to think of it.

But unless you are willing to lose your income, and to be taken
before a police magistrate for endeavouring to extort money by
threatening letters, you had better hold your hand."

" I have never threatened."
" Good morning, Mr. Greenwood."
" Mr. Gumming, I have threatened no one."
" Good morning, Mr. Greenwood." Then the discarded chaplain

took his leave, failing to find the words with which he could

(satisfactorily express his sense of the injury which had been
done him.

Before that day was over he had made up his mind to take his

300 a year and be silent. The Marquis, he now found, was not so

infirm as he had thought, nor the Marchioness quite so full of fears.

He must give it up, and take his pittance. But in doing so he
continued to assure himself that he was greatly injured, and did
not cease to accuse Lord Kingsbury of sordid parsimony in refusing
to reward adequately one whose services to the family had been sa
faithful and long-enduring.

It may, however, be understood that in the midst of troubles-

such as these Lady Kingsbury did not pass a pleasant summer.

CHAPTER LXIY.

THE REGISTRAR OF STATE RECORDS/

ALTHOUGH Lord Persiflage had seemed to be very angry with the
recusant Duke, and had made that uncivil speech about the gutter,
still he was quite willing that George Eoden should be asked down
to Castle Hautboy.

" Of course we must do something for him,"
he said to his wife ;

" but I hate scrupulous men. I don't blame
him at all for making such a girl as Fanny fall in love with him.
If I were a Post Office clerk I'd do the same if I could."

" Not you. You wouldn't have given yourself the trouble."

"But when I had done it I wouldn't have given her friends

more trouble than was necessary. I should have known that they
would have had to drag me up somewhere. I should have looked
for that. But I shouldn't have made myself difficult when chance

gave a helping hand. "Why shouldn't he have taken his title ?
"

" Of course we all wish he would."
"
Fanny is as bad as he is. She has caught some of Hampstead's

levelling ideas and encourages the young man. It was all Kings-
bury's fault from the first. He began the world wrong, and now
he cannot get himself right again. A radical aristocrat is a
contradiction in terms. It is very well that there should be
Radicals. It would be a stupid do-nothing world without them.
But a man can't be oil and vinegar at the same time." This was
the expression made by Lord Persiflage of his general ideas on
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politics in reference to George Eoden and his connection with the
Trafford family ;

but not the less was George Eoden asked down to

Castle Hautboy. Lady Frances was not to be thrown over because
she had made a fool of herself, nor was George Koden to be left

out in the cold, belonging as he did now to Lady Frances. Lord
Persiflage never approved very much of anybody, but he never
threw anybody over.

It was soon after the funeral of Marion Fay that Eoden went
clown to Cumberland. During the last two months of Marion's
illness Hampstead and Eoden had been very often together. Not
that they had lived together, as Hampstead had declared himself

unable to bear continued society. His hours had been passed
alone. But there had not been many days in which the friends had
not seen each other for a few minutes. It had become a habit with

Hampstead to ride over to Paradise Eow when Eoden had returned
from the office. At first Mrs. Eoden also had been there; but

latterly she had spent her time altogether at Pegwell Bay. Never-
theless Lord Hampstead would come, and would say a few words,
and would then ride home again. When all was over at Pegwell

Bay, when the funeral was at hand, and during the few days of

absolutely prostrating grief which followed it, nothing was seen of

him
;

but on the evening before his friend's journey down to

Castle Hautboy he again appeared in the Eow. On this occasion

he walked over, and his friend returned with him a part of the

way.
" You must do something with yourself," Eoden said to him.

" I see no need of doing anything special. How many men do

nothing with themselves !

"

" Men either work or play."
" I do not think I shall play much."
" Not for a time certainly. You used to play ;

but I can imagine
that the power of doing so will have deserted you."

"
I shan't hunt, if you mean that."

" I do not mean that at all," said Eoden ;

" but that you should

do something. There must be some occupation, or life will be

insupportable."
" It is insupportable," said the young man, looking away, so that

his countenance should not be seen.
" But it must be supported. Let the load be ever so heavy, it

must be earned. You would not destroy yourself?
"

No ;
"said the other slowly ;" no. I would not do that. If

any one would do it for me !

"

"No one will do it for you. Not to have some plan of active

life, some defined labour by which the weariness of the time may be

conquered, would be a weakness and a cowardice next door to that

of suicide."
"
Eoden," said the lord,

"
your severity is brutal."

" The question is whether it be true. You shall call it what

you like, or call me what you like ;
but can you contradict what I

say ? Do you not feel that it is your duty as a man to apply what

intellect you have, and what strength, to some purpose ?
"
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Then, by degrees, Lord Hampstead did explain the purpose he
had before him. He intended to have a yacht built, and start

alone, and cruise about the face of the world. He would take
books with him, and study the peoples and the countries which he
visited."

" Alone ?
" asked Eoden.

"
Yes, alone

;
as far as a man may be alone with a crew and a

captain around him. I shall make acquaintances as I go, and shall

be able to bear them as such. They will know nothing of my secret

wound. Had I you with me, you and my sister let us suppose,
or Vivian, or any one from here who had known me, I could not
even struggle to raise my head."

"
It would wear off."

"I will go alone; and if occasion offers I will make fresh

acquaintances. I will begin another life which shall have no
connection with the old one, except that which will be continued

by the thread of my own memory. No one shall be near me who
may even think of her name when my own ways and manners are

called in question." He went on to explain that he would set

himself to work at once. The ship must be built, and the crew

collected, and the stores prepared. He thought that in this way he

might find employment for himself till the spring. In the spring,
if all was ready, he would start. Till that time came he would live

at Hendon Hall, still alone. He so far relented, however, as to

say that if his sister was married before he began his wanderings he
would be present at her marriage.

Early in the course of the evening he had explained to Eoden
that his father and he had conjointly arranged to give Lady
Frances 40,000 on her wedding.

" Can that be necessary ?
"
asked

Eoden.
" You must live

;
and as you have gone into a nest with the

drones, you must live in some sort as the drones do."
" I hope I shall never be a drone."
" You cannot touch pitch and not be defiled. You'll be expected

to wear gloves and drink fine wine, or, at any rate, to give it to

your friends. Your wife will have to ride in a coach. If she don't

people will point at her, and think she's a pauper, because she has
a handle to her name. They talk of the upper ten thousand. It is

as hard to get out from among them as it is to get in among them.

Though you have been wonderfully stout about the Italian title,

you'll find that it will stick to you." Then it was explained that
the money, which was to be given, would in no wise interfere with
the "

darlings." Whatever was to be added to the fortune which
would naturally have belonged to Lady Frances, would come not
from her father but from her brother.

When Eoden arrived at Castle Hautboy Lord Persiflage was
there, though he remained but for a day. He was due to be with
the Queen for a month, a duty which was evidently much to his

taste, though he affected to frown over it as a hardship.
" I am

sorry, Eoden," he said,
" that I should be obliged to leave you and
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everybody else
; but a Government hack, you know, has to be :i

Government hack." This was rather strong from a Secretary of
State to a Clerk in the Post Office ; but Boden had to let it pass
lest he should give an opening to some remark on his own
repudiated rank. "

I shall be back before you are gone, I hope,
and then perhaps we may arrange something." The only thing
that Eodeu wished to arrange was a day for his own wedding, as
to which, as far as he knew, Lord Persiflage could have nothing
to say.

" I don't think you ought to be sorry," Lady Frances said to
her lover as they were wandering about on the mountains. He
had endeavoured to explain to her that this large income which
was now promised to him rather impeded than assisted the scheme
of life which he had suggested to himself.

" Not sorry, but disappointed, if you know the difference."
" Not exactly."" I had wanted to feel that I should earn my wife's bread."
" So you shall. If a man works honestly for his living, I don't

think he need inquire too curiously what proportion of it may come
from his own labour or from some other source. If I had had
nothing we should have done very well without the coach, as poor
Hampstead calls it. But if the coach is there I don't see why we
shouldn't ride in it."

" I should like to earn the coach too," said Eoden.
"
This, sir, will be a lesson serviceable in teaching you that you

are not to be allowed to have your own way in everything."
An additional leave of absence for a month had been accorded

to Eoden. He had already been absent during a considerable time-

in the spring of the year, and in the ordinary course of events

would not have been entitled to this prolonged indulgence. But
there were reasons deemed to be sufficient. He was going to meet
a Cabinet Minister. Ho was engaged to marry the daughter of a

Marquis. And it was known that ho was not simply George
Eoden, but in truth the Duca di Crinola. He had suffered some

qualms of conscience as to the favour to be thus shown him, but
had quieted them by the idea that when a man is in love something

special ought to be done for him. He remained, therefore, till tho

Foreign Secretary returned from his royal service, and had by that

time fixed the period of his marriage. It was to take place in the

cold comfortless month of March. It would be a great thing, ho

had said, to have Hampstead present at it, and it was Hampstead's
intention to start on his long travels early in April.

"
I don't see

why people shouldn't be married in cold weather as well as in hot,"

said Vivian.
" Brides need not go about always in muslin."

When Lord Persiflage returned to Castle Hautboy, he had his

plan ready arranged for relieving his future half-nephew-in-huv,
if there be such a relationship, from the ignominy of the Post

Office.
" I have Her Majesty's permission," he said to Eoden,

" to

offer you the position of Ecgistrar of State Eecords to tho Foreign
Office."
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"
Eegistrar of State Eecords to the Foreign Office !

"

" Fifteen hundred a year," said his lordship, going off at once
to this one point of true vital importance.

" I am bound to say
that I think I could have done better for you had you consented
to bear the title, which is as completely your own, as is that mine
by which I am called."

" Don't let us go back to that, my lord."
" Oh no

; certainly not. Only this
;
if you could be brought to

think better of it, if Fanny could be induced to make you think
better of it, the office now offered to you would, I think, be more
comfortable to you."

"How so?"
" I can hardly explain, but it would. There is no reason on

earth why it should not be held by an Italian. We had an Italian

for many years librarian at the Museum. And as an Italian you
would of course be entitled to call yourself by your hereditary
title."

" I shall never be other than an Englishman."
"Very well. One man may lead a horse 'to water, but a

thousand cannot make him drink. I only tell you what would be
the case. The title would no doubt give a prestige to' the new
office. It is exactly that kind of work which would fall readily
into the hands of a foreigner of high rank. One cannot explain
these things, but it is so. The 1500-a year would more probably
become 2000 if you submitted to be called by your own proper
name." Everybody knew that Lord Persiflage understood the

Civil Service of his country perfectly. He was a man who never
worked very hard himself, or expected those under him to do so

;

but he liked common sense, and hated scruples, and he considered
it to be a man's duty to take care of himself, of himself first of

all, and then, perhaps, afterwards, of the Service.

Neither did Eoden nor did Lady Frances give way a bit the
more for this. They were persistent in clinging to their old com-

paratively humble English name. Lady Frances would be Lady
Frances to the end, but she would be no more than Lady Frances
Koden. And George Eoden would be George Eoden, whether a
elerk in the Post Office or Eegistrar of State Eecords to the Foreign
Office. So much the next new bride declared with great energy to

the last new bride who had just returned from her short wedding
tour, having been hurried home so that her husband might be able

to lay the first stone of the new bridge to be built over the Menai
Straits. Lady Llwddythlw, with all the composed manners of a

steady matron, was at Castle Hautboy, and used all her powers of

persuasion.
" Never mind, my dear, what he says," Lady

Llwddythlw urged.
" What you should think of is what will be

good for him. He would be somebody, almost as good as an
Under Secretary of State, with a title. He would get to be con-
sidered among the big official swells. There is so much in a name !

Of course, you've got your rank. But you ought to insist on it for

his sake."
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Lady Frances did not give way in the least, nor did any on'o
venture to call the Duca by his title, formally or openly. But, as
Lord Hampstead had said,

"
it stuck to him." The women when

they were alone with him would call him Duca, joking with him
;

and it was out of the question that he should be angry with them
for their jokes. He became aware that behind his back he was
always spoken of as The Duke, and that this was not done with
any idea of laughing at him. The people around him believed
that he was a Duke and ought to be called a Duke. Of course it

was in joke that Lady Llwddythlw always called Lady Frances
Duchessina when they were together, because Lady Frances hart

certainly not as yet acquired her right to the name; but it all

tended to the same point. He became aware that the very
servants around him understood it. They did not call him "

your
grace," or " my lord," or make spoken allusion to his rank ; but
they looked it. All that obsequiousness duo to an hereditary
nobleman, which is dear to the domestic heart, was paid to him.
He found himself called upon by Lady Presiflage to go into tho

dining-room out of his proper place. There was a fair excuse for

this while the party was small, and confined to few beyond the

family, as it was expected that the two declared lovers should sit

together. But when this had been done with a larger parly ho

expostulated with his hostess.
" My dear Mr. Itoden," she said," I suppose I must call you so."

"
It's my name at any rate."

" There are certain points on which, as far as I can see, a man
may be allowed to have his way, and certain points on which hu

may not."
" As to his own name "

" Yes ;
on the matter of your name. I do not see my way how-

to get the "better of you just at present, though on account of my
near connection with Fanny I am very anxious to do so. But as

to the fact of your rank, there it is. Whenever I see you, and I

hope I shall see you very often, I shall always suppose that I see

an Italian nobleman of the first class, and shall treat you so." IIo

shrugged his shoulders, feeling that he had nothing else to do.
" If I were to find myself in the society of some man calling himself

by a title to which I knew that he had no right, I should

probably call him by no name; but I should be very careful not
to treat him as a nobleman, knowing that he had no right to bo
so treated. What can I do in your case but just reverse the

position ?
"

He never went back to the Post Office, of course. What should

a Registrar of State Eecords to the Foreign Office do in so humble
an establishment ? He never went back for the purposes of work.

He called to bid farewell to Sir Boreas, Mr. Jeruingham, Crocker,

and others with whom he had served.
"
I did not think we should

see much more of you," said Sir Boreas, laughing.
" I intended to live and die with you," said Eoden.
" We don't have dukes ;

or at any rate we don't keep them.
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Like to like is a motto which I always find true. When I heard
that you were living with a young lord, and were going to marry
the daughter of a marquis, and had a title of your own which you
could use as soon as you pleased, I knew that I should lose you."
Then he added in a little whisper,

" You couldn't get Crocker made
a duke, could you, or a Eegistrar of Eecords ?

"

Mr. Jerningham was full of smiles and bows, pervaded thoroughly
by a feeling that he was bidding farewell to an august nobleman,
though, for negative reasons, he was not to be allowed to gratify
his tongue by naming the august name. Crocker was a little shy ;

but he plucked up his courage at last.
" I shall always know

what I know, you know," he said, as he shook hands with the
friend to whom he had been so much attached. Bobbin and

Geraghty made no allusions to the title, but they, too, as they were

severally greeted, were evidently under the influence of the nobility
of their late brother clerk.

The marriage was duly solemnized when March came in the

Sarish
church of Trafford. There was nothing grand, no even

istant imitation of Lady Amaldina's glorious cavalcade. Hamp-
stead did come down, and endeavoured for the occasion to fit him-
self for the joy of the day. His ship was ready for him, and he
intended to start now in a week or two. As it happened that the
House was not sitting, Lord Llwddythlw, at the instigation of his

wife, was present.
" One good turn deserves another," Lady

Llwddythlw had said to him. And the darlings were there in all

their glory, loud, beautiful, and unruly. Lady Kingsbury was of

course present ;
but was too much in abeyance to be able to arouse

even a sign of displeasure. Since that reference to the "
stumbling-

blocks
" had reached her husband, and since those fears with

which Mr. Greenwood had filled her, she had been
^
awed into

quiescence.
The bridegroom was of course married under the simple name

of George Koden, and we must part with him under that name ;

but it is the belief of the present chronicler that the aristocratic

element will prevail, and that the time will come soon in which the

Eegistrar of State Eecords to the Foreign Office will be known in

the purlieus of Downing Street as the Duca di Crinola.

THE END.
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The Chaplain of the Fleet.
The Orange Girl.
For Faith and Freedom.
Children of Gibeon.

LARGE TYPE, FINK PAPER EDITION -

Svo, cloth, gilt top, 23. net each ; leather,

gilt edges, 35. net each.

All Sorts and Conditions of Man.
London.

Demy Svo, cloth, js. (xt. each.

London. With 125 Illustrations.

Westminster. With Etching by F. S.

WAT.KER, and 130 Illustrations.

South London. With F,tching by F. S
WALKER, and 118 Illustrations.

East London. With Etching by F. S.

WALKER, and 56 Illustrations by PHIL
MAY. L. RAVEN HILL, and J. Pi

Jerusalem. By WALTER IJi-:-,ANr ana
E. H. PALMER. With Map ar.d 12 U1U.-.U

Crown Svo. buck:
Aa We Are and As We May Be.
Essays and Historiettes.
The Eulogy of Richard Jefferles.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.5. 6J. each.

Fifty Years Ago. With i H II

Gaspard de Coligny. With :i Portrait

Sir Richard Whittington.
The Charm, and other Drawing-room

Plays. With 50 Illustrations b>
1 1 AMMONO. &c.

Art of Fiction.

BLUNDELL'S Worthies, 1604-
1904. By M. L. BANKS, M.A. With u
Iftustrats. Demy Svo, cloth, is. <

BOCCACCIO. The Decameron.
With a Portrait. Pott 8v<>. cloth, gilt

BOURCiKT (PAUL). A Living
Lie. Translated by JOHN DK VlLLIERi,
Crown .Svo. cloth,

BOURNE(H.R. FOX), Books by.
English Merchants. With 12 illus-

trations. I

The Other Side of the E-nin Pasha
Expedition. <

BOYD. A Versailles Christmas-
tide. By MAKY -

^3 Illustrations by A. S. BOYD. Fcap. 410,

cloth, (>s.

BOYLE (F.), Works by. Post

8v', illustrated boa

Chronicles of No-Man's Land.
Camp Notes. I Savage Life.

BRAND (JOHiNi. Observations
on Popular Antiquities.

'

Additi

Svo, cloth, 35. (xt.
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BRAYSHAW (J. DODSWORTH).
Slum Silhouettes : Stories of London

Lile. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. td.

BREWER'S (Rev. Dr.) Diction-
aries. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. (>d. each.

TheReader'sHandbook ofFamous
Names in Fiction. Allusions,
References, Proverbs, Plots,
Stories, and Poems.

A Dictionary of Miracles : Imitative,

Ke.-ilistic, and Dogmatic.

BREWSTER (Sir DAVID),
Works by. Post Kvo, cloth. 45. 6d. each.

More Worlds than One : The Creeo
<>i the Philosopher and the Hope of the

Christian. With Plates.

The Martyrs of Science: GALILEO,
TYCHO BUAHE, and KEPLKK.

Letters on Natural Magic. With
numerous Illustration*,

BRIGHT (FLORENCE). A Girl
Capitalist. Crown Svo cloth, f>s.

BRILLAT-SAVAR1N. Gastro-
nomy as a Fine Art. Translated by
R. E. ANDERSON. Post Svo, half-cl., 2s.

BRYDEN (H. A.). An Exiled
Scot. With Frontispiece by J. S.

CROMPTOM, R.I. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

BRYDGES (HAROLD). Uncle
Sam at Home. With 91 Illustrations.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth

limn, 2s. 6 '.

BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems
and Novels by.

Thn Complete Poetical Works of
Robert Buchanan. 2 Vols., crown
8vo, buckram, with Portrait Frontispiece
to each volume, 12s.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. dd. each ; post 8vo.

illustrated boards, 2s. each.
The Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man. With n Illustra-

tions by F. BARNARD.
Lady Kilpatrick.
The Martyrdom of Madeline.
Love Me for Ever.
Annan Water. ! Foxglove Manor.
The New Abelard.

j
Rachel Dene.

Matt : A Story of a Caravan.
The Master of the Mine.
The Heir of Linne.
Woman and the Man.

Crown Svo, c!oth, 3.5. 6d. each.
Red and White Heather.
Andromeda.

The Shadow of the Sword. POPU-
LAR EDITION, medium Svo, 6d.

The Charlatan. By ROBERT BUCHANAN
nnd HKNKY MURRAY. Cro-.vn Svo, cloth,
with Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON,
3f. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2t.

BURGESS (GELETT) and WILL
IRW1N. The Picaroons: A San
Francisco Night's Entertainment.
Crown Svo, cloih. 3.5. 6d.

BURTON (ROBERT). The
Anatomy of Melancholy. Demy 8vo,
cloth. 7.5. td.

Melancholy Anatomised. An
Abridgment of BURTON'S ANATOMY.
Post 8vo. half-cloth, as. 6,1.

CAINE (HALL), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3.?. td. each

; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, a. each ; cloth limp,
2<:. fid. each.

The Shadow of a Grime.
A Son of Hagar.
The Deemster.
Also LIBRARY EDITIONS of (he three novels,

crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each ; CHEAP POPU-
LAR EDITIONS, nietliumSvo.portrait cover,
dd. each

; and the FIXE PAPER EDITION
of The Deemster, pott Svo, cloth,

pit top, 2i.net ; leather, gilt edges, 35. net.

CAMERON (Commander V.
LOVETT). - The Cruise of the
' Black Prince ' Privateer. Post 8vo,
picture boards, is.

CAMPBELL (A. GODRIC). A
Daughter of France. Cr. Svo, cl., 6s.

CANADA (Greater) : The Past,
Present, and Future of the Canadian
North-West. By E. B. OSIJOKN, B.A.
\Vith a Map. Crown Svo. cloth. $s. 64.

CAPTAIN COIGNET, Soldier
of the Empire. Edited by LOREDAN
LARCHEY, and Translated by Sirs. CAREY.
With ico Illusts. Cr. Svo. cloth, 3'.6d.

CARLYLE (THOMAS).-On the
Choice of Books. Post Svo, cloth, is. 6d.

CARRUTH (HAYDEN). The
Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illus-

trations. Fcap. Svo. cloth, 2s.

CHAMBERS (ROBERT W.),
Stories of Paris Life by.

The King in Yellow. Crown 8vo,
cloth, ?s. 6d. ; fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

In the Quarter. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2*. 6rf.

CHAPMAN'S (GEORGE) Works.
Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the
Doubtful Ones. Vol. II, Poems and
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C.

SWINBURNE, Vol. III.. Translations of
the Iliad and Odyssey. Throe Vols.,
crown Svo. cloth, 3.1. 6d. each.

CHAUCER for Children: A Gol-
den Key. ByMrs. H.R. HA\VEIS. With
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts.
Crown 4to, cloth. 3.?. 6d.

Chaucer for Schools. With the Story
of his Times and his Work. By Mrs.
H. R. HAYVKIS. With Frontispiece.
Demy Svo, cloth, 25. 64.
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CHAPPLE (J. M.). The Mino
Chord. Crown 8vo, cloth 3$. 6i/.

CHESS, The Laws and Practic
of. With an Airilysis of the Openings
I!y HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited b
K'. H. WOKMAI.D Crown Svo. cloth, 51.

The Minor Tactics of Chess:
Treatise on the Deployment of th
l'"orees in obedience to Strategic Principle
By K. K. YOUNG and E. C. HOWELL
Fcap Svo, cloth, is. bit.

The Hastings Chess Tournament
The Authorised Account 01 the 230 Games
played AujJ.-Sept., 1895. With Annota
tions by PILLSBURY, LASKER, TAKRASCH
STEINITZ, SCHIFFICKS, TKICHMAXN, BAR
DKI.KHKN, ULACKUUUNK, Gr\sr,Hi;c

TIXSI.KY, MASON, and ALBIM ; Biographi
cal Sketches, and 22 Portraits. Edited b>
H. F. CHESHIRE. Crown Svo. cloth, 5*.

CLARE (AUSTIN), Stories by
FOP the Love of a Lass. Post Svo

illustrated boards, z.c.

By the Rise of the River. Crown
Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d.

Crown Svo, cloth, (>s. each.
The Tideway.
Randal of Randalholme.

CLIVE (Mrs. ARCHER), Novel*
by. Post Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each ; illus

tiated boards, 2s. each.

Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife

CLODD (EDWARD). Myths
and Dreams. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. (xt.

COATES (ANNE). RIe's Diary.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3;. (>d.

COBBAN (J. MACLAlR Els),
Novels by.

The Cure of Souls. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo, cloth,

3s. bit. : post Svo. illustrated boards, 2?.

The Burden of Isabel. Crown Svo,
cloth, 3. <>/.

COLLINS (J. CHURTON, M.A.),
Books by. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3^. dd. each.

Illustrations of Tennyson.
Jonathan Swift.

COLLINS (MORTIMER and
FRANCOS), Novels by. Crown Svo.

cl"tn. 3-s-. ')=/. each; post Svo, illustrated

rdn, 2<. each.

From Midnight to Midnight.
You Play me False.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
1'he Village Comedy.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2J. each.

Transmigration.
A Fig'ht with Fortune.
Sweet Anne Page.
Sweet and Twenty.
Frances.

COLLINS (WILKIE), Novels by.
. cl., ^s. 6d. each ; post Svo, picture

boards, 2s. each ; cl. Jimp, s. bd. each.
Antonina.

|
Basil.

Hide and Seek
The Woman in White.
Trie Moonstone.

|
Man and Wife

The Dead Secret,
i After Dark.

The Queen of Hearts.
No Name My Miscellanies.
Armadale. Poor Mlsa Finch
Miss or Mrs f
The New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
The Law and the Lady.The Two Destinies.
The Haunted Hotel.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science. I

'
I Say No."A Rogue's Life.

The Kvil Genius. Little Novels.
The Legacy of Cain,

i Blind Love
POPULAR EDITIONS, medium Svo, (xi. each.
The Moonstone.
The Woman In White.
Antonina.

|
The New Magdalen.

The Dead Secret.
Man and Wife

No Name.
Armadale.

The Woman in White I.AK'.K Tn%
1- INK PAPtK EDITION. Pott Svo, cloth,

gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 35 net.

The Frozen Deep. LARGE TVI-K
EDITION. Fcap. Svo, cloth, is. net ;

leather, is. 6d. net.

iOLMAN'S (GEORGE) Humor-
ous Works: ' P.road Grins,' 'My
Nightgown and Slippers.' \c. With
Life and Frontis. Crown Xvo, cl.. 3*. <xi.

COLQUHOUN (M. J.). Every
Inch a Soldier. Crown Svo. cloth.

post Svo, illustrated boards, 25.

COLT-BREAKING, Hints on. By
W. M. IlfTCIHsoN'. Cr. Svo. cl.. .it. fW.

COMPTON (HERBbRT), by.
The Inimitable Mrs. Massing,
ham. t.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

The Wilful Way.
The Queen can do no Wrong
"O~6>ER (E. H.). Geoffory

Hamilton. v.fxl

COKNISH (J. F.). -Sour (irapca.
Crown Svo. clotli. in.

C O R N W A L L. Popular
Romances of the West of England :

The Di .titioni

of Old Cornwall. Collected hv K

Mrxr, F.K.S. - W,th two Plates by
CKI-IKSJMN:;. Cr.

COTliS \. CECILi. Two Girls
on n Barjre. With 44 Illustrations by
F 11. HI\VN-.KXI>. Ciown Svo, clolb,

35. (>J. : p'^t Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.
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CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), by.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky

Mountains. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s.6d.;

post 8V", illustrated boards, 2s.

His Yanished Star. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 3J. fid.

CRELLIN (H. N.). Romances
of the Old Seraglio. With 28 Illusts.

by S. L. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. bd.

CRESSWELL (HENRY). A
Lady of Misrule. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

CRIM (MATT). Adventures of
a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 21-.

CUMMINQ (C. F. GORDON),
Works by. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations.
In the Himalayas and on the

Indian Plains. With 42 Illustrations.

Two Happy Years in Ceylon.
With 28 Illustrations.

Yia^ Cornwall toJBgypt.
CUSSANS (JOHN E

; ). A Hand-
book of Heraldry; including instruc-
tions lor Tracing Pedigrees and De-
ciphering Ancient MSS., &c. With 408
Woodcuts and 2 Coloured Plates. Crown
8vo, cloth, 6s.

CROCKETT (S. R. ) and others.
Tales of our Coast. By S. R.

CROCKETT, GILBERT PARKER, HAROLD
FREDERIC, 'Q.,'and W.CLARK RUSSELL.
With 13 Illustrations by FRANK BRANG-
WYN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

CROKER (Mrs. B. M.), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. fid. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each
;

cloth limp. 2s. (>d. each.

Pretty Miss Neville.
Proper Pride.
A Bird of Passage.
Diana Harrington.
Two Masters. I Interference.
A Family Likeness.
A Third Person.

|
Mr. Jervis.

Village Tates & Jungle Tragedies.
The Real Lady Hilda.
Married or Single?

<$

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d. each.

Some One Else.
| Infatuation.

In the Kingdom of Kerry.
Miss Balmaine's Past.
Jason. I Beyond the Pale.
Terence. With 6 Illusts. by S. PAGET.
The Cat's-paw. With 12 Illustrations

by FRED PEGRAM.

' To Let.' Post 8vo, picture boards, 25. ;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each.
Diana Barrington.
Pretty Miss Neville.

CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC AL-
MANACK. Complete in Two SERIES.
The FIRST, from 1835 to 1843 : the

SECOND, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering
of the Best Humour of THACKERAY,
HOOD, ALBERT SMITH, &c. With nu-
merous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts
by CRUIKSHANK, LANDELLS, &c. Two
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. each.

The Life of George Cruikshank.
By BLANCHAKD JERROLD. With 84 Illus-

trations and a Bibliography. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3$. 6ii.

DAUDET (ALPHONSE). The
Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation.
Translated by C. H. JlELTZER. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated

boards, 25.

DAVENANT (FRANCIS). Hints
for Parents on tha Choice of a
Profession for their Sons when
Startlng in Life. Crown 8vo. is. fid.

DAVIDSON (HUGH COLEMAN).
Mr. Sadler's Daughters. Crown

8vo. cloth, 3*. dd.

DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-),
Works by. Crown 8vo, is. each ; cloth,

is. 6rf. each.
One Thousand Medical Maxims
and Surgical Hints.

Nursery Hints : A Mother's Guide in

Health and Disease.

Foods for the Fat: Dietetic Cure of

Corpulency.Gout. and excessive Leanness.

Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 2,1. ;

cloth, 2s. fid.

DAVIES' (Sir JOHN) Complete
Poetical Works. Edited with Notes,

by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Two Vols.,
crown Si'o, cloth, 3.5. f>d. each.

DEFOE (DANIEL). Robinson
Crusoe. With 37 Illusts. by GEORGE
CRUIKSHANK. LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER
EDITION. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ;

leather, pilt edges, 3.?. net. _^ "

DE QUERIN (MAURICE), The
Journal of. With a Memoir by SAINTE-
BEUVE. Translated by J ESSIE P. FROTH-
INGHAM. Fcap. 8vo, hair-cloth, 2s. fid.

DlT~MATSTR'E (XAVIER). A
Journey Round my Room. Trans-
lated by HEKRY An-WELL. Post 8vo,
Clot!), 2S. 6:1.

DEMILLE (JAMES). AStrange
Manuscript found in a Copper
Cylinder. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 19
Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 35. 6d. ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s.

DERBY (THE): The Blue Ribbon
of the Turf. With Brief Accounts of

THE OAKS. By Louis HENRY CURZOX.
Crown Svo, cloth, 2s. (id.
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DEWAR (T. R.). A Ramble
Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7$. 6d.

DE VV1NDT (HARRY), Books by
Through the Gold-Fields o:

A. aska to Bering Straits. Will
Map and 33 Illust. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s

True Tales of Travel and Adven
ture. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. i>j.

DICKENS (CHARLES), About
England witb. By ALFRED KIMMKK
With 57 Illustrations. Sq. Svo, cloth, $

DICTIONARIES.
The Reader's Handbook of
Famous Names in Fiction
Allusions, References, Pro.
verbs.Plots, Stories,and Poems
By Kcv. E. C. BKKWKR, LL.D. Crown
Svo. cloth, 3.5. 6d.

A Dictionary of Miracles
Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. B
Kev. E. C. BUEWEH, LL.D. Crown Svo
cloth, 3^. (>d.

Familiar Allusions. By WILLIAM A
and CHARLES G. WHEELEK. Demy Sro
cloth, 7 1. 6d. net.

Familiar Short Sayings of Great
Men. With Hisioricalaiui Explanatory
Notes by SAMUEL A. BENT, A.M. Crown
8vo, cloth, 7.?. 6J.

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown Svo
cloth, (is. f'd.

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, anci Out-

of-the-W:iy Matters. By ELIEZER
EDWARDS. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. bd.

DILKE (Sir CHARLES, M.P.).
The British Empire. Crown Svo

buckram, it. 6rf.

DOBSON (W. T.U-Poetical In-
genuities and Eccentricities.
Svo, cloth, 2s. t-d.

DONOVAN (DICK), Detective
Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, is.

The Man. Hunter.
Riddles Read.

,
Link by Link.

Caught at Last.
Suspicion Aroused.
Tracked and Taken.
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan?A Detective's Triumphs.
In the Grip of the Law.
From Information Received.
Tracked to Doom.

Crown Svo. cloth, jr. ft I. each.
The Records of 'Vincent Trill,

of the Detective Service. Aisu
picture cloth. Hat bad;, >.*.

The Adventures of Tyler Tatlock,
Private Detective.

Deacon Brodie ; or, Behind the Mask.
Tales of Terror.

Cr'i'.vn Svo, cl., 31. 6d. each ; picture cl.,

flat back, 2i. each ; post Svo, illustrated

boards. 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. bd. each.
The Man from Manchester.
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace.

Dark Deeds. Crown y\-o, ,.-!oth limp-
2s. i'tt. ; t'icturc cl >!h. flat bac'-;. 2t.

The Chronicles of Michael Dane-
Vltch. Crown S\

Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth limp,

Wanted ! Crown Svo, picture cloth, Hat
back, 2s.: post Svo, illustrated boards. 2j. ;

cloth limp, 2s. bd.

DOWLINQ (RlCHARD). Old
Corcoran's M*ney. Cr. Svo, cl.. 31. bd.

DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works by.
Thomas Bawick and his Pupils

With g5 Illusts. Sq. Svo. cloth, 35. tii.

Crown Svo, buckram, <w. each.
I Four Frenchwomen. With Four

Portraits.

I Eighteenth Century Vignettes.
In Three Series, each (x.

1 A Paladin of Philanthropy, and
other Papers. With 2 Illustrations.

I Side-walk Studies. With 5 Illusts.

UNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE,
I Books by. Cr. Svo, cloth, 7.$. 6rf. each.
I A Social Departure.* With in

Illustrations by K. H. TOWNSEMJ.
An American Girl in London.

With Na Illustrations by F. H. TCUV.VSKNJ >

The Simple Adventures of a
Memsahib. With 37 Illustrations by
t'. H. TOWXSEXP.

Crown Svo, cloth, jr. bd. each.

A Daughter of To-Day.
Vernon's Aunt. With 47 Illustrations

by HAL HURST.

DOYLE (A. CONAN). The Firm
of Girdlestone. Crown Svo, cl.ith. 31.1^.

DRAMATISTS, THE~OLD.
Edited by Col. Crss'lxfiHAM.
cloth, with Portt;i Vol.

Ben Joncon's Works. With Notes,
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio-

graphical Memoir by WILLIAM GlFFOKD.
Three Vols.

Chapman's Works. Three V
ains the Play* complete ; V"!. II.,

Poems and Minor Translations, with an

Essay by A. C. SWIXIIUKXE : %'>:. Ill
,

Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.
Marlowe's Works. One Vol.

Massinger's Plays. From GIFFORD s

Text. One Vol.

DUBLIN CASTLE and Dublin
Society, Recollections of. ^ By A
NATIVK. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j.

DUTT(ROMESH C.). England
and India: Progress during One
Hundred Years Crown Svo, cloth, 21.
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EARLY ENGLISH POETS.
Edited, with Introductions and Notes,

by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d. ner Volume.

Fletcher's (Giles) Complete
Poems. One Vol.

Davies' (Sir John) Complete
Poetical Works. Two Vols.

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete
Poetical Works. Three Vols.

EDGCUMBE (Sir E. R.
PEARCE). Zephyrus: A Holiday
in Brazil and on the Kiver Plate. With
41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5$.

EDWARDE5 (Mrs. ANNIE),
Novels by.A Point of Honour. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Archie Lovell. Crown 8vo, cloth,

3i. (id. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs.

A Plaster Saint. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

EDWARDS (ELIEZER). Words,
Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary of

Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way
Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 6rf.

EGERTON (Rev. J. C.).-
Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways.
With Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. WAGE,
and Four Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5$.

EGGLESTON (EDWARD).
Roxy. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is.

ENGLISHMAN ~(An)~in~Paris7
Recollections of Louis Philippe and the

Empire. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3.1. 6d.

ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, The:
A Practical Guide for Selecting or Building
a House. By C. J. RICHARDSON. With
Coloured Frontispiece and 534 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

EYES, Our: How to Preserve
Them. By JOHN BROWNING. Crown
8vo, cloth, is.

FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis-
cellaneous Information, including Cele-
brated Statues, Paintings, Palaces,
Country Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships,
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, &c.

By W. A. and C. G. WHEELER. Demy
8vo, cloth, "]s. 6d. net.

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS
of Great Men. By S. A. BENT, A.M.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 7.?. 6d.

FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works
by. Post 8vo. cloth, 4,?. 6d. each.

The Chemical History of a
Candle : Lectures delivered before a

Juvenile Audience. Edited by WILLIAM
CROOKES, F.C.S. With numerous
Illustration*.

On the Various Forces ofNature,
and their Relations to each
other. Edited by WILLIAM C'.VSOKES,

FARRER (J. ANSON). War J

Three Essavs. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. M.

FENN (G. MANVILLE), Novels
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. each.

The New Mistress.
Witness to the Deed.
The Tiger Lily.
The White Virgin.

Crown Svo, cloth, 33. (id. each.

A Woman "Worth 'Winning.
Cursed by a Fortune.
The Case of Ailsa Gray.
Commodore Junk.
Black Blood.

|
In Jeopardy.

Double Cunning.A Fluttered Dovecote.
King of the Castle.
The Master of the Ceremonies.
The Story of Antony Grace.
The Man with a Shadow.
One Maid's Mischief.
This Man's Wife.

Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6,9. each.

The Bag of Diamonds, and Three
Bits of Paste.

RunningAmok. | Black Shadows.
The Cankerworm.
A Crimson Crime. Crown Svo, cloth,

6s. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

FICTION, a Catalogue of, with
Descriptive Notices and Reviews of a
THOUSAND NOVELS, will be sent free by
CHATTO & WINDUS upon application.

FIN-BEC. The Cupboard Papers:
The Art of Living and Dining. Post Svo,

cloth^Zi. 6d.

FIREWORK-MAKING.TheCom-
plete Art of; or, The Pyrotechnist's
Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With
267 Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth. 3.t. Sti.

FITZGERALD (PERCY), by.
Little Essays: Passages from the

Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Post 8vo,
cloth, zs. 6d.

Fatal Zero. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ;

post Svo, illustrated boards, zs.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Bella Donna.
| Polly.

The Lady of Brantome.
Never Forgotten.
The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Seventy-five Brooke Street.
Sir Henry Irving. With Portrait.

Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d.

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE),
Works by.

Popular Astronomy: A General

Description of the Heavens. Translated
bv J. ELLARD GORE, F.R.A.S. With
Three Plates and 288 Illustrations.

Medium Svo, cloth, los. M.
Urania: A Romance. With 87 Ilkistra-
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FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.
Complete Poems : Christ's Victorie in

Heaven, Christ s Victorie on Earth
Christ's Triumph over Death, and Mino
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B
GROSART, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. bd

FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER)
Dumb. Crown Svo, cloth, jj bd.

FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novel
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; pos
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

One by One I A Real QueenA Dog and his Shadow.
Ropes of Sand. With Illustrations.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,

Queen Cophetua. | Olympia
Romances of the Law.
King or Knave?
Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown Svo

cloth, 3s. bd.

FREDERIC (HAROLD), Novels
by. Post Svo, cloth, 3*. bd. each
illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Seth's Brother's Wife.
The Lawton Girl.

FRY'S (HERBERT) Royal
Guide to the London Charities.
Edited by JOHX LANK. Published
Anntiallv. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. bd.

GARDENING BOOKS. Post Svo
l.t. each ; cloth, is. bd. each.

A Year's Work in Garden and
Greenhouse. By GEOR<;E GLEXXY.

Household Horticulture. By TOM
and JAXK JKRKOI.D. Illustrated.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.
By TOM JERROI.D.

GAULOT (PAUL), Books by.
The Red Shirts: A Tale of 'The

Terror.' Translated by JOHN DE VIL-
I.IKKS. Crown Svo, cloth, with Frontis-

piece by STAXLEY WOOD, 33. bd. ; picture
cloth, flat back, 2s.

Crown Svo, cloth, (>s. each.

Love and Lovers of the Past.
Translated by C. LAROCHE, M.A.

A Conspiracy under the Terror,
Translated by C. LAROCHB, M.A. With

rations and Facsimiles.

GENTLEMAN'S MAGAZilNET
The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories,
Articles upon Literature, Science. Bio-

graphy, and Art, and ' Table Talk' by
STLVAKUS URBAN.

*9* BcunJ Vtilumts /or rtcent years, &s. (:d.

inch. Covers for binding, 2i. tack

GERARD (DOROTHEA). A
Queen of Curds and Cream. Crown
Svo, cloth, 3s. bd.

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES.
Collected by the Brothers GRIMM and
Translated by EDGA* TAYLOR. With
Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN. and 22

Steel Plates after GEHROE CRI'IKSIIAXK

Square Svo, cloth, gilt ('

GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. bd. each

;

post Svo. illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Robin Gray.
The Gcidan Shaft.
The Flower of the Forest.
The Braes of Yarrow.
Of High Degree.
Queen of the Meadow.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, zt. each.
The Dead Heart.
For Lack of Gold.
What Will the World Say?
For the King. |

A Hard Knot.
In Pastures Green.
In Love and War.
A Heart's Problem.
By Mead and Stream.
Fancy Free.

| Loving a Dream.
In Honour Bound.
Heart's Delight, i Blood-Money.

GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).
Sentenced \ Crown 8vo, cloth, is. bd.

GILBERT'S (W. S.) Original
Plays. In 3 Series, post Svo, 2s.

The FIRST SERIES contains : The Wicked
World Pygmalion and Galatea
Charity The Princes* The Palace of
Truth Trial by Jury lolanthc.

The SECOND SERIES contains : Broken
Hearts Engaged Sweethearts
Gretchen Dan 1 Druce Tom Cobts

H.M.S. 'Pinafore' The Sorcerer
The Pirates of Peuzance.

The THIRD SERIES contains : Comedy and
Tragedy Foggerty's Fairy
crantz and Guildftistern Patience
Princess Ida The Mikado- I\Y

The Yeomen of the Guard 'I

d oliers The Mountebanks I':

Eight Original Comic Operas
written by w. a GILBERT. Tu
demy Svo, cloth, 2S. bd. each.

The FIRST SEKIES contains : The Sorcerer
H.M.S. 'Pinafore' The Pirates of

Penzancc lolanthe Patience Prin-
! da The Mikado Trial hy Jury.

The SECOND SKKIES contains : The Gon-
doliersThe Grand Duke The Yeomen
of the Guard His Excellency Utopia,
Limited Kuddigore The Mountebanks

tc to the Wedding.
The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth-
day Book :

in the Yi-ar, selected fro:-.

S. GII.IIKRT. Compiled by A. V.

: t. bd.

GILBERT (WILLIAMV
Duke, Coster-monger. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards. 21.

QISSING (ALGERNON), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, clnth, gilt top. fij. each.

A Secret of the North Sea.
Knitters in the Sun.
The Wealth of MaJlerstang.
An Angel's Portion.
Ballot Garth.
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QLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3$. fid. each
;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Lost Heiress. With 2 Illustra-

tions by HUMK NISBET.
The Fossicker: A Romance of Mash-

onaland. ;Two lllusts. by HUME NISBET.
A Fair Colonist. With Frontispiece.

The Golden Rock! With Frontispiece
by STANLEY WOOD. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

Tales from the Veld. With 12

Illustrations by M. NISBET. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 3.5. 6rf.

Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations

by J. S. CROMPTO.V, R.I. Large crown
8vo. cloth, gilt edges, 5s.

QLENNY (GEORGE). A Year's
Work in Garden and Greenhouse:
Practical Advice as to the Management
of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden.
Post 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. ftd.

GODWIN (WILLIAM). Lives
of the Necromancers. Post Svo,

cloth, 2s.

GOLDN TREASURY of
Thought, The : A Dictionary of Quo-
tations from the Best Authors. By
THEODORE TAYLOR. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3.?. f>d.

GOODMAN (E. J.) The Fate of
Herbert Wayne. Cr. Svo, cl.. 35. fid.

GORE (J. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.).
The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc-

tion to the Study of the Stars and
Nebulae. Crown Svo, cloth, zs. net.

Studies in Astronomy. With 8
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

GRACE (ALFRED A.). Tales
of a Dying Race. Cr. Svo, cl., 3$. (id.

GREEKS AND ROMANS, The
Life of the, described from Antique
Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W.
KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUEFFER.
With 545 lllusts. Demy Svo, cl., 7$. 6d.

GREENWOOD (JAMES). The
Prisoner in the Dock. Crown Svo,
cloth 3$. (id.

GREY (Sir GEORGE). The
Romance of a Proconsul. By JAMES
MiLME. Crown Svo, buckram, fts.

GRIFFITH (CECIL). Corinthia
Marazion. Crown Svo. cloth. 3.?. (id.

GRIFFITHS (Major A.). No. 99,
and Blue Blood. Crown Svo, cloth,
flat back, 2s.

GUNTER (A. CLAVERING). A
Florida Enchantment. Crown Svo,
cloth, 3s. 6d.

GUTTENBERG (VIOLET),
Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

Neither Jew nor Greek.

HAIR, The: Its Treatment in
Health, Weakness, and Disease.
Translated from the German of Dr. J.

PINCUS. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, is. fid.

HAKE (Dr. T. GORDON), Poems
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

New Symbols.
Legends of the Morrow.
The Serpent Play.

Maiden Ecstacy. Small 4(0, cloth, 8s.

HALL (Mrs. S. C.). Sketches
of Irish Character. With Illustra-

tions on Steel and Wood by CRUIK-
SHANK, MACLISE, GILBERT, and 'HARVEY.
Demy Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d.

HALL (OWEN), Novels by.
The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo,

picture cloth, flat back, 2s,

Jetsam. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d.

Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. each.

Eureka.
|

Hernando.

HARTE'S (BRET) Collected
Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Ten
Volumes, crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

Vol. I. COMPLETE POETICAL AND
DRAMATIC WORKS. With Port.

II. THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP
BOHEMIAN PAPERS AMERICAN
LEGENDS.

III. TALKS OF THE ARGONAUTS
EASTERN SKETCHES.

IV. GABRIEL CONROY.
V. STORIES CONDENSED NOVELS.
VI. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE.

VII. TALESOFTHEPACIFICSLOPE II.

With Portrait by JOHN PETTIK.
VIII. TALES OF PINE AND CYPRESS.

IX. BUCKEYE AND CHAPPARKL.
X. TALES OF TRAIL AND TOWN.

Bret Harte's Choice Works in Prose
and Verse. With Portrait and 40 Illus-

trations. Crown Svo, cloth, 3?. (td.

Bret Harte's Poetical 'Works, in-

cluding 'Some Later Verses.
1 Crown

8vo, buckram, 4,?. f)d.

Some Later Verses: Crown Svo,
art linen, Ss.

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown
Svo. picture cloth, flat back, zs.

Condensed Novels. (Two Series in

One Volume.) Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top,
2s. net

; leather, gilt edges, 3.5. net.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

On the Old Trail.
Under the Redwoods.
From Sandhill to Pine.
Stories in Light and Shadow.
Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation.
Crown (Svo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each : post Svo,

illustrated boards, zs. each.
Gabriel Conroy.A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illus-

trations by STANLEY L. WOOD.
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With
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HARTE'S (BRET) Works cont
Crown 8vo, cloth 3$. 6d. each.

Susy. Witli 2 niusts. by ]. A. CHRISTIE.
The Bell-Ringer of Angel's, &c

With 39 IIIusts. by DI'ULKV HAKDV, ."fcc

Clarence : A Story of the American War
8 Illustrations by A. JULE GOODMAN-

Barker's Luck, &c. With 39 Illustra

tionsby A. FoRESTIER, PAUL HARDY, &c
Devil's Ford, &c. With Frontispiece
The Crusade of the ' Excelsior.

With Frontis. byj. BEKXARD PARTRIDGE
Three Partners ; or, The Bi{

Strike on Heavy Tree Hill
With x Illustrations by J. GULICH.

Tales of Trail and Town. With
Frontispiece by G. P. JACO.MB HOOD.

Condensed Novels. New Series.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. dd. each ; picture cloth
flat back, 2s. each.

The Luck of Roaring Camp, and
Sensation Novels Condensed.

A Sappho of Green Springs.
Colonel Starbottle's Client.
A Protegee of Jack Hamlln's

\\ ':::, numerous Illustrations.

Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations

by W. L>. ALMOND and others.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zj. each.
An Heiress of Red Dog.
The Luck of Roaring Camp.
Californian Stories.

Post 8vo, illus. bds., 2s. each : cloth, is. 6d . each
Flip. I Maruja.A Phyllis of the Sierras.

HALL1DAY (ANDREW).
Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

HARDY (THOMAS). Under
the Greenwood Tree. Post 8\

'! hoards, r .

limp, 2s. CJ. Also the FINK PAPF.K
EDITION, pott 8v<>, cloth, gilt to; .

leathi-

HAWE7s(Mrs. H. R.)YBooks by.
The Art of Beauty. With Coloured

Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations. Square
8vo, cloth, 6s.

The Art of Decoration. With
Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustra-

tions. Square 8vo, cloth

The Art of Dress. With 32 Illustra-

tioi, 1 1. ; cloth, i.e. 6d.

Chaucer for Schools. With the Story
of his Times and his Work. With a

Frontispiece. Dcniy Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

Chaucer for Children. With 8

Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts.
Crown 4*0, cloth, 3?. 6d.

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.). Ameri-
ca n Humorists: WASHINGTON-
IRVIXG, OLIVER WKXDKLL HOI.MKS.

JAMES RUSSKLL : :. i;i F.Mrs

WARD, MAKK TWAIN, and BRET HARTE.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN),
Novels by. Crov. .:, 35. 6rf.

each; post Svo.illustratrd boards, 2;. each.
Garth. I Ellice Quentin.
Fortune's Fool.

|
Dust. Four Illusts.

Beatrix Randolph With Four Illusts,

D. Poindcxtcr's Disappearance.
The Spectre of the Camera.

Post Svo, ii;

MlssCadogna. Love or a Name.
Sebastian Strome. Cr. Svo, cl., 31. (ui.

HAMILTON (COSMO), Stories
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. (id. each.

The Glamour of the Impossible.
Through a Keyhole.
*
a
* The two stories may also be had bound
in one Volume, crown Svo, cloth, 3$. 6rf.

HANDWRITING, The Philo-
sophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles.

By DON FELIX DE SALAMANCA. Post

Svo, half-cloth, 2s. 6d.

HEALY (CHRIS), Books by.
Crown Svo, d.)th, K"'t top. (ts. each.

Confessions of a Journalist.
The Endless Heritage.

HECKETHORN (C. W.), Books
by. Crown Svo, cloth, Os. each.

London Souvenirs.
London Memories: Social, His-

torical, and Topographical.

HANKY-PANKY: White Magic,
Sleight of Hand, &c. Edited by W.
H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth, 4^. (>d.

HARDY (Rev. E. J.). Love,
Courtship, fend Marriage* Crown
Svo, cloth, 31. 6d.

HELPS (Sir ARTHUR), Books
by. Post Svo. cloth, 2c. ii:t. each.

Animals and their Master*.
Social Pressure.

Ivan da Blron. Crown Svo, doth.

3.5. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards. 2s.

HARDY (JZA DUFFUS), Novels
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

The Lesser Evil.
Man, "Woman, and Fate.
A Butterfly: Her Friends and

her Fortunes.

HARKINS (E. F.). The Schem-
ers. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

HENDERSON (ISAAC). Agatha
Page. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.1. 6rf.

HENTY (Q. A.), Novels by.
Rujub, the Juggler. Post 8vo cloth,

?*. bd. ; illi:

Colonel Thorndyke's Secret. Small

demy Svo, cloth, Kilt ed.gea, 51.

Crow- _;t. Orf. each.

The Queen's Cup.
Dorothy s Double.
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HERMAN (HENRY).-A Leading

Lady. Post Svo, cloth, 2?. 6rf.

HERTZKA (Dr. THEODOR).
Freeland : A Social Anticipation.
Translated by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crown
Svo. cloth, 6s.

ESSE-WARTEGG (CHE-
VAL1ER ERNST VON). Tunis:
The Land and the People. With
22 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth. 3s.6d.

HILL (HEADON). Zambra the
Detective. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d. ;

picture cloth, flat back, zs. ; post Svo,
illustrated boards. 2s.

HILL (JOHN), Works by.
Treason-Felony. Post Svo, illustrated

boards, 2.5.

The Common Ancestor. Crown
Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6.?. each.

Fan Fitzgerald. |
Silk and Steel.

HOEY (Mrs. CASHEL). The
Lover's Creed. Post Svo, illustrated
boards, 2s.

HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).
King: Koko. A Magic Story. With 25
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, is. net.

HOLIDAY, Where to go for a.
By E. P. SHOLL. Sir H. MAXWELL, JOHN
WATSON, JANE BARLOW, MARY LOVETT
CAMERON, JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY, PAUL
LANGE, T. W. GRAHAM, J. H. SALTER,
PHCEBE ALLEN, S. J. BECKETT, L. RIVKKS
VINE, and C. F. GORDON CUMMING.
Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

HOLMES(OLIVER WENDELL),
Books by.

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-
Table. Illustrated by J. GORDON
THOMSON. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. ;

pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, zs. net.; leather,
gilt edges, 33. net. Another Edition,
post Svo, cloth, 2s.

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-
Table and The Professor at the
Breakfast-Table. In one Vol. Post
Svo, half-cloth, as.

HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice
Works In Prose and Verse. With
Life of the Author, Portrait, and 200
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Hood's Whims and Oddities. With
85 Illusts. Post Svo, half-cloth, 2s.

HOPKINS (TIGHE), Novels by.
For Freedom. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.
'Twixt Love and Duty.
The Incomplete Adventurer.

HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice
Humorous Works; including h;s Ludi-

crous Adventures. Bons Mots, Puns,
Hoaxes. With Life and Frontispiece.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

HORNE (R. HENGIST). Orion.
With Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth, 71.

HORNIMAN (ROY). Bellamy
the Magnificent. Crown 8vo, cl., 6s.

HORNUNQ (E. W.). The Sha-
dow of the Rope. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s.

HUGO (VICTOR). The Outlaw
of Iceland. Translated by Sir GILBERT
CAMPBELL. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

HUME (FERGUS), Novels by.
The Lady From Nowhere. Cr. Svo,

cloth, 3s. 6rf. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

The Millionaire Mystery. Crown
Svo. cloth, 3.5. 6d.

The Wheeling Light. Crown 8vo,

cloth, gilt top. tw.

HUNQERFORD (Mrs.), Novels
by. Crown Svo, cloth, .3.5. (>it. each ;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d. e.ich.

The Professor's Experiment.
Nora Creina.
Lady Verner's Flight.
Lady Patty.
The Red-House Mystery.
Peter's Wife.
An Unsatisfactory Lover.
April's Lady.A Maiden All Forlorn.
The Three Graces.
A Mental Struggle.
Marvel.

i

A Modern Circe.
In Durance Vile.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. each.

An Anxious Moment.
A Point of Conscience.
The Coming of Chioe. I Lovice.

HUNT'S (LEIGH) Essays: A
Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c.
Ed. by E. OLLIER. Post Svo, half-cl. 2s.

HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels
by. Crown Svo. cloth, 3,5. kd. each ; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

The Leaden Casket.
Self-Condemned.
That Other Person.

Mrs. Juliet. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6J.

HUTCH INSON (W. M.). Hints
on Colt- Breaking

1

. With 25 Illustra-

tions. Crown Svo, cloth, 3$. 6d.

HYDROPHOBIA: An Account of
M. PASTEUR'S System. By RENAUD
SUZOR, M.B. Crown Svo, doth, 6.?.

IDLER Illustrated Magazine
(The). Edited by ROBERT BARR. (ul.
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IMPRESSIONS (The) of
AUREOLE. Post Svo. cloth. 2.5. 6rf.

INDOOR PAUPERS. By ONE OF
THEM. Crown Hvo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

NMAN (HERBERT) and
HARTLEY ASPDEN. The Tear o
Kalee. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, ds.

INMEMORIAM: Verses for every
Day. Selected by LUCY RinLKY. Smal

i -t ; leather. 3.t.6rf. net

INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK
(The) and Licensed Victualler's
Manual. By J. TREVOR-UAVIES
Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s.

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR,
Songs of. Edited by A. PERCEVAL
GRAVES. Post Svo. cloth. 25. t>d.

IRVING (Sir HENRYi. By PERCY
FITZGERALD. With Portrait. Crown
Svo, cloth, is. fid.

JAMES (C. T. C.). A Romance of
the Queen's Hounds. Post Svo,
cloth limp, is. 6d.

JAMESON (WILLIAM). My
Dead Self. Post Svo. cloth, 2.;. 6d.

JAPP (Dr. A. H.). Dramatic
Pictures. Crown Svo, cloth. 5*.

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by.
The Open Air. Post 8v.>, clotn, 25. dd.

LARGE TYI-K, FINK PAPER EDITION, pott
Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather,

edges, 35. net.

Nature near London. Crown 8vo,
buckram, (.\. ; p .st Svo, cloth, 2s. (td.

The Life of the Fields. Post gvo,

cloth, 2s. (xi. ; LAKGE TYI*K, FINK PAI-KK
EDITION*, pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net

;

leather, yilt eii^es, is. net.

The Eulogy of Richard Jcfferies
By Sir WALTKK I'KSANT. With a Photo-

graph Portrait. Crown Svo. cl"th, 6j,

JENNINGS (H. J.), Books by.
Curiosities of Criticism. Post Svo,

cloth, 2s. f>d.

Lord Tennyson. With Portrait. Post
Svo, cloth, It. M.

JEROME (JEROME K.). Stage-
land. With 64 Illustrations by J. BER-
NARD PARTRIHC.K. Fcap. 410, is.

JERROLD (DOUGLAS). The
Barber's Chair; and The Hedjrehojr
Letters. Post 8vo, haJf-cloth. 21.

JERROLD (TOM), Works by.
Pos' Svo. is. each : cloth, i.t. (.:!. each.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.
Household Horticulture. With

Illustrations.

JESSE (EDWARD). .Scenes
and Occupations of a Country Life.

Post Svo, cloth, 2.5.

JOHNSTON (R.). The Peril of
an Kmpire. Crown Svo, cl^th, 6,>.

JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.),
Books by. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3.1. (;'. each.

Finger-Ring Lore: H: ,- ric.il. Legend-
ary, and Anecdotal. With numerous
Illustrations.

Cretans and Coronations. With 91
Illustrations.

JONSON'S (BEN) Works With
Notes and Biographical Memoir by
WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by <

Cl'xxiN'GHAM. Three Vols., crown 8\o,

cloth, 3.5. 6d. each.

JOSEPHUS, The~~CompIete
Works of. Translated by WILLIAM
WHISTON. Containing The Antiquities
of the Jews,' and 'The Wars of the Jews.'
With 52 Illustrations and Maps. Two
Vols.. demy Svo, half-cloth, u.t.

KEMPT (ROBERT).-PencH and
Palette : Chapters on Art and
Artists. Post Svo. cloth. .

KERSHAW (MARK). Colonial
Facts and Fictions: Humorous
Sketches. Post Svo, illu

2.1. : cloth. 2t

KING (R. ASHE), Novels by.
Post Svo. illustrated boa;

The Wearing of the Green.'
Passion's Slave.

|
Bell Barry.

A Drawn Game. Crown s

3.. bit. : post Svo, illustrate.

KIPLING PRIMER (A). Iiichul-

inj; Biographical and Critical '

an Ir.iir.v to Mi. Ki,) :

Writings, an.'.

KNUU'I.KS. With 'I'-..

Svo ci

K~N I G H I (VV 1 L L 1 A Al and
EDWARD'. The Patient'.* Vade
Mecum: How to Get Most Benefit
from Medical Advice.
cloth, it.'',/.

KNIGHTS <The) of theTlON.
Edited by flic M,-. ;

Crown 8\o. cloth. 61.

LAMBERT (GEORGE). The
President of Boravia. Cr< .

Clotll J. /,.'.

LAMB'S (CHARLES) Cosnplc-u-
Works in Prose and V.

'Poetry for Children' and
Edited by K. 11

Roast Piij.
1

The Essays of Elia. i

cloth, Jv.

Little Essays: Sketches and Characters

by CIIAKLE>. l-\:! 'in his

s by PKKCV :

The Dramatic Essays of Charles
Lamb. Wi;-i In:

1>V iiUANDKi;
'

C

.
., h.i'l'-clolh,



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS,

LANDOR (WALTER SAVAGE)
Citation and Examination n

William Shakespeare, &c., befor

Sir Thomas Lucy, touchiria Deer-stealing

igth September, 1582 ; and A Confer
eiice of Master Edmund
Spenser with the Earl of Essex, touch

ing the slate of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. Svo

half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d.

LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM)
The Thousand and One Nights,

commonly called in England The
Arabian Nights' Entertain-
ments. Translated from the Arabic
and illustrated by many hundred Engrav
ings from Designs by HARVEY. Editec'

by EDWARD STANLEY POOLE. With
Preface by STANLEY LANE - POOLE
Three Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 22s. 6d.

LARWOOD (JACOB), Books by.
Anecdotes of the Clergy. Post 8vo

half-cloth, 2s.

Theatrical Anecdotes. Post 8vo
cloth, 2s. fid.

Humour of the Law: Forensic
Anecdotes. Post 8vo, cloth, 25.

LEHMANN (R. C.). Harry
Fludyer at Cambridge, and Conver-
sational Hints for Young; Shooters,
Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

LEIGH (HENRY S.). Carols of
Cockayne, f Crown Svo, buckram, 5.;.

LELAND (C. Q.). A Manual of
Mending: and Repairing:. With Din

grams. Crown Svo, cloth, 5s.

LEPELLETIER (EDMOND).
Madame Sans-G6ne. Translated by
JOHN DE VILLIERS. Post Svo, cloth

3.5. firf. ; illustrated boards, 2s.

LEYS (JOHN K.), Novels by.
The Lindsays. Post 8vo, illustrated

boards, 2s.

A Sore Temptation. Crown Svo
cloth, 6s.

LINTON (E. LYNN), Works by.An Octave of Friends. Crown Svo
cloth, 3.5. 6d.

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post Svo, illus-

trated boards, zs. each.
Patricia Kemball. I lone.
The Atonement of Learn Dundas.
The World Well Lost. With

Illustrations.

The One Too Many.
Under which Lord? With 12 Illusts.
' My Love.'

| Sowing the Wind.
Paston Carew. I Dulcie Everton.
"With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.

Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. each.
Witch Stories.
Ourselves: Essays on Women.
FreeshooCing: Extracts from Mrs. LYNN

Lix TON'S Works.

LILBURN (ADAM). A Tragedy
in Marble. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

LINDSAY (HARRY), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. each.

Rhoda Roberts.
The Jacobite.

Crown Svo. cloth, 6.9. each.
Judah Pyecroft, Puritan.
The Story of Leah.

LOWE (CHARLES). Our
Greatest Living Soldiers. With 8
Portraits. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

LUCY (HENRY W.). Gideon
Fleyce. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. ; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2.5.

MCCARTHY (JUSTIN), Books by.
The Reign of Queen Anne. Two

Vols. dtmy 8vo, clolh. 12s. each.
A History of the Four Georges
and of William the Fourth.
By JUSTIN MCCARTHY and JUSTIN
HUNTLY MCCARTHY. Four Vols., demy
Svo. cloth, I2s. each.

A History of Our Own Times,
from the Accession of Queen Victoria to

the General Election of 1880. Lir.RARY
EDITION. Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth,
125. each. Also a POPULAR EDITION,
in Four Vols., crown 8ro, cloth, 6s. each.
And the JUBILEE EDITION, with an

Appendix of Events to the end of '1886,
in 2 Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 7.5. 6d. each.

A History of Our Own Times,
Vol. V., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee.

Demy Svo, cloth, I2.T. ; crown Svo, cloth, 6.1.

A History of Our Own Times,
Vol. VI., from the Diamond Jubilee, 1897,
to the Accession of King Edward VII.
Demy Svo, cloth, 125. [Shortly.A Short History of Our Own
Times. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. Also a
POPULAR EDITION, post Svo, cloth limp,
2s.6d. and the CHEAP EDITION, medium
Svo, 6d.

Reminiscences. With a Portrait. Two
Vols., demy Svo, cloth. 24,?.

The Story'of an Irishman. Demy
8vo, cloth, I2.j.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3$. 6d. each ; post Svo, pict.
boards. 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2 .9. 6d. each.

The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.A Fair Saxon.

| Linley Rochford.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Dictator.
Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Illusts.

Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations.

The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations.
Camiola.
Red Diamonds. I The Riadle Ring.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.9. (id. each.
The Three Disgraces. |

Mononia.

'The Right Honourable.' By JUSTIN
MCCARTHY and MRS. CAMPBELL PRAKD.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.
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MCCARTHY (j. H.), works by.The French Revolution. (Const
tue<n Assembly, 17^, >,i.) Four Vols
demy Svo, cloth, 121. each

An Outline of tha History o
Ireland. Crown Svo, it. : cloth, I ;. <-d

Ireland Since the Union 1798-
1886 Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

Haflz in London. 8vo. siold cloth, 3$. 6rf
Our Sensation Novel. Crown 8vo

I*. : cioth, u. dd.
Doom: AJI Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, is

Dolly : A Sketch. Crown Svo. is.

Lily Lass. Crown Svo. is. : cloth, is. ddA London Legend. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3.t.W

MACCOLL (HUGH), Novels byMr. Stranger's Sealed Packet
.-;r.-itfd boiirds 2v

Ednor Whitlock. Crov.n s v ... doth 6j

MACDONELL (AGNES).
___QuakerjCojisin3. Post Svo. boards. 2

MACDONALD (Dr. GEORGE;)
Books by.

Works of Fancy and Imagination
Ten Vol.'-.. romo, cloth, gilt, in case, 2I<.
or separately, Grolier cloth, 2s. 6

Vol. I. WITHIN- AND WJTHOUT Tut
HIDDEN LIFE.

II. THE DISCIPLE THE GOSPEL
I EM BOOK OF SOXNETS

ORGAN SN(;<.
III. VIOLIN SONGS SONGS OF THF

DAYS AND NIGHTS -A BOOK
OF DREAMS KOABSIDE POEMS
POEMS FOK CHILDREN.

IV. PARABLES BALLADS SCOTCH
SONGS.

V. & VI. PlIANTASTES.
VI!. THE PORTENT.

Vi:i. THE LIGHT PRINCKSS THE
GIANTS HEART SHADOW ;.

IX. CROSS PURPOSES TIIK GOLDEN
KEY THE CARASOYN LITTLE
DAYLIGHT.

X. THK CRUEL PAINTER THE Wo\v
o'RiWK.v THE CASTLE THE
BROKEN SWORDS THE GRAY
WOLF UNCLE CORNELIUS.

Poetical Works of George Mac-
Donald. Two Vols., crown Svo,
buckram, 12s.

A Threefold Cord. Edited by GEORGE
MAcUo.VALD. Post Svo. cloth, 5v.

Phantastes. With 25 Illustrations by
J. BELL. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. (nl.

Heather and Snow. Crown Svo, cloth,

3s. 6./. ; post Svo. illustrated boards, 2s.

Lilith. Crown Svo, cioth, 6s.

MAcGREGOR (ROBERT).
Pastimes and Players: Notes on
Popular Games. Post Svo, cloth, it. 6rf.

MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels
by. Crown Svo. cloth. 6s. each.

A Blow over the Heart.
The Mystery of Lincoln's Inn.

MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.).-Inter-
ludes and Undertones. Cr.Svo

MACKENNA (S. J.) and J. A.
O'SMEA. Brave Men in Action:
Stories of the British Ha^. With S liiux-

trations by STANLEY L. WOOD. SmaU
demv Svo, cloth, gilt cci^cs. 5^.

MACKENZIE (W. A.). The
Drcxel Dream. Crown

MACLISE Portrait Gallery (The)
of lllustrioiw Literary Characters:
85 Portraits by DAS:
with Meinoi:
and Bibliographic;)!, bv WII.IJAM
B.A. Crown Svo, cloth. 35. 6rf.

MACQUOID (Mrs.), Works by,
illustrated by T. R. MACQCOIO. Square
Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

In the Ardennes. With 50 Illu

Pictures and Legends from Nor-
mandy and Brittany

Through Normandy. With 02 Il'usts.

About Yorkshire. i! Justs.

MAGICIANTS~6wiTBook, the:
Performances wi:

Edited by W. H. CRE.MER. W.th ic.o

Illustrations. Crown Sv

MAGIC LANTERN, The, and its

Management. By T. C. HEPWORTII.
With lolllusts. Cr.Svo, u. : clots

MAGNA CHARTA: A Facsimile of
the Original in the British Museum, 3 feet

by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned
in Gold and Colours, j.

MALLOCK (W. H.), Works by.
The New Republic. Post Svo, cloth,

The New Paul and Virginia. J .:

Poems. Small 4to, parchment, 8j.

Is Lite Worth Living? Crown 8vo,

cloth, (a.

MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).
Mort d'Arthur: Selections from the

Stories of King Arthur ami the i

of the Round T.ible. Edited by B.

M. RAN svo. cloth, as.

M AROIJ E R I TT E'lPAUlTand
VICTORi. ^ovel by.

The Disaster. Translated by i

cloth, 31. (xl.

The Commune. Translated by :

and U i

MARLOWE'S Works, inckuiin^
his Translations. Edited with N

\\INr.IIAM. Cr. Svo. cloih

HAR5H (RICHARD). -A
5poller of Men. Cr. Svo, 6s. [SHcrtiy .

VIASON (FINCH). Annals of
the Horse-Shoe Club.
trations. Crown Svo, cloth, 61.
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MASSINGER'S Plays. From the

Text of WILLIAM GIFKORD. Edited by
Col. CUNNINGHAM. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 6d.

MASTERMAN (J.) . Half - a -

dozen Daughters. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

MATTHEWS - (BRANDER). A
Secret of the Sea. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d.

MAX O'RELL, Books by.
Crown Svo. cloth, 3.5. 6d. each.

Her Royal Highness Woman.
Between Ourselves.
Rambles in Womanland.

MERIVALE (HERMAN). Bar,
Stage, and Platform: Memories.
WiHi Portrait. Crown Svo, cloih. 6s.

MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novels
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 33. 6d. each.

The Gun-Runner. With Frontispiece.
Renshaw Fanning's Quest. With

Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD.
Triumph of Hilary Blachland.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3$. 6d. each ; picture cloth,
fiat backs, 2s. each.

The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley.
The King's Assegai. \Vuh 6 Illus-

trations by STANLEY L. WOOD.

Havlland's Chum. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 6s.

MOLESWORTH (Mrs.).
Hathercourt Rectory. Crown Svo,
cloth, 3s. 6d. : post Svo, illust. boards, zs.

MEADE (L. T.), Novels by.A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 3$. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. boards, 2s.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. each.

, The Voice of the Charmer.
In an Iron Grip. 1

The Siren.
Dr. Rumsey's Patient.
On the Brink of a Chasm.
The Way of a Woman.
A Son of Ishmael.
An Adventuress.
The Blue Diamond.
A Stumble by the Way.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6.?. each.

This Troublesome World.
Rosebury.

MERRICK (LEON.), Novels by.
The Man who was Good. Post Svo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. dd. each.
This Stage of Fools.
Cynthia.

MILLER (Mrs. F. FENWICK).
Physiology for the Young; or,

The House of Life. With numerous
Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth, 2.?. 6d.

MILTON (J. L.). The Bath in
Diseases of the Skin. Post Svo, is. ;

cloth, is. 6d.

MINTO (WM.). Was She Good
or Bad? Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d.

MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by.
The Lone Star Rush. With S Illus-

trations by NORMAN H. HAKDY. Crown
Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each,

Only a Nigger.
The Belforts of Culben.

Crown Svo, picture cloth, hat backs, 2s. each.
Plotters of Paris.
The Temple of Death.
Tnwn.rrls Mm ICteroa.1 Rnnura.

MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT-).
The Abdication: An Historical

Drama. With 7 Etchings. Imperial
4to, buckram, 2is.

MONTAGU (IRVING). Things
I Have Seen in War. With 16 Illus-

trations. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s.

MOORE (THOMAS), Works by.
The Epicurean; and Alciphron.

Post Svo, half-cloth, 2.1.

Prose and Verse: including Suppressed
Passages from the MEMOIRS OK LORD
BYRON. Edited by R. H. SHEPHERD.
With Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth, 7?. 6d.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE),
Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

each; post Svo, illustrated boards, zs. each.
A Life's Atonement.
Joseph's Coat. With 12 Illustrations.

Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations.

Yal Strange. I Hearts.
The Way of the World.
A Model Father.
Old Blazer's Hero.
Cynic Fortune.
By the Gate of the Sea.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.
Bob Martin's Little Girl.
Time's Revenges.A Wasted Crime.
In Direst Peril.
Mount Despair.A Capful o' Nails.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. each.
This Little World.
A Race for Millions.
The Church of Humanity.
Tales in Prose and Verse.
Y.C. : A Chronicle of Castle Bartield.

Making of a Novelist. With Portrait.

My Contemporaries in Fiction.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

Despair's Last Journey.
Verona's Father.

His Own Ghost. Crown Svo, cloth,

3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

Joseph's Coat. port'i-AR EDITION,
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MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and
HENRY HERMAN, Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, y. bd. each ; post 8vo,

illustrated boards. 2s. each.

One Traveller Returns.
The Bishops' Bible.
PaulJones s Alias. With Illustrations

srikK and G. NICOLET.

MORRAYTHENRYMMovels by.
Svo, cloth. 2s. dd. each.

A Game of Bluff.
A Song of Sixpence

OHNET (GEORGES), Novels by.
Post Sv, ., illustrated boaids. at. each.

Doctor Rameau.
|
A Last Love.

A "Weird Gift. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. dd. ;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 25.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each.
Love's Depths.
The Woman of Mystery.

The Money-Maker. Translated by
K. RomwKl.L. Crown -

MORRIS (Rev. W. MEREDITH,
B.A.). British Violin -Makers,
Classical and Modern. With numerous
Portraits, Illustrations, and Facsimiles of

Labels. Demy 8vo, cloth, 105. d. net.

MORROWlWTC. ). Bohemian
Paris of To- Day. With 106 Illustra-

tions by EDOUARD CUCUEL. Small demy
Sv>, cloth.

MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by.
Crown Svo, cloth. 3.5. dJ. each.

Basile the Jester.
Young Lochinvar.
The Golden Idol.

Post Svo, ill '\\ 2s. each.

The Dead Man's Secret.
From the Bosom of the Deep.
Stories Weird and Wonderful.

I' ,-t Svo, illiist. boards, 2.c. : cloth. 2v. hd.

Maid Marian and Robin Hood.
With 12 Illustrations by STAXI.EV L.

Wt M in. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. dd. ; picture
cloth, flat back. 2.?.

OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by.
Post Cvo. illustrated boards, 2s each.

The Primrose Path.
The Greatest Heiress in England.
Whiteladies. Crown Svo, cloth, with 12

Illustrations by ARTHUR Hoi ;.

HENRY WOODS, 3s.6d.; post Svo, pic-
ture boards. is.

The Sorceress. Crown s\-o. cloth, 31. 6</.

MY FIRST BOOK. By WALTER
BESAXT, JAMES PAYS-, W. CLARK Rrs-

SKI.L, GRANT ALI.EX. HALL CAIXE.

GEORGE R. SIMS. RUDYARD KIPLING.

A. COXAN DOYLE. M. K. RRADDON,
F \v. ROBINSON. H. RIDER HA<;<;\I;I>,

R. M. BAtLAXTYXK, 1. /.ANGWILL.
MORLEY ROBERTS.D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
MARIE CORELLI, J. K. JKROMK. JOHN
STRANGE WINTER. BRKT HAKTE. 'Q.,'

ROBERT BUCHANAN, and R. L. STEVEN-

SON With Prefatory Story by JEROME
K. JEROME, and 185 Illustrations. Demy
Svo, art linen. 35.

NISBEf (HUME), Books by.
'Ball Up.' Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

post Svo, illustrated hoards. 2s.

Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post Svo

illustrated hoards. 2i.

Lessons in Art. With 21 Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth, 2s. fid. __
NORD'AUlMAX). Morganatic :

A Romance. Translated by IM

LEE. Crown Svo, cloth, uilt top

NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. (i. each ; post Svo

illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Saint Ann's.
Billy Bellew.
M isa Wentworth's Idea. Crown Svo

>-. '),;'.

ORROCK (James), Painter, Con-
noisseur, Collector. Jiy
WEHHKR. Illustrated with nearly loo

Photogravure Plates and a ni't..

Drawings in half-tone. Two Vols.. small
folio, buckram gilt, 10 guineas net.

O'SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR),
Poems by.

Music and Moonlight. Kcap. 8vo,
cloth.

Lays of France. Cr. SVQ. cloth. io M
OUIDA, Novels by. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 3.1. 6d. each ; post Svc\ illustrated

boards, 2s. each.

Tricotrin.
Rufflno.
Othmar.
Frescoes.
Wanda.
Ariadne.
Pascarel.
Chandos.
Moths.
Puck.
Idalia.
Bimbi.
Signa.
Friendship.
Qullderoy.

I'OITI.AK K.I>

Under Two Flags.
Held in Bondage.
Strathmore.

A Dog of Flanders.
Cecil Castlemalne s

Cage.
Princess Napraxine.
Held in Bondage.
Under Two Flags.
Folle-Farine.
Two Wooden Shoes.
A Village Commune.
In a 'Winter City.
Santa Barbara.
In Maremm a.
Strathmore.
Pipistrello.
Two Offenders.

Moths.
Puck.
Tricotrin.

Syrlin. Crown Svo, c;Hi, 35.

cture cloth, flat back, 2s. ; illus-

trated hoards, 2v.

Two Little Wooden Shoes. I.ARCI

TYPE KniTiox. Kcap. Svo, cloth, I j. net
,

leath'-r. it. i:i. ni-t.

The Waters of Edera. Ciown Svo,

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected

from the \Vori;s .,f OlII>\

MORRIS. :'

x, i!
!



i8 CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS,
PAIN (BARRY). Eliza's Hus-

band. Fcap.. 8vo. is. : cloth, is. 6d,

PALMER (W. T.), Books by.
Crown Svo, cloth, with Frontis., 6s. each.

Lake Country Rambles.
In Lakeland Dells and Fells.

PANDURANQ HARI; or,
Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface

by Sir BARTLE KRERE. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2.v.

PARIS SALON, The Illustrated
Catalogue of the, for 1905. (Twenty-
seventh Year.) With over 300 Illustra-

tions. Demy Svo, 33. [Preparing.

PASTON LETTERS (The), 1433-
1509. Edited, with Introduction and
Notes, by JAMES GAIRDNER. Six Vols,
square demy 8vo, art linen, gilt top,
i2s. 6d. net per volume, or 3 i$s. the set.

(Sold only in sets.)

PATERNO5TER (Q. SIDNEY).
The Motor Pirate. With 12 Illusts.

by C. R. SYKES. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

PAUL(MARGARET A.). Gentle
and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. ;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

PAYNE^WILL). Jerry the
Dreamer. Crown Svo, cloth, -js. 6d.

PASCAL'S Provincial Letters.
With Introduction and Notes by T.

M'CRIE, D.D. Post Svo. half-cloth, 2s.

PAYN (JAMES), Novels by.
Crown Svo, 3.1. 6rf. each ; post Svo, illustrated

boards, 2s. each.

Lost Sir Massing'berd.
The Clyffards of Clyffe.
A County Family.
Less Black than We're Painted.
By Proxy. |

For Cash Only.
High Spirits.
A Confidential Agent.
A Grape from a Thorn. 12 Illusts.

The Family Scapegrace.
Holiday Tasks.
The Talk of the Town. 12 Illusts.

The Mystery of Mirbridge.
The 'Word and the Will.
The Burnt Million.
Sunny Stories.
A Trying Patient.

Post Svo. Illustrated boards, as. each.

Humorous Stories.
|

From Exile.
The Foster Brothers.
Married Beneath Him.
Bentinck's Tutor.
Walter's Word.
A Perfect Treasure.
Like Father, Like Son.
A Woman's Vengeance.
Carlyon's Year. Cecil's Tryst.
Murphy's Master. At Her Mercy.
Some Private Views.
Found Dead.

|
Mirk Abbey.

Gwendoline's Harvest.
A Marine Residence.
The Canon's Ward.
Not Wooed, But Won.
Two Hundred Pounds Reward.
The Best of Husbands.
Halves. |

-* What He Cost Her.
Fallen Fortunes.
Kit : A Memory. |

Under One Roof.
Glow-Worm Tales.
A Prince of the Blood.
A Modern Dick Whittington.

With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.;

picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

Notes from the ' News.' Crown Svo,
cloth, is. 6d.

Walter's Ward. POPULAR EDITION,

PENNELL - ELMHIRST (Cap-
tain E.). The Best of the Fun.
With 8 Coloured Illustrations by G. D.
GILES, and 48 others by J. STURG'ESS and
G. D. GILES. Medium Svo. cloth, i6j.

PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDE-
LEY), Works by. Post Svo, cloth,
2s. 6d. each.

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations.

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With 10 Full-

page Illustrations by G. DC MAUKIER.
The Muses of Mayfalr : Vers de

Societe. Selected by H. C. PEXNELL.

PENNY (F. E.). The Sanyasi.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

PHELPS (E. S.), Books by.
Beyond the Gates. Post 8vo, cl., is. 6d.
Jack the Fisherman. Illustrated by

C. W. REED. Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d.

PHIL MAY'S Sketch-Book : 54
Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth, 2s. 6d.

PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.), Books by.
Crown Svo. cloth. $s. each.

Famous Violinists and Fine
Violins.

The Confessions of a Violinist.
Voice and Violin.

P1LKINQTON (L. L.). Mallen-
der' Mistake. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

PLANCHE (J. R.), Works by.
The Pursuivant of Arms. With

6 Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown
Svo, cloth, 7.5. fid.

Songs and Poems. Edited by Mrs.
MACKARNESS. Crown Svo, cloth, 6?.

PLUTARCH'S Lives of IIIus^
trious Men. With Life of PLUTARCH
by J. and W. LANGHORNE, and Por-
traits. Two Vols., Svo, half-cloth, ios.(>d.

POE'S (EDGAR ALLAN) Choice
Works : Poems, Stories, Essays.
With an Introduction by CHARLES
BAUDELAIRE. Crown Svo. cloth, 3.5. 6d.

POLLOCK (W. H.) . The Charm,
and Other Drawing-- Room Plays.
By Sir WALTER BESANT and WALTER
H. POLLOCK. With 50 Illustrations.
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PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL),
Novels bv. Post STO, illus. boards, 2s. ea.

The Romance of a Station.
The Soul of Countess Adrian.

Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6tl. each ; post 8vo
illustrated boards, zt. each.

Outlaw and Lawmaker.
Christina Chard.
Mrs. Tregaskiss. With S Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

Nulina.
|

Madame Izan.
'As a Watch In the Might.'

PRICE (E. C.). Valentina.
Cr:>wn 8vo, cloth, 3.?. 6<f.

PRINCESS OLQA.-Radna.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

PROCTOR (RICHARD A.),
Wrks by. Crown Svo. cloth, fij. each.

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps
for every Ni.dit in the Year.

Familiar Science Studies.
Mysteries of Time and Space.
The Universe of Suns.

Saturn and its System. With 13
Steel Plates. Demy Svo, cloth, loj. 6rf.

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illustra-

tions. Crown Svo, cloth, 3$. 6rf.

Wages and Wants of Science
'Workers. Crown Svo, 15. (>d.

PRYCE (RICHARD). Miss
Maxwell's Affections. Crown Svo,

cl., 3$. td. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.

RAMBOSSON (J.). Popular
Astronomy. Translated by C. B.

PITMAN. With 10 Coloured Piates and
63 Woodcuts. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. tui.

RANDOLPH (Col. Q.). Aunt
Abigail Dykes. Cr. Svo, cloth, 7*. 6d.

RICHARDSON (FRANK), Nov-
els by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. dd. each.

The Man who Lost his Past. With
50 Illustrations by TOM BROWNE, R.I.

The Bayswater Miracle.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.
The King's Counsel.
Semi-Society.
There and Back.

RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by.
A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown

Svo, cloth, ;u. 6d.

Weird Stories. Crown Sva, cloth,

3.1. 6d. ; post 8vo, picture boards, 23.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, zs. each.

The Uninhabited House.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
The Mystery in Palace Gardens.
Fairy Water.

|
Idle Tales.

Her Mother's Darling.
The Nun's Curse.

READE'S (CHARLES) Novels.
Collected LIBRARY Kurnox. in Seventeen
Volu:r . each.

1. Peg Woffington; and Christie
John stone.

2. Hard Cash.
3. The Cloister and the Hearth.

With ;i Preface by S t \\

4
' It is Never Too Late to Mend. 1

5. The Course of True Love Never
Did Run Smooth ; .-UK! Single-
heart and Doubleface.

6. The Autobiography of a Thief:
Jack of all Trades ; A Hero and
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir.

7- Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
8. The Double Marriage.
9. Griffith Gaunt.

10. Foul Play.
ii Put Yourself in His Place.
12. A Terrible Temptation.
13. A Simpleton.
1.1. A Woman-Hater.
15. The Jilt : and Good Stories ofMan

and other Animals.
16. A Perilous Secret.
17. Readiana; and Bible Characters.

In Twenty-one Volumes, post Svo, illustrated

boards, as. each.

Peg Woffington. |
A Simpleton.

Christie Johnstone.
' It is Never Too Late to Mend.'
The Course of True Love Never

Did Run Smooth.
Autobiography of a Thief; Jack
ot all Trades; James Lambert.

Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Double Marriage.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
Hard Cash. Readiana.
Foul Play. I

Griffith Gaunt.
Put Yourself In His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir.
A Woman-Hater.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of Man.
The Jilt; and u

A Perilous Secret.

LARGE TYPE, KINK PAPKK K

Svo, cloth, gilt top, li. net each ; leather, gilt

:.s. net each.

The Cloister and the Hearth.
'It is Never Too Late to Mend.'

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium

The Cloister and the Hearth.
' It is Never Too Late to Mend.'
Foul Play. I

Hard Cash.
Peg Woffington ;

and Christie
Johnstone.

Griffith Gaunt.
Put Yourself In His Place.

Fcap. Svo, hnli-Koxburshe, 2s.(xi. each.: cloth,

is. ne: ra.
;
leather, fiilt top, u. W. net en.

Christie Johnstone. With rrontis.

Peg Woffington.
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READE'S (CHARLES) Novels

continued.
The Wandering Heir. LARGE TYPE

EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, is. net ; leather,
is. f-^. net.

The Cloister and the Hearth.
EDITION DE LUXE, with 16 Photogravure
and 84 half-tone Illustrations by MATT
B. HEWERDINE. Small 4to, cloth, 6s. net.
Also in Four Vols., post Svo, with

Frontispieces, buckram, gilt top, 6s. the
set.

Bible Characters. Fcap. Svo, is.

Selections from the Works of
Charles Reade. Edited by Mrs. A
IKK A .P. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

R1MMER (ALFRED), Works by.
Square Svo, cloth. ?s. (ki. each.

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow
With 52 Illustrations.

About England with Dickens.
With 58 Illustrations.

RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by.
Crown Svo, clofh, 3.5. 6d. each.

Barbara Dering.
Meriel : A Love Story.

ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by.Women are Strange. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2j.

The Hands of Justice. Crown Svo,
cloth, 3.5. 6d. ; post Svo, ilhist. bds., 2s.

The Woman in the Dark. Crown
Svo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. bds., 2.9.

ROBINSON (PHIL), Works by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

The Poets' Birds.
The Poets' Beasts.
Poets' Reptiles, Fishes, Insects.

ROLFE (FR.). Hadrian the
Seventh. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY,
THE: A List of Principal Warriors who
came from Normandy with William the
Conqueror, 1066. In Gold and Colours. 5,7.

ROSENQARTEN (A.). A Hand-
book of Architectural Styles. Trans-
lated by W. COLLETT-SANDARS. With
630 Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth, 73. 6d.

ROSS (ALBERT). A Sugar
Princess. Crown Svo. cloth. 35. 6d.

ROWLEY (Hon. HUGH). Post
8\"\ cloth, 2s. 6d. each.

Puniana : or, Thoughts Wise and Other-
wise : a Collection of the Best Riddles,

Conundrums, Jokes, Sells, &c., with
numerous Illustrations.

More Puniana. With numerous Illusts.

RUNCIMAN (JAS.), Stories by.
Schools and Scholars. Post Svo,

cloth, ?i. 6d.

Skippers and Shellbacks. Crown

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6?. each.

Overdue.
| Wrong Side Out.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. each ; post Svo,
illustrated boards. 2s. each : cloth, 2s. 6d. each.

Round the Galley-Fire.
In the Middle Watch.
On the Fo'k'sle Head.
A Voyage to the Cape.A Book for the Hammock.
The Mystery of the ' Ocean Star.'
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe.
The Tale of the Ten.
An Ocean Tragedy.
My Shipmate Louise.
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea,
The Good Ship

' Mohock.'
The Phantom Death.
Is He the Man?

I
Heart of Oak.

The Convict Ship.
The Last Entry.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.5. 6rf. each.
A Tale of Two Tunnels.
The Death Ship.

The Ship: Her Story. With 50 Illustra-

tions by H. C. SHPPINGS WRIGHT.
Small 4to, cloth, 6$.

The ' Pretty Polly.' With 12 Illustra-

tions by G. E. ROBERTSON. Large
crown Svo, cloth, <?i!t edges, 5^.

The Convict Shi^. POPULAR EDITION,
medium Svo, 6d.

RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by.A Country Sweetheart. Post Svo,
illus. b >ards. 2s. : pict. cloth, flat back, 2s.

The Drift of Fate. Crown Svo, cloth,

35. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

RUSSELL (HERBERT). True
Blue. Crown Svo, cloth, 3$. 6d.

RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and his
Out-of-door Life. By E. W. L.

DAVJES. With Illustrations coloured by
hand. Royal KVO, cloth, 16.?. net.

5AINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post
Svo, illustrated boards, zs. each.

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note
by OLIVER \VEXDELL HOLMES.

The Junior Dean.
Orchard Damerel.
The Master of St. Benedict's.
In the Face of the World.
To His Own Master.
The Tremlett Diamonds.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. 6d. each.
The 'Wooing of May.
Fortune's Gate.
A Tragic Honeymoon.
Gallantry Bower.
A Proctor's Wooing.
Bonnie Maggie Lauder.
Mrs. Dunbar's Secret.
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SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). A
Levantine Family. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. (>d

ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY, The.
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2j. net each
leather, gilt edges, 3.?. net each.

London. By Sir WAI.TKU BKSANT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.

By S;r WALTKR BKSAXT.
Yirginibus Puerisque. By ROBERT

Lot/is STEVEXSOX.
Men and Books. B\- R. L. STEVEXSOX
Memories and Portraits. By

KOI;KKT Lot:is STEVEXSOX.
New Arabian Nights. By ROBERT

LOT-IS STEVEXSOX.
The Pocket R. L. S.
The Life of the Fields. By RICHARD

JBFFERIES. ,The Open Air. By RICHARD JEFFF.KIKS.
'Walton and Cotton's Complete

Angler.
Sketches. By MARK TWAIN.
Under the Greenwood Tree. By

THOMAS HARDY.
The Cloister and the Hearth. By

CHARLES KKADK.
It is Never Too Late to Mend.
By CHARLES READE.

The Deemster. Bv HAI.L CAIXE.
The Woman in White. By WILKIK

COLLINS,
Condensed Novels. By BRET HARTE.
The Decameron of Boccaccio.
Robinson Crusoe. By DKKOE. With

CuriKSHAMC's Illustrations.

The Autocrat of the Breakfast
Table. By OLIVKK WHXDKLL HOLMES
With Illustrations by J. G. THOMSON.

SALA (Q. A.). Gaslight and
Daylight. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.!.

SCOTLAND YARD, Past & Present
By Ex-Chicf-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, as. td.

SECRETOUT.The: One Thousand
Tricks with Cards ; with Entertaining
Experiments in Drawing-room or
\Vhite' Magic. By W. H. CRKMER.
With 300 Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth, 4.$. 6J.

SEQUIN (L. Q.), Works by.
The Country of the Passion
Play (Oberammergau) and the

Highlands of Bavaria. With Map and

37 Ilhistrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. t-d.

Walks in Algiers. With Two Maps
and 16 Illustrations. Cr. 8o, cloth, t>s.

SENIOR (WM.). By Stream
and Sea. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. t>d.

SERJEANT (ADELINE), Novels
by. Crown Svo. cloth. 3?. bd. each.

Under False Pretences.
Dr. Endicott's Experiment.

The Missing Elizabeth. Crown Svo.

cloth, 6j. {.Shortly.

SEYMOUR (CYRIL). The
Magic of To-Morrow. Crown Svo,
cloth, (vs.

SHAKESPEARE the Boy: Home
and School ,

Manners. Customs, and Kolk-Iu: <

Time. By W. J. K.'i.i K. With 42 Illus-

trations. Crown Svo, cloth, 3 .

SHARP (WILLIAM).-Children
of To-morrow. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

SHELLEY'S (PERCY B.)
Complete Works in Verse and Prose.
Edited by R. HKRNB SHEPHERD. Five
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. (id. each.

Poetical Works, in Three Vols. :

Vol. I. Introduction ; Posthumous Frag-
ments of Margaret Nicholson ; Sh

Correspondence with Stock-dale ; Wandering
Jew ; Queen Mab ; Alastor ; Rosalind uiui

Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Au
Vol. II. Laon and Cythna : The Cenci ;

Julian and Maddalo ; Swellioot the Tvrant :

The Witch of Atlas; Epi; . lellas.

Vol. III. Posthumous Poems; The
Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces.

Prose Works, iu Two \

Vol. I. Xastrozzi and St. Irvyne; the
Dublin and Marlow PamphU-'
tation of Deism : Lcttersto Li-i^h Hunt, and
Minor Writings and Kragi:

Vol. 11. Essays; Li-iUrs irom
Translations :\nd Kr.-igiin ;iN. edited I>y M-s.
SHI-.!.Me Y. With a Biography, and li.

SHERARD (R. H.).-Rogues.
Crown Svo, cloth, ;

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD
BRINSLBY) Complete Works.
Including Drama, 1'rose and
Translations, Speeches ; and a

Crown Svo, cloth, 3. 6i.

The Rivals, The School for Scan-
dal, K.-. i'

Sheridan's Comedies: TheRlvals
and The School for Scandal.
Edited by BKAMH.K M.VITIIKWS. U::h
Illustrations. Dc'.nyXvo. buckr.ui.

SHIEL (M. P.), Novels by.
The Purple Cloud.
Unto the Third Generation.

cloth, bs.

SIDNEY'S (Sir PHILIP) Com-
plete Poetical Works. With Por-

trait. Edited by the K, V. A. B. i ,

Three Vols., crowns-

SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in-

cluding Anecdotes of K.

and Remarkable Characters. Bv JACOB
l.AKY/ooD and JIM;-.
Wi!h Frontispiece and v;
Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6J.
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SIMS (GEORGE R.), Works by.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth

limp, 2.5. 6,;. each.
The Ring o' Bells.
Tinkletop's Crime.

| Zeph.
Dramas cf Life. With 60 Illustrations.

My Two Wives.
| Tales of To-day.

Memoirs of a Landlady.
Scenes from the Show.
The Ten Commandments.

Crown 8vo, picture cover, is. each ; cloth,
is fid. each.

The Dagonet Reciter and Reader.
The Case of George Candlemas.
Dagonet Ditties.
Young Mrs. Caudle.
The Life We Live.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. each ; post 8vo,

picture boards, 2.5. each ; cloth 25. 6d. each.

Mary Jane's Memoirs.
Mary Jane Married.
Dagonet Abroad.

Crown 8vo, cloth, ?s. 6d. each.

Once upon a Christmas Time.
With 8 Illustrations by CHAS. GREEX, K.I.

In London's Heart.
A Blind Marriage.
Without tha Limelight.
The Small-part Lady.
Biographs of Babylon.
Among ray Autographs. With 70

Facsimiles.

Picture cloth, flat back, 2s. each.

Rogues and Vagabonds.
In London's Heart.

How the Poor Live; and Horrible
London. Crown Svo, leatherette, is.

Dagonet Dramas. Crown 8vo, is.

Rogues and Vagabonds. Crown
Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, iilust. boards,
2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

SINCLAIR (UPTON). Prince
Hagen. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

SISTER DORA. By M. LONSDALE.
Demy Svo, qd. ; cloth, 6d.

SKETCHLEY (ARTHUR). A
Match in the Dark. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

SMITH (J. MOYR), Works by.
The Prince of Argolis. With 130

Illustration*. Post 8v<>. cloth.

The Wooingof the Water Witch.
With I

'

4h,6s.

SNAZELLEPARILLA. Decahted
by G. S. KmvAKDs. With Portrait of G. H.
SXAZELLE, and 65 Illustrations. Crown
Svo, cloth, 31. 6d.

SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown
8vo, is. ; cloth, ) -

SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).
Songs of Adieu. Small 410, Jap
vellum, 6s.

SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 21. each.

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
By Devious Ways.
Hoodwinked; & Sandycroft Mys-

tery. I The Golden Hoop.
Back to Life.
The Loudwater Tragedy.
Burgo's Romance.
Quittance in Full.
A Husband from the Sea.

Post Svo, cloth, is. dd. each.
A Barren Title.
Wife or No Wife.

Crown Svo, cl itli, 3*. (id. each.
The Grey Monk;
The Master of Trenance.
A Minion of the Moon.
Her Ladyship.
The Secret of Wyvern Towers.
The Doom cf Siva.
The Web of Fate.
The Strange Experiences of Mr.

Yerschoyle.
As it was Written.

Stepping Blindfold; Cr.Svo, cloth, 6s.

SPENSER for Children. By M. H.
TOWKY. With Coloured Illustrations by
W. J. MORGAN. Crown 4to, cloth, 3$. 6d.

SPETTIGUE (H. H.). The
Heritage of Eve. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s.

SPRIGGE (S. SQUIRE). An
Industrious Chevalier. Cr. Svo, 6s.

SLANG DICTIONARY (The): Ety-
mological. Historical, and Anecdotal.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. (>d.

STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels by.
Doris and I. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.1. dd.

Carlton Priors. Crown Svo, cloth, ds.

SMART (HAWLEY), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d. each

; post Svo,

picture boards, 2s. each.
Beatrice and Benedick.
Long Odds.
Without Love or Licence.
The Master of Rathkelly.

Crown Svo, cloth, $s. 6d. each.
The Outsider.

|
A Racing Rubber.

The Plunger. Post 8vo, picture bds., 2s.

STAG-HUNTING with the
' Devon & Somerset.' By P. EVERED.
With 70 Illusts. Cr. 4to, cloth, 165. net.

STANLEY (WINIFRED). A
Flash of the Will. Cr. Svo, cloth. 6s.

STARRY HEAVENS Poetical
Birthday Book. Pott Svo, cloth, 2s. dd.

STEDMAN (E. C.). -Victorian
Poets, Crown 8vo. cloth, as.
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STEPHENS (RICCARDO). The
Cruciform Mark YCr. Svo, cl.

STEPHENS (R. NEILSON).-
Phllip Wlowood : The Domestic His-

tory of an American Captain in the War
of Independence. Cr. Svo. cloth. 3.5. (xi.

STERNDALE (R. ARMITAQE).
The Afghan Knife. Post Svo, cloth,

3s. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 21.

STEVENSON (R. LOUIS),
Works by. Cr. Svo. buckram, 6.?. each.

Travels with a Donkey. With a

Frontispiece by WALTER CKANE.
An Inland Voyage. With a Frontis-

piece by WALTKK CKANE.
Familiar Studies of Men & Books.
The Silverado Squatters.
The Merry Men.
Underwoods : Poems.
Memories and Portraits.
Virginibus Puerisque.
Ballads.

!
Prince Otto.

Across the Plains.
Weir of Hermiston.
In the South Seas.

Songs of Travel. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 51.

New Arabian Nights. Crown Svo.

buckram, 6.c. ; post Svo, illustrated

boards, if. POPULAR EDITION, medium
8vo. 6d.

The Suicide Club; and The Rajah's
Diamond. (From NKW ARABIAN'
NiGHiS.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J.

HEVNESSV. Crown 8v<\ cloth, 31. (xi.

The Stevenson Reader. Edited by
LLOYD OSBOURNK. Post 8vo, cloth,

2.5 . dd. : buckram, gilt top. 3.5. (xi.

The Pocket R.L.S.: Favourite Pas-

sages i6mo. cl., 2s. net ; leather, 35. net.

LARGE TYPE, FIXE PAPIR EDITIONS. Pott

8vo, cloth, gilt top, a*, net each ; leather,

gilt edges, 3*. net each.

Virglnibus Puerisque.
Familiar Studies of Men & Books.
New Arabian Nights.
Memories and Portraits.

R. Li. Stevenson : A Study. By H. B.

BAILDON. With 2 Portraits. Crown
Svo, buckram, 6s.

STOCKTON (FRANK R.). The
Young Master of Hyson Mall. With

36 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth,

3.5.
6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

STRANGE SECRETS. Told by
PERCY FITZGEKALD, CONAN DOYLE,
FLORENCE MARRYAT, &c. Post 8v,
illustrated boards, 2s.

STRUTT (JOSEPH). The
Sports and Pastimes of the People
of England. Edited by \\II.UAM

HONE. With 140 Illustrations. Crown
Svo, cloth, 3.5. dd.

SUTRO (ALFRED). The
Foolish Viririnsi Fcp.Svo, i*.;eL,.W.

SUNDOWNER, Stories by.
Told by the Taffrail. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 3*. M.
The Tale of the Serpent. Crown

Svo, cloth, flat back, 2s.

SURTEES (ROBERT). -
Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks's
Hunt. With 79 Illustrations by JOHN
LEECH. Post Svo, cloth, 2s.

SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Works,
in Prose and Verse. With ML:;

trait, and Facsimiles of Maps in
'

Gulliver's

Travels.' Crown 8vo. ci.

Gulliver' g Travels, and A Tale of
a Tub. P>>s; HV<>, h.,

Jonathan Swift: A Study. Hy J.

CHURTON COLLINS. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3.5. W.

SWINBURNE'S (ALGERNON
CHARLES) Work.-:.

Selections from Mr. Swinburne's
Works. I

Atalanta in Calydon. Crown Svo, f\t.

Chastelard: A Ttagcdy. Crown Svo, ~s.

Poems and Ballads. FIRST .-

Crown Sv

Poems and Ballads. SECOND Sn.tn s.

Crown Svo. o.s.

Poems and Ballads. THIRD SERIES.

Crown Svo, 75.

Songs before Sunrise. Crown Svo,

Bothwell: A Tragedy. Crown Svo,

Songs of Two Nations. '

George Chapman. (! Vu!. II. of G.
CHAPMAN s XV'.rks.i Crown Svo, 3.1. (xi.

Essays and Studies. C.

Erechtheus : .

A Note on Charlotte Bronte.

A Study of Shakespeare. Crown

Songs of the Springtides. Crown
8v> 6.5.

Studies in Song. Crown v -

Mary Stuart:
Tristram of Lvonesse. <

A Century of Roundels. Small 4(0, &f.

A Midsummer Holiday. Cr. >

Marino Fallero: A Tragedy. Crown

A Study of Victor Hugo. Crown
Bvo

Miscellanies. Crown Svo.

Locrine: A Tracedy. Crown -

A Study of Ben Jonson. >

Ivo
The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, (a.

Astrophel, &C. i.'r->wn vo, 71.

Studies In Prose and Poetry.
Crown Sv

The Tale of Balen. Crwn R\

Rosamund, Queen of the Lom-
bards: A Tr.i^tih . Cl

A Channel Passage. Cro

The Collected Poems of Algernon
Charles Swinburne. I.

crown tivo, 6s. net each, or 361. iv

(Cnn lv subfcnla-cl for o:i'y in Svts.)
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TAINE'S History of English

Literature. Translated by HENRY VAN
LAUN. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 30$.
POPULAR EDITION, Two Vols., crown

8vo, cloth, 15*.

TAYLOR (BAYARD). Diver-
sions of Echo Club. Post 8vo, cl., 2.5.

TAYLOR (TOM) . Historical
Dramas: 'JEANNE DARC.' "TwixrAxi-:
AND GROWN.' 'THK FOOL'S REVENGE,'
' ARKWRIKHT'S WIFE,' 'ANNE BOLEY.V,'
'PLOT AND PASSION.' Crown 8vo, is. each.

TEMPLE (SIR RICHARD). A
Bird's-eye View of Picturesque
India. With 32 Illustrations. Crown
ISvo. cloth, 6.9.

THACKERAYANA : Notes and
Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece
and Hundreds of Sketches by W. M.
THACKKRAV. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. fd.

THAMES, A Pictorial History
of the. By A. S. KRAUSSK. With 340
Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

THOMAS (ANNIE), Novels by.
The Siren's Web. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3.?. 6d.

Comrades True. Crown 8vo, cloth, r

THOMAS (BERTHA), Novels by.
In a Cathedral City.

Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.
The House on the Scar.
The Son of the House.

THOMSON'S SEASONS.and The
Castle of Indolence. With Intro-
ducti-.n by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48
Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-cloth. 2j

THORNBURY (
WA LT.) .Books by

The Life and Correspondence of
J. M. W. Turner. With 8 Coloured
Illustrations and 2 Woodcuts. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3.9. 6rf.

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

TIMES (JOHN), Works by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. fid. each.

Clubs and Club Life in London.
With 41 Illustrations.

English Eccentrics and Eccen-
tricities. With 48 Illustrations

TOMPKINS (HERBERT W.).
Marsh-Country Rambles. With a

Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

TREETON (ERNEST A.).-The
Instigator. Crown Svo, cloth, *r.

TROLLOPE (T. A.). Diamond
Cut Diamond. Post Svo. illus. bds . 2.?.

TWELLS (JULIA H.). Et tu,

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. (id. each; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each

The Way We Live Now.
Frau Frohmann.

|
Marion Fay.

Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Kept in the Dark.
The American Senator.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E. ) ,

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.5. 6rf.

each : post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Like Ships upon the Sea.
Mabel's Progress. |

Anne Furness.

TWA IN 'S (MARKJ~Booksr~
Author's Edition de Luxe of the
Works of Idark Twain, in 23
Volumes (limited to 600 Numbered
Copies), price 12s. 6d. net per Volume.
(Can be subscribed for only in Sets.)

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown
8vo, cloth. 3.?. 6d. each.

Mark Twain's Library ofHumour.
With 107 Illustrations by E. W. KKMF.LK.

Roughing It : and The Innocents
at Home. With 200 Illustrations by
F. A. PHASER.

The American Claimant. With 81

Illustrations by HAL HURST and others.
* The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.

With m Illustrations.

Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26

Illustrations by DAN BKAKD.
Tom Sawyer.'Detective, With Port.

Pudd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait
and Six Illustrations by Louis LOEB.

* A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illusts.

The Innocents Abroad : or, New
Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Illuts.

The Gilded Age. By MARK TWAIN
and C. D. WARNER. With 212 Illusts.

* The Prince and the Pauper.
With 190 Illustrations.

* Life on the Mississippi. 3 Illusts.
* The Adventures of Huckleberry

Finn. 174 Illusts. by E. W. KEMBLE.
*A Yankee at the Court of King

Arthur. 220 Illusts. by DAN BEARD.
* The Stolen White Elephant.
6 The 1,OOO,OOO Bank-Note.
A Double - barrelled Detective

Story. With 7 Illustration's.

The Choice Works ofMark Twain.
With Life, Portrait, and Illustrations.

*
4
* The Books marked * may be had also in

post Svo, picture boards, at 2s. each.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. .

Personal Recollections of Joan of
Arc. With 12 Illusts. by K. V. Du MU.ND.

More Tramps Abroad.
The Man that Corrupted Hadley-

burg. XVith Frontispiece.

Mark Twain's Sketches. Pott 8v,
cloth, gilt top, 2t.net ; leather, gilt edge*.



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C.

TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).
Mistress Judith. Crown 8vo, cloth,

3s. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

TYTLER (SARAH), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each ; post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Buried Diamonds.
The Blackball Ghosts.
What She Came Through.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2$. each.
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Muugo's City.
The Huguenot Family.
Lady Bell.

| Noblesse Oblige.
Disappeared.
Beauty and the Beast.

Crown Svo, cloth. 31. 6J. each.
The Macdonald Lass.
The Witch.Wife.
Rachel Langton.
Mrs. Cai-michael's Goddesses;
Sapphira.A Honeymoon's Eclipse.A Young Dragon.

Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. each.
Three Men of Mark;
In Clarissa's Day.
Sir David's Visitors.
The Poet and his Guardian Angel.

Cltoyenne Jacqueline. Crown Svo,

picture cloth, ilat back, 2s.

UPWARD (ALLEN). The
Queen Against Owen. Crown 8vo,

cioth, 31. td. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. ;

post Svo, picture boards, 21.

VANDAM (ALBERT D.).-A
Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations

by ]. B. DAVIS. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6</.

VASHTI and ESTHER. By
Belle

'

of The World. Cr. Svo. cl.. y . (xi.

VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.),
Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6rf. each.

The Scorpion.
The Lover's Progress.
With Zola in England. 4 Ports.

A Path of Thorns. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

Bluebeard : An account of Comorre the

Cursed and Gilles de Rais. With 9 Illus-

trations. Demy Svo, cloth, 95. net.

WAGNER (LEOPOLD). How
to Get en the Stage, and how to

Succeed there. Crown Svo, cloth, ai.M.

WALLER (S. E.). Sebastiani's
Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. V.

WALTON and COTTON'S
Complete Angler. Edited by Sir HARRIS
NICOLAS. I'ott Svo. cloth. >.'ilt top, zs

net ; leather, gilt edg.s, 3*. n<-t.

WALT WHITMAN, Poems hy.
Editfii,

SETTI. With Port.

WARDEN (FLORENCE), by.
Joan, the Curate. cloth,

3. (>ii. ; picture clo;h, flat back, 2s.

A Fight to a Finish. Cr. gvo, cl., 3*. 6rf.

Crown Svo, r I >th. 6v. each.
The Heart of a Girl. With 8 Illusts.

What Ought She to Do?
Tom Dawson.

WARMAN (CY). The Express
Messenger. Cn.\vn Svo, cloth. 3*. &/.

WARNER (CHAS. DUDLEY).
A Roundabout Journey. Cr. Svo, (,>.

WARRANT to Execute Charles I.

A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures and
Seals. 2..

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen
of Scots. IiK-hi

attire and th-

WASSERMANN (L1LL1AS).
The Daffodils. Crown Svo. cl

WEATHER.HowtoForetellthe,
with the Pocket Spectroscope.
\V. CORY. With 10 Illustrations. Crown.
Svo, 15. : cloth, it.

WEBBER (BYRON). Sport and
Spangles. Crown Svo, cloth, aj.

WERNER (A.). Chapenjra's
White Man. Cmwn M

WESTALL (WILL.), Novels hy.
Trust-Money.

post Svo, illu.trated boards, 2s.

Crown . each.

As a Man Sows. ' The Old Bank.
As Luck would have it.

Dr. Wynne's Revenge.
The Sacred Crescents.
A Very Queer Business.

Crown Svo. cloth.

A Woman Tempted Him.
For Honour and Life.
Her Two Millions.
Two Pinches or Snuff.
With the Red Eagle.
A Red Bridal. I Nigel Fortescue.
Ben Clough. I

Birch Dene.
The Old Factory.
Sons of Belial.

{ Strange Crimes.
Her Ladyship's Secret.
The Phantom City.
Ralph Norbrcck's Trust.
A Queer Race. Red Ryvlngton.
Roy of Roy's Cou-t.

The Old Factory. Medium Svo. 6u

WESTBURY (ATHAJr^-'TIie
Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook
8>'o, c



WHEELWRIGHT (E. G.). A
Slow Awakening:. Crown 8vo cloth, 6s.

WHISHAW (FRED.), Novels
by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3.?. 6d. each.

A Forbidden Name.
Many Ways of Love. With 8 Illusts.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

Mazeppa.
Near the Tsar, near Death.A Splendid Impostor.

WISSMANN (HERMANN VON).-"
My Second Journey through Equa-
torial Africa. With 92 Illustrations.

Demy 8vo, cloth, i6s. .*

WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories
by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each.

Passenger from Scotland Yard.
The Englishman of the Rue Cain.

WOOLLEY(CELIA PARKER).
Rachel Armstrong. Post 8vo, 2s. 6d.

WHITE (GILBERT). Natural
History of Sclborne, Fost 8vo, cloth, 2s.

WILDE (LADY). The Ancient
Legends, Charms, and Superstitions

f Ireland. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

WILLIAM5 (W. MATTIEU), by.
Science in Short Chapters. Crown

Svo. cloth, 7s. f>il.

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown
Svo. cloth, <w.

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With
Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth, 2s. dd.

WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.). A
Child Widow. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2.?.

WILLS (C. J.), Novels by.An Easy-going Fellow. Crown Svo,
cloth, 3*. t-d.

His Dead Past. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by.
Chapters on Evolution. With 259

Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, -js. dd.
Leisure-Tims Studies. With Illustra-

tions. Crown Svo, cloth. 6s.

Studies in Life and Sense. With 36
Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth. 3s. 6d.Common Accidents, and how to
Treat Them. Cr. Svo, is. ; cloth, is.6tt.

Glimpses of Nature. With 35 Illustra-
tions. Crown Hvo, cloth. 3.?. 6d.

WINTER (JOHN STRANGE),
by. Post Svo, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s.dd. each.

Cavalry Life.
Regimental Legends.

Cavalry Life and Regimental
Legends, together. Crown Svo, cloth,
3s. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

WRIGHT (THOA1AS), by.
Caricature History ofthe Georges;

or. Annals of the House of Hanover.
With Frontispiece and over 300 Illustra-

tions. Crown Svo, cloth, 3$. 6d.

History of Caricature and of the
Grotesque in Art, Literature,
Sculpture, and Painting. Illus-

trated by K. W. FAIRHOLT. Crown Svo,
cloth, 7s. 6rf.

WYNMAN (MARGARET). My
Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by
BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Post Svo. cloth, zs.

ZANGWILL (LOUIS). A Nine-
teenth Century Miracle. Crown Svo,
cloth. 3s. M. : picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by.
UNIFORM EDITION. Translated or Edited,
with Introductions, by ERNEST A. VIZE-
TELLY. Crown Svo, cloth, ;. (id. each.

His Masterpiece. I
The Joy of Life.

Germinal.
The Honour of the Army.
Abbe Mouret's Transgression.
The Fortune of the Rougons.
The Conquest of Plassans.
The Dram-Shop.
The Fat and the Thin.

| Money.
His Excellency.
The Downfall.
Rome.
Loui-cles.
Paris.

The Dream.
Doctor Pascal.
Truth.
Work.
Fruiti'ulness.

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium Svo, dj. each.
The Dram-Shcp. |

The Downfall.
Rome.
With Zola in England. By ERNEST

A. YIZETELLY. Witii 4 Portraits. Crown
Svo, cloth, 3s. dd.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
LIBRARY EDITIONS, many Illustrated, crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each.

By Mrs. A
Valerie's Fate.
A Life Interest
Mona's Choice.

By Woman's Wit.
The Cost of Her Pride.

A Miss

By F. H. ALL

By M. AtlDBRSO
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By ROBERT BARR.
In a Steamer Chair I A Woman Intervenes.
From Whose Bourne.

| Revenge 1

Bv FRANK BARRETT.
I The Harding Scanda

Jets. Under a Strange Mask.
Fettered for Life.

|
A Missing Witness.

Was She Justified?

By BELLE.'-Vashti and Esther.

By ARNOLD BENNETT.
The Gates of Wrath.

I The Grand Babylon Hotel.

By Sir W. BE3ANT and J. RICE.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.

A Prodigal's Progress.Wm M ..n , .f Iron Bracele

Little Girl.

With Harp and Crown.
This Son of Vulcan.

The Monks of Thelems

_ . Celia's Arbom.
Chaplain of the Fleet.
Tin- Seamy Side.
The Case of Mr. Lucraft
In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Ten Years' Tenant.

By Sir WALTER BESANT.
Alt Sorts and Conditions.
The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden Fair.

Dorothy Forster.
Uncle Jack. | Holy Rose.
World Went Well Then.
Children of Gibeon.
Herr P*ulus.
For Faith and Freedom.
To Call Her Mine.
Trie Revol- of Man.
The Bell of St. Paul's.

Armorel of Lyones:

S. Katherinc's by Tower.
Verbena Camellia Stepha-
The Ivqry Gate. [notis.
The Rebel Queen.
Dreams of Avarice.
Jn Deacon's Or
The Master Craftsman.
The Ci<y of Refuge.
A Fountain Sealed.
The Channeling.
The Fourth Generation.
The Cha
The Alabaster Box.

s Orange Girl.

By AMBROSE BIERCB.-In Midst of Life.

By HAROLD BINDLOSS.-Ainslie's Ju-ju.

By M. HcD. BODKIN.
Dora Myrl | Shillelagh and Shamrock.

Tatsey the Omadaun.

By PAUL BOURGET.-A Living Lie.

By J. D. BRAYSHAW.-Slum Silhouettes.

By H. A. BRYDEN.-An Exiled Scot,

By ROBERT BUCHANAN,
ord.Shadow of the S>

A Child of Natur
God and the Man.
Martyrdom of Madeline.
Love Me for Ever.
Annan Water.
Foxglove Manor.
The Charlatan

The New Abelard.
Matt.

|
Rachel Dene.

Master of the Mine.
The Heir of Linne.
Woman and the Man.
Red and White Heather.

Lady Kilpatrick.
Andromeda.

CELETT BURGESS and WILL IRWIN.
The Picaroons.

By HALL CAINE.
Shadow of a Crime.

|
Son of Hagar. | Deemster.

By R. W. CHAMBERS. The King in Yellow.

By J. M. CHAPPLE.-The Minor Chord.

By AUSTIN CLARE.-By Rise of River.

By Mrs. ARCHZR CLIVE.
Paul Ferroll. | Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

By ANNE COATES. -Ries Diary.

By HACLAREN COBBAN.
The Red Sultan.

|
The Burden of Isabel

By WILKIE COLLINS
Armadale. I A.
No Name. I Antonina
Basil.

|
Hide and Seek.

The Dead Secret.

Oueen of Hearts,

My Miscellanies
The Woman in White.
The Law and the Lady.
The Haunted Hotel
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs. f

Magditen.
The Frozen
The Two Destinies.

I Say No.'
Little Novels.
The Fallen Leaves.

Jezebel's Daughter.
. Kobe.

Heart and Science.
The livil Genius.
The Legacy of Cain.
A Rogue's Life.

Kim.! I.ove.

By MORT. and FRANCES COLLINS.
Blacksmith and Scholar. I You 1'iay M
The Village Comedy. 1 Midnight to Midnight.

By M. J. COLQUHOUN.-Every Inch a Soldier.

By HERBERT COHPTON.
The Inimi:.L :::gham.

By E. H. COOPER.- GeorTory Hamilton.

By V. C. COTES.--TWO Girls on a Il.iv*.

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK.
Th* Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains.
His Vanished Star.

By H. N. CRELLIN.
Romances of the Old Seraglio.

By MATT CRIM.
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel

By S. R. CROCKETT and other*.
Tales of Our Coast.

By B. H. CROKER.
Diana Harrington
Proper Pride.
\ Family Likeness.
Pretty Miss Neville.
A Bird of Passage,
Mr J.-rvis.

Village Tales.
Some One Eise.

| Jason.
Infatuation.

Lady Hilda.
Married or SinglJ
Two Masters.
In the Kingdom of K.Try
Interference.
A Third 1

li-yondth
Mi:,s Balmafcie
Terence.

|
The i

By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation.

ByH. C. DAVIDSON.-Mr. Sadler's Daughters.

By JAMES DF. HILLE.
A Strange Manuscript Found in a Copper Cylinder.

By HARRY DE WINDT.
True Tales of Trav.-l an 1 Advi-

By DICK DONOVAN.
I error.
. of Mkhirl

Tyler Tatloclt,

m Manchester.
Records of Vincent Trill.

My*t. of tamaica Terrace.
Deacon lirudie.

RICHARD DOWLING. -OldCor,

CONAN DOYLE. -The Firm of (.:-

By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN.
A Daughter of non's Aunt.

By ANNIE EDWARDES.
Archie Lovell i A ;

By G. B. EDWARDS.
By G. MANVILLE FENN.

rsed by a Fortun
"f Ail-.i Gray.

Commodore Junk.
The New .V

Witness to the Deed.
Tiger Lily.

The White Virgin.
Black Blood.
Double Cunning.

cote.

v.'innlng.

By PERCY FITZCERAi D.

By Hon. Mrs. W. "-ORBES.
By R. E. FRANCILLON.

One by '

By H.-.HOLD FREDERIC.
Seth'sP.r

By PAUL CAULOr.
By DOROTHEA Gl RARD.

A

By CHARLES .IBBON.
Rol-in Gmv.

B ' E. GLANVILI.E.

By E. J. COODT3AN.

By Rev. S. *- A H : N ". CO LD.
Sju

Bv ALFRED A. CRACC.

By CECILi GRIFFITH. <
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By A. CLAYERING GUNTER.
A Florida Enchantment.

By OWEN HALL.
The Track of a Storm

| Jetsam.

By COSMO HAMILTON.
Glamour of Impossible. | Through a Keyhole.

By THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

By BRET HARTE
A Waif of the 1'l.rns.

A Ward of the Golden
Gate. Springs.

A Sappho of Green
<-ol. Starbottle's Cheat.
Susy. | Sally Dows.
Bell-Ringcr of Angel's.
Tales of' Trail and Town.

otigve of Tac
Clarence. [Hamlin':
Barker's Luck.
Devil's Ford.
Crusade of Excelsior.
Three Partners.
Gabriel Conroy.
New Condensed Novels.

Grrth.
Kllice Q

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
'

Dust.

Sebastian Strome.
Fortune's Fool.

Beatrix Randolph.
David Poindexter's Dis

appearance.
Spectre of Camera.

By Sir A. HELPS. Ivan de Biron.

By I. HENDERSON. -A-atha Page.

By G. A. HENTY.
Dorothy's Double.

|
The Queen's Cup.

Rujuh, the Juggler.

By HEADON HILL.-Zambra the Detective.

By JOHN HILL.-The Commoftvncestor.

By TICHE HOPKINS.
Twixt Love and Duty. I Incomplete Adventurer.
Nugents of Carriconna.

|
Nell Haffenden.

By VICTOR HUGO.-The Outlaw of Iceland.

By FERGUS HUME.
Lady from Nowhere.

|
The Millionaire Mystery.

By I/Irs. HUNGERFORD.
Marvel.
Unb.iih,factorv Lover.
In Durance Vile.

A Modern Circe.

Lady Patty.
A Mental Struggle.
Lady Verner's Flight.
The Rea-House Mystery.

Experiment
A Point of Consc'ence.
A Maiden all Forlorn
The Coming of Chloe.

An Anxious Moment.
April's Lady.
Peter's Wife.

The Three Gr,

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT.
The Leaden Casket. I Self-Condemned.
That Other Person. | Mrs. Juliet.

By R. ASHE KING.-A Drawn Game.

By GEORGE LAMBERT.-President of Boravia

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER.
Madame Sans-Gene.

By ADAM LILBURN. A Tragedy in Marble

By HARRY LINDSAY.
Khoda Roberts.

|
The Jacobite.

By E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball.
ViKicr which Lord?
My Love !

'

|
lone.

Paston Carew.
v owing- the Wind
With a Silken Thread.

t Learn Dundas
The One Too Many.
Dillcie Hverton.
Tne Rebel of 'he Family
An Octave of Friends.
The World Well Lost.

By HEJNRY W. LUCY.-Gideon Fleyce,

/ JUSTIN MCCARTHY.
Donna Quixote.
Maid of Athens.
The Comet of a Season.
The Dictator.
Red Diamonds.
The Riddle Rins*.
The Three Disgraces.

JUSTIN H. McCARTHY.-A London Legend
By GEORGE MACDONALD.

Heather and Snow.
| Phantastes.

By W. H. IHALLOCK.-The New Republic.

A Fail

Linley Rochford.
Dear Lady Disdain.

Waterdale Neighbours
My Enemy's Daughter.
Miss Misanthrope.

A Soldier of F.
In an Iron Grip.
Dr. Runisey's Patient.
The Voice of the Cham
An Adventuress.

By L. T. MEADE.
On Brink of a Chasm,
The Siren.
The Way of a Woman.

.

The Blue Diamond.
A Stumble by the Way.

By LEONARD MERRICK. ;

This Stage of Fools.
| Cynthia.

By EDMUND MITCHELL.
The Lone Star Rush.

By BERTRAM MITFORD.
The Gun-Runner. I The Knit's As,cfrsi.
Luck ol Gerard Ridgeley. |

Renshaw Fanning
1

! Quest
The Triumph of Hilary Blacl-.land.

Mrs. MOLES WORTH.-Hathercourt Rectory.

By J. E. MUDDOCK.
Maid Maiian and Robin I Basile the Jester.
Hood.

|
Golden Idol.

Young Lochinvar.

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
A Life's Atom
Joseph's Coat.

ials of Fire.
Old ISIazL-r's Hero.
Val Strange. | Hearts.
A Model Father.

By the Gate of the Sea.
A Bit of Human Nature.

,t Person Singular.
Cynic Fortune.
The Way of the World.

V.C. : Castle Bar

Bob Martin'!, Little Girl.

A Wasted Crime.'
In Direst Peril.

Mount Desoair.
A Captulo' Nails.

Tales in R,rose and Verse.
A Race for Millions.
This Little World.
His Own Ghost.
Church of Humanity,

field and the Crimea.

By MURRAY and HERMAN.
The Bishops' P>ir>le

|
Paul Jones's Alias.

One Traveller Returns.

By HUME NISBET. -Bail Up I'

By W. E. NORRIS.
t Ann's.

|
Billv Bellew.

Miss Wentworth's Idea.

By G. OHNET.-A Weird Gift.

Love's Depths. |
The Woman of Mystery.

By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
Whiteladies.

|
The Sorceress.

By OUIDA.
Held in Bondage.
Strathmore.

|
Chandos.

Under Two Flags.
aine's Gage.

Bimbi.
Cecil C
Tr.cotnn._ \

Puck.
ille-Farine

A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel.

| Sijjna,
NTapraxine.

Two Wooden Shoes.
In a Winter City.

By G. SIDNEY PATERNOSTER.
The Motor Pirate.

By MARGARET A. PAUL.
entle and Simple.

By JAMES PAYN.

Friendship.
Moths.
Pipis'rello.
A Village Con

Idalia.

Ruffino.

idne.

1 Wanda.
Frescoes.

| Othmar.
In Maremma.
Syrlin. | Guilderoy.
Santa Barbara.
Tv/o Offenders.
The Waters of Edera.

High Spirits. | Bv Proxy.
The Talk of the Town.
Holiday Tasks
For Cash Only.
The Burnt Million.
The Word and the Will.

Sunny Stories.
A Trying Patient.
Modern Dick Whittington

Lost Sir Massingberd.
TheCiyffaidsofClyffe.
The Family Scapegrace.
\County Family. [Painted
Less Black than We're
A Confidential Agent.
\ Grape irom a Thorn,
n Peril and Privation,

lystery of Mirbridge.

By TWILL PAYNE.-Jerry the Dreamer

Ey Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED.
Outlaw and Lawmaker. I Mrs. Tregaskiss.
Christina Chard.

|
Nulma.

I
Madame Izan

As a Watch in the Night.'

By E. C. PRICE. Valentin*.

By RICHARD PRYCE.
.liss Maxwell's Affections.

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL.
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By CHARLES READE.
Peg Womngton ; and

Christie Johnstons.
Hard Cash.
Cloister and the Hearth.
Never Too Late to Aleiul.

The Course of True
i,ove; and SlnglehMxt
and poubleface.

Autobiography of a

Thief; Jack of all

Trades; A Hero and
a Martyr ; and The
Wandering Heir.

:h Ga
Love Little, Love Long.
The Double Marriage.
Foul Play.
Put Yourself in His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
A Simpleton.

Hater.
Tha Jilt, A: othrr Stories :

& Good Stories of Man.
A Perilous Secret.
Readiana ; aud Bible
Characters.

By FRANK RICHARDSON.
Man Who Lost His Past. |

The Bayswater Mystery.

By AMELIE RIVES.
Barbara Dering. |

Mcriel

By F. W. ROBINSON.
The Hands of Justice. |

Woman in the Dark.

By ALBERT ROSB.-A Sugar Princess.

By J. RUNCIMAN.-Skippers and Shellbacks.

By W. CLARK RUSSELL
'.k'.lky Fire. Mv S 1

lie Watr.h.
Round the Gallc
lathe Middle
On the Fo'k'sle Head.
A Voyage to the Cape.
Hook for the Hammi.ck.
Mystery of ' Ocean Star.'

Jenny Harlowe.
An Ocean Tragedy.
A Tale of Two Tunnels.

te Louise.
\\ ideSea.

The Phantom Death.
Is He the Man?
Good Ship 'Mohock.
The Convict Ship.
Heart o.

The Tale of the Ten.
The Last Entry.

The Death Ship.

By DORA RUSSELL.-Drift of Fate.

By HERBERT RUSSELL. -True Klue.

By BAYLE ST. JOHN.-A Levantine Family.

By ADELINE SERGEANT.
Dr. Endicott's Experiment j

Under False Pretences.

By M. P. SHIBL. The Purple Cloud.

By GEORGE R. SIMS.
DaiTonet Abroad. In London's Heart.
( inceupouChristmasTime. Mary Janes Memoirs.
Without the Limelight. Mary Jane Married.

Rogues and Vagabonds. The Small -part Lady.
Biographs of Babylon. A Blind Marriage.

By UPTON SINCLAIR.-PrinceHagen.
By HAWLBY SMART.

The Outsid
Beatrice and Benedick.
A Racing Rubber.

By J. MOYR SMITH. The Prince of Argolis.

By T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Grey Monk. The Doom of Siva.

Without Love or Licence.
The Master of KathkeUy.
Long odds.

! Master of Trenance,
The Web of Fate.

a of The Moon
Secret of Wyvern Towers

As it was Written.
Her Lai! ,

The Strange Experiences
of M r. Verschoyle.

By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
A Fellow of Trinity.
The Junior Dean.
Master of St. Benedict's.
To his Own Master.

Gslhmtay liower.
In 1-aci- of the World.
Orchard Dam<

The Tremlett Diamonds.
The Wooing of May.
A Tragic Honeymoon.
A Proctor s Wooing.
Fortune's Gate.
Bonnie Maggie Luder.
Mary Unwin.

Mrs. Dunbar's

By JOHN STAFFORD.-Dorisandl.
By R. STEPHENS. The Cruciform Mark.

R. NEILSON STEPHENS.-Phflip Winwood.
By R. A. STERNDALE The Af^

By R. L. STEVENSON.-The Suicide Club.

By FRANK STOCKTON.
The Young Master ol Hyson Hall

By SUNDOWNER.-Told by tlir

By ANNIE THOMAS.-The Siren's Web.
By BERTHA THOMAS.

In a Cathedral City.

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPS.
Like Ships Upun Sea. 1 Anne 1-urness.

Mabel's Progress.

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way we Live Now.
I-rau Fruhmann. I Scarborough's Family.

The Land- Leaguers.
By MARK TWAIN.

Choice Works. ;:head Wilson.
Library of Humour.
The Innocents Abroad.
Roughine It; and The
Innocents at Hume.

A Tramp Abroad.
The American Claimant.
Adventures Tom Sawyer.
Tom Sawyer Abroad.
Tom Sawyer, Detective.

C. C. FRASER-TYTLER.-Mistress Judith.

By SARAH TYTLER.

The Gilded Act-
Prince and the Pauper.
Life on t

n v Finn.
A Yankee at I

Stolen White Elephant.
1.000,000 Banl

A Double- barrelled Deteo
tivo Story.

What Rhl
'Minonds

The Wackhall Ghosts.
Hie Mardon.iM !

Witi li Wife,
j Sapi'liira

ALLEN UPWARD.

C.muichael's God
desies.

A Honeymoon's Eclipsft.
A Young Dr. i.

n agamM <>cn,

By ALBERT D. VANDAM. A G.urt Tragedy
By E. A. VIZETELLY.

The Scorpii n.

By FLORENCE WARDEN.
Joan, the Curate.

|
A Fight to a Finish.

By CY WARMAN.-Hxpress Mr
By A. WERNER.

By WILLIAM WESTALL.
For Honou' and Li
A Woman Tempted Him.
Her Two Millions.

Two Pinches ol -

.scue
Iliich Drue.

|
Ben Clough.

reek's Tr

With ihe Red Eagle.
A Red Bridal.

secret.

The Pnantom City.
A Onrer Race.
The Old Factory.

By ATHA WESTBURY.
Tin- S ll rook.

By FRED WHISHAW.
A Forbidden N

By C. J. WILLS.-Ar. ;

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER
Caval.

By LOUIS ZANGWILL.
A Nineteenth Ce:

By EMILE ZOLA.
The Honour of tnr Ar^
Grrinin.il. I The Dream.
Abbe Mourets Tr.ins-

The Vat -'! tin- Thin.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. <

By Mrs. ALEXANDER.
Maid, Wife, or Widow. I A Life Interest,
Blind Fate. Mono's Choice.

Valerie's Fate. | By Woman's Wit,

By E. LESTER ARNOLD.
Phra the Phoenician.

ARTEMU8 WARD'S WORKS, Complete.

Dy \j f\ r*

Phffistta.
lories.

For M.umiu'sSake.
In all S!

The Beckoning Hand.
The Devil's Die.

usc.f Shem.
The Great Tabwo.
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TWO-SHILLING NOVELS continued.

By Mrs. CASHEL HOBY.-The Lover's Creed
Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER.-The House of Raby.

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT.
That Other Person.

|
The Leaden Casket.

Self-Condemned.

By MARK KERSHAW.
Colonial Facts and Fictions.

By R. ASHE KING.
A Drawn Game. [Green.' I Passion's Slare.
' The Wearing- of the

|
Bell Barry.

By EDIHOND LEPELLETIER.
Madame Sans-Gt'-ne.

By JOHN LEYS.-The Lindsays.

By E. LYNN LINTON
Patricia Kemball.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord!
Paston Carew.
My Love !

'

| lone.
With a Silken Thread.

Atonement of Learn
Dundas.

Rebel of the Family.
Sowing the Wind.
The One Too Many.
Dulcie Everton.

By HENRY W. LUCY.-Gideon Fleyce.

By JUSTIN MCCARTHY.
Dear Lady Disdain.
Waterdale Neighbours.

iiy's Daughter.
A Fair Saxon.

| Camiula.
Linley Rochford.
Mis,s Misanthrope.

Donna Quixote.
Maid of Athens.
The Comet of a Season.
The Dictator.
Red Diamonds.
The Riddle Ring.

By HUGH MACCOLL.
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet.

GEORGE MACDONALD.-Heather and Snow.

By AGNES MACDONELL.-Quaker Cousins.

By W. H. MALLOCK.-The New Republic.

By BRANDER MATTHEWS.
A Secret of the Sea.

By L. T. MEADE.-A Soldier of Fortune.

By LEONARD MERRICK.
The Man who was Good.

By Mrs. MOLESWORTH.
Hathercourt Rectory.

By J. E. MUDDOCK.
Dead Man's Secret.

|
From Bosom of the Deep.

Stories Weird and Wonderful.

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
A Bit of Human Nature.
1-if.t P<TMI'I singular.
Bob Martin's Little GirL
Time's Revenges.
A Waste.! Crime, +

M6unt Despair.
A Capful o Noils.

A Model Father.

Joseph's Coat,
f Fire.

Val Strange. | Hearts.
i )ld Blazer'-; Hero.
Tin- Way ot' the World.
Cynic Fortune.
A Life's Atonement.

},y the Gate of the Sea.

By MURRAY and HERMAN.
One Traveller Returns.

|

The Bisiioia
1

Bible.
Paul Jones's Alias.

By HUME NISBET.
Bail Up I'

|
Dr. Bernard St. Vincent.

By W. E. NORRIS.
Saint Ann's. ;Uew.

By GEORGES OHNET.
Dr. Rameau.

|
A Wr

A Last Love.

By Mrs. OLIPHAIfT.
Whiteladles. I The Greatest Heiress in

The Primrose Path.
| England.

By OUIDA
Held In Bondage.
Strathmore. I Chandos.
Idalia. I

Trlcotrin.

Under Two Flags.
Cecil Castlemaine's Gage.
Puck.

|
PascareL

Folle-Farine.
A Dog of Flanders.

Signa. | Ariadne.
Princess Napraxine.
In a Winter City.
Friendship.

Two Little Wooden Shoes
Moths.

|
Eimbi.

Pipistrello.
A Village Commune.
Wanda. I Othmar.
Frescoes. | Guilderoy.
In Maremma.
Ruffino. | SyrBa.
Santa Barbara.
Two Offenders.
Ouida's Wisdom, Wit,
and Pathos.

By MARGARET AGNES PAUL,
Gentle and Simple.

By JAMES PAYN.
Benttnck's Tutor.

Murphy's Master.
A County Family.
At Her Mercy. I Kit.
Cecil's Tryst. | Halves.
The ClyfTards of ClyrTe.
The Foster Brothers.
Found Dead.
The Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
Fallen Fortunes.
Humorous Stones.
300 Reward.

A Marine Residence.

-y. | High Spirits
Under One Roof.
Carlyon's Year.
For Cash Only.
The Canon's Ward.
The Talk of the Town.
Holiday Tasks.

A Trying Patient.

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED,
The Romance of a Station I Christina Chard.
Outlaw and Lawmaker.

|
Mrs. Trr^.iskiss.

ulof Countess Adrian.

A Perfect Treaiure.
>Cost Her.

A Confidential Agent,
Glow-worr
The Burnt I

Sunny Stories.

A Worn i

Gwendr:

Not Wooed, bin <

k than We're
. Proxy.

Some Private Views.
A Grape from a Thorn.
The Myslery ol Mir-

The Word and the Will.
A Prince of the Blood.

CHARLES READE.

The W
By CHAR]

It Is Never Too Late to

|
The Jilt.

Christie Johnstor.e.
The Double Marriage.
Put Yourself in Hi-

8. Love Long
Cloister and the Hearth.

'

ret.

Course of True Love.

praphyofaThief
A Terrible Temptation. I A Woi

\\Y
By Mrs. J. H. RIDDF.LL.

d Storie
Wati-r.

"Mother's Darling.
i e of Wales's

Garden Party.

Pninhftbift

Mystery ll

Tlie Nun's Cur

By P. W. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange. i The Woman in the Dark.

The Hands of Justice.

By Y/. CLARK RUSSELL.
.

On the 1

to th- Cape,
hook fur the Hammock.

Round the

Tin of the

ock.'

Jenny Harlowe

By DORA RUSSELL.-A Country Sweetheart.

By GEORGE AUGUSTUS 8ALA.

By GEORGE R. BINS
The Ring o' Bells.

Mary lane's Memrlrs.

Mary Jane Mi
Tales of To-day.
Dramas ot

Tinkletop's Crime.

My Two Wires.
Memoirs of * I.

Scenes fi

Ten Commancin
Dagonet A
Rogues and Vagabonds.

ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.- A Match in the Dark.

By HAWLEY SMART.
Without Love orLici-nce, I The Master of Rat

Beatrice and Benedick. |
The Plunger. | LongOddt

By R. A. STERN DALE.-The Afghan K

By T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron

Dyke.
The Golden Hoop.
Hoodwinked,
liy Devious Ways.

The Loudwater Tragdy
Burgo's Romance,
yui'tancr :

A Husband from the Se
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By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
A Fellow of Trinity.
The Junior Dean.
Master of St. Benedict's.

Orchard Damerel.
In the Face of the World.

ilett Diamonds.
To His Own Master.

By R. LOUIS STEVENSON.
New Arabian Nights.

By ROBERT SURTEES.-Handley Cross.

By WALTER THORNBURY.
Tales for the Marines.

By T. ADOLPHU8 TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cut Diamond.

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
Fran Frol.
Marion Fay.
Kept in the Dark.
The Way We Live Now.

The Land-Leaguers.
The American Senator.

Scarborough's Family.
Golden Lion of Granpere.

By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE.
Like Ships upon the Sea.

|
Anne Furness.

Mabel's Progress.

By MARK TWAIN.
A Pleasure Trip. Stolen White Elephant.
The Gilded A?e. Life on the Mississippi.

Huckleberry Finn. Prince and Pauper.
Tom Sawyer. A Yankee at Court.
A Tramp Abroad. 1,000,000 Bank-Note.

Sketches.

By C. C.FRASER-TYTLER.-Mistress Judith.

By SARAH TYTLER.
Bride's Pass.

| Lady Bell.

Buried Diamonds.
St. Mungo's City.
Noblesse Oblige.

The Huguenot Family.
The Blackball Ghosts.
What She Came Through.
Beauty and the Beast.

Disappeared.

By ALLEN UPWARD.-Qucen against Owen.

By WM. WESTALL.-Trust-Money.
By Mrs. WILLIAMSON.-A Child Widow.

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER.
Cavalry Life.

| Regimental Legends.

By H. F. WOOD.
The Passenger from Scot- I The Englishman of the
land Yard. |

Rue Cain.

By IHARG. WYNMAN.-My Flirtations.

NEW SERIES OF TWO-SHILLING NOVELS.
Bound in picture cloth, flat backs.

By EDWIN LESTER ARNOLD.
The Constable of St. Nicholas.

By Sir WALTER BESANT.
St. Katherme's by Tower.

|
The Rebel Queen.

By H. BINDLOSS. Ainslie's Ju-ju.

By McD. BODKIN, K.C.
Dora Myrl, the Lady Detective.

By DICK DONOVAN.
Man from Manchester. I The Mystery of Jamaica
Wanted !

|
Dark Deeds. Terrace.
Vincent Trill, Detective.

By G. M. FENN. A Crimson Crime.

By PAUL GAULOT.-The Red Shirts.

By Major ARTHUR GRIFFITHS.
No. 99 ; and Blue Blood.

By OWEN HALL.-TrackofaStorm.

By BRET HARTE.
Col. Starbottle's Client.

Protegee ofJack Haiulin'i

Sahy Dows.

Luck Roaring Camp, &<
In a Hollow of the HilU.

Sappho of Green Springs.

By HEADON HILL. Zambra, the Detective.

By FERGUS HUME. The Lady from Nowhere.

By EDMUND MITCHELL.
Plotters of Paris.

I
The Temple of Death.

Towards the Eternal Snows.

By BERTRAM MITFORD.
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. |

The King's Assegai.

B;
Maid

r J. E. MUDDOCK.
Marian and Robin Hood.

By CHRISTIE MURRAY.-His Own Ghost,

By OUIDA.
Syrlin. |

The Waters of Edera.

By JAS. PAYN. Modern Dick Whittington.

By DORA RUSSELL.
A Country Sweetheart.

|
The Drift of Fate.

By GEORGE R. SIMS.
In London's Heart.

| Rogues and Vagabonds.

By FRANK STOCKTON.
The Young Master of Hyson Hall.

By SUNDOWNER. Tale of the Serpent.

By SARAH TYTLER.-Citoyenne Jacqueline

ALLEN UPWARD.-Queen against Owen.

By F. WARDEN. -Joan, the Curate.

BYRON WEBBER.-Sport and Spangles.

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER.
Cavalry Life ; and Regimental Legends.

By LOUIS ZANGWILL.
A Nineteenth-Century Miracle.

SIXPENNY COPYRIGHT NOVELS.
By GRANT ALLEN.-The Tents of Shem.

By WALTER BESANT.
Children of Gibeon. I AllSortsandConditionsof
For Faith and Freedom. |

Men.
|
The Orange Girl.

By BESANT and RICE.
The Golden Butterfly. | Ready-Money Mortiboy.

The Chaplain of the Fleet. ,

By ROBERT BUCHANAN.
The Shadow of the Sword.

By HALL CAINE.
A Son of Hagar. |

The Deemster.
The Shadow of a Crime.

By WILKIE COLLINS.
A rmadale.

|

The Moonstone.
The Woman in Whit

dWi'e. | No Name.
Dead Secret.
New Magdalen.

By B. M. CROKER.
Diana Barringtou. | 1'u-ity Miss Neville.

By JUSTIN MCCARTHY.
A Short History of our own Times.

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.-Joseph's Coat.

By OUIDA.
Puck. | Mrths.

|
Strathmore.

| Tricotrin.
Held in Bondage. |

Under Two Flags.

By JAMES PAYN. Walter's Ward.

By CHARLES READE.
Griffith Gaunt.
Foul Play. |

Hard Cash.

Peg Woffington ; and
Christie Johnstone,

Put Yourself in His Place.
The Cloister and the
Hearth.

Never Too Late to Mend.

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. The Convict Ship.

By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON.
New Arabian Nights.

By WILLIAM WESTALL.-TheOld Factory.

By EMILE ZOLA.
The Downfall. |

The Dram-Shop. |
Rome.
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